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prologue
The old prophet trudged up the steep incline in the dank 

underground passageway. His torch cast serpentine shapes 
against the pitted stone walls. 

“Just a little further,” the grizzled seer barked to the four 
younger men behind him. On their shoulders they bore two 
gilded poles attached to a square-shaped object cloaked in 
heavy linen. 

The old man lifted a gnarled finger toward a notch carved 
from rock. Inside stood a long stone box, its lid slid opened. 

“Put it in there,” he said. 
The men climbed the narrow embankment next to the stone 

container and carefully lowered the object through the open-
ing at the top. Then, with all their might, they slid the lid into 
place.

Again, the old man pointed. “See those stones and mortar 
over there?” he said. The young men followed his outstretched 
finger. “You are to seal this room. You are never to speak about 
this to anyone. Do you understand me?”

The men dipped their heads in agreement. They immediately 
set to work to barricade the room . . . and the secrets it held.

9
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11

 chapter one 

the promisinglead
“Move it up a little, Seth. It’s uneven.” Brianna Elliott stood 

on her tiptoes atop a chair. She dangled the Welcome Home 
banner between her fingers; her shoulder leaned against the 
foyer wall for balance. 

“I can’t go any higher, Brianna.” Seth grunted. He gripped 
the other end of the streamer high above his head as he stead-
ied a foot on the edge of a step midway up the stairs. 

“Well, go up another step.”
“Then I’d have to twist backwards.”
“Just do it. We don’t have all day, Seth. Mom and Dad will 

be home soon.”
Seth ascended the stairs while pivoting his arm behind 

him. His weight suddenly shifted and his foot slid off the 
step. He grabbed the banister just in time before he tumbled 
down the stairs. The banner fell from his hand and fluttered 
to the floor.

“Be careful, Seth!” Brianna exclaimed. “I don’t want Mom 
and Dad to come home and find you in a body cast.” 
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“Thanks for the concern, Bree. I’ll try to keep that in 
mind,” Seth retorted. His words dripped with sarcasm.

Brianna jumped from the chair and let the other end of 
the streamer drop from her fingers. “This isn’t working. Don’t 
we have a ladder?”

“I think so. Somewhere in the garage. Probably behind a 
million boxes.”

Grandma strolled into the room. The snow white heap of 
curls on top of her head bobbled with each step. She carried a 
plate of warm chocolate chip cookies. 

“How’s the signage going?” she asked.  
“It would be going a lot better if Seth wasn’t so short,” said 

Brianna.
“Hey, it’s not my fault I can’t reach any higher.”
Grandma held out the plate of cookies. The sweet aroma 

wafted in the room. “How about taking a quick break for a 
snack?” 

Seth charged toward the platter of sweet confections. “You 
don’t have to ask me twice.”

Brianna refused the treats. “Maybe in a little while. I’m 
not very hungry.” She gazed upon the banner which now lay 
crumpled at her feet. “Mom and Dad have been in Brazil for 
seventy-three days. But, who’s counting? I just want their 
homecoming to be special. So far, it’s not going so great.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself.” Grandma threw an arm 
around Brianna’s shoulder and gave her a gentle shake. “If I 
know anything, it’s that your mom and dad are more inter-
ested in seeing your sweet little faces than coming home to a 
lot of fanfare. You just wait and see.”

Brianna forced a smile. “You’re right. It’s just that lately 
they’ve been spending more time on their archeology digs 
than at home with us. I just miss them.”
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Brianna pulled away from her grandmother’s embrace. She 
picked up the banner and began to roll it up. “I also thought 
a little family party might make it easier for me to tell them 
about Seth and me getting saved. I’m not sure how they’re 
going to react.”

“What do you mean?” Seth’s cheeks bulged with cookies. 
“Why wouldn’t they be happy?”

Brianna shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s just you know how 
Dad gets when anyone brings up God or church.”

“I wouldn’t be too worried,” their grandmother said. “God 
will give you the words.”

The telephone rang, piercing the somber atmosphere. 
Grandmother handed the plate of cookies to Seth. “Take 
these. I’ll be right back,” she said. She sprinted toward the 
phone.

“I’ve got to admit, Grandma hasn’t lost a bit of energy,” 
commented Brianna.

“She claims it’s all that clean living,” Seth said laughingly.
A moment later, Grandmother called out from the other 

room. “It’s your father!” 
Brianna and Seth ran toward the sound of her voice. They 

found her in the kitchen. Grandmother gestured to Brianna, 
one hand pressed against the phone’s mouthpiece. “He’s at 
the airport and doesn’t have a lot of time. He wants to talk 
to you.”

Brianna grasped the phone from her grandmother’s hand 
while Seth grumbled under his breath about never getting to 
talk with Dad when he calls.

“Hey, Dad. Are you on your way home?” she asked.
“No, Sweetie. That’s why I’m calling,” Dad replied. “Your 

mother and I are about to board a flight to Israel.”
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Brianna felt her heart sink. “Really?” she whined. “We 
were decorating the house to surprise you. At least we were 
trying, but your son needs to grow a foot to reach anything.”

“I’m not short!” Seth protested.
“That’s sweet, baby girl,” Dad continued. “Actually, while 

we were digging in the jungle, we came across a tribe of Isra-
elite descendants. Crazy story. I’ll tell you about it when I see 
you kids. Anyway, one of the elders gave us a very promising 
lead about an important religious artifact. This could rewrite 
history.”

“That sounds great,” Brianna said. She tried to mask her 
disappointment with an upbeat tone.

Brianna heard a woman’s voice in the background call 
out over a speaker system. “We are now boarding rows 17 
through 32 on Flight 905 to Tel Aviv.”

“Listen, honey. We’ve got to run now. But the reason I was 
calling was to see if you and Seth wanted to join us.”

“On an expedition?” Brianna said, beaming. “Are you 
serious?”

“Dead serious,” Dad replied. “Your mom and I miss you 
kids like crazy, and she thought it would . . .”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Brianna broke in, excited.
“Great. Let your grandmother know I’ll be emailing her 

your plane tickets when we land.”
“Again, we are boarding rows 17 through 32 on Flight 905 

to Tel Aviv,” said the woman over the intercom.
“Gotta run, honey. We’ll see you in a couple weeks.” Her 

father ended the call. Brianna hung up the phone.
“What did he say?” Seth asked.
Brianna dropped her head and frowned. She pretended to 

be upset.
Seth’s face drew up into a scowl. “They’re not coming home 

are they? I knew it!”
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“Nope,” she replied. “We’re going to Israel!”
“What?” Seth jumped up and down. “Yay! We’re going on 

a trip!”

“You still have your passports, don’t you?” Grandmother 
asked. 

“Grandma, that’s the third time you’ve asked.” Brianna 
held up two small blue booklets. “I’ve still got them.”

“I just want to be sure.” She snapped her finger then dug 
into her purse, pulling out a twenty-dollar bill. “Here’s a little 
money for snacks.”

“Thanks, Grandma,” Brianna said. She shoved the money 
into her blue jean skirt pocket.

“I can hold my own passport,” Seth mumbled.
“Are you still fussing about that?” Brianna said. “No way 

am I letting you carry it. If you lose it, no one is getting on 
that plane.”

“Why doesn’t anybody trust me?” Seth whined. “I’m not a 
baby, and I’m going to prove it on this trip.”

Grandmother pointed to the check-in counter. The chil-
dren moved in the direction she indicated. She bent her head 
toward Seth. “Honey, we trust you. But just to be safe, let’s let 
Brianna hang on to them. Okay?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Seth grumbled.
Brianna grabbed a luggage tag and a pen from a kiosk and 

handed them to Seth. “Here. Fill this out, and put it on your 
bag.”

“While you two are doing that, I’m going to go ahead and 
get you checked in. I think I have to confirm a few things 
your father set up with the airlines to allow you two to travel 
without an adult.”
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She trundled up to the smiling woman behind the counter 
dressed in a blue shirt with an airplane pin clasped to her 
lapel. 

Seth slipped the elastic strap of his luggage tag around the 
handle of his bag. He glanced over at Brianna. “So what is 
this special religious artifact that Mom and Dad are hunting 
for?”

Brianna shrugged a shoulder. “Dad didn’t say. But it must 
be important. Dad doesn’t just change his plans and travel 
halfway around the world on a hunch.”

“Yeah, both Mom and Dad are pretty serious about their 
digs. They never go into the field without doing a lot research 
first.”

Grandmother waved them over to the counter. “Looks like 
they’re ready for us,” Seth said.

Brianna grabbed the handle of her suitcase, pulling it 
behind her. “Yeah, but are we ready for seventeen hours on 
a plane?”

“I’ve got my tablet, laptop, Nintendo, and Dad’s Bible. That 
should keep me busy. What about you?” 

Brianna let out a derisive chuckle. “I plan to sleep the 
entire flight.”

Brianna stood beside the luggage carousel as it spun 
through another slow cycle without any sight of her bag. After 
the long flight, she was jet-lagged and hungry. Her patience 
was worn thin. All she wanted to do was to get to the hotel 
and order room service. 

“I’m going to be so mad if they lost my bag. It’s a nonstop 
flight after all. Where else would my bag go? Did the handlers 
just toss it on another plane because they thought, ‘Oh well, 
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I can’t fit another one on this plane; let’s throw it onto this 
one’?”

Seth tapped Brianna on the arm. He pointed to a red 
suitcase that had just popped out of the baggage chute and 
dropped to the polished metal conveyor. 

Brianna breathed a sigh of relief. “Finally,” she uttered.
“You need to relax, Bree,” Seth said. “Obviously a seven-

teen-hour nap didn’t do you any good.”
Brianna pushed her brunette hair behind her ears and 

reached for her bag. “I guess I’m a little on edge after the hun-
dred questions that customs agent asked. ‘Where are your 
parents? Why are you in Israel? Where are you staying? Have 
you or your brother ever been associated with a terrorist 
group?’ I’m fourteen and you’re twelve. How could we possi-
bly be associated with a terrorist group? After she was done, 
I felt guilty—and I didn’t do anything wrong.”

“She was just doing her job,” suggested Seth. “Besides, ter-
rorist groups use kids, you know.”

“I know. You’re right. I’m just tired and grumpy.” She pulled 
out the handle on her bag. “Let’s just find Mom and Dad and 
get out of here.”

“By the way, where are Mom and Dad?”
Brianna looked around the baggage claim area. Most of 

the other passengers on their flight had collected their bags 
and drifted into the masses of other travelers. 

“I thought they were going to meet us here.” She noticed 
a sign hanging just above the glass doors that led to the taxi 
area. “Let’s go check out there. They may be holding a cab for 
us.”

They exited the building and scanned the faces in the 
crowd. After several minutes pacing along the walkway 
beside the taxi stations, Brianna had a heart-rending real-
ization. Thousands of miles away from home in a country 
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where they didn’t speak the language, and with only a crin-
kled twenty-dollar bill to their name, they were completely 
on their own. 
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the tornpage

 chapter two 

“Call them again,” Seth pleaded.
Brianna dialed the familiar number on her cell phone. 

She heard the familiar ring on the other end, the same ring 
she heard the last four times she called. She waited until her 
father’s recorded voice came over the line urging the caller to 
leave a voicemail. 

“Still no answer,” Brianna said, ending the call.
“Well, try Mom’s phone again,” Seth said. 
“It goes straight to voicemail, too, Seth.”
“She always answers. Unless she’s out of range on a dig or 

something. They wouldn’t be on a dig today. Not when we’re 
supposed to be arriving. Something must be wrong.” Seth 
sunk to the ground. “Where are they? They wouldn’t just 
leave us. I’m really worried.”

Brianna bent down beside her brother. “We’ll figure this 
out.” She looked away. “But, I think you’re right. Something’s 
off about all of this. It’s not like them to not show up. They are 
too dependable. Predictable even.”
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“Maybe they’re in the field after all. Or, maybe they’re 
stuck in traffic somewhere and just forgot their phones. 
Or, maybe the reception is bad here. Do you think that’s it? 
Maybe it’s just bad reception.” By the rise in Seth’s voice, it 
was clear that he was beginning to panic.

“It’s okay, Seth. I’m sure there’s a good explanation for 
this. Maybe they got their dates mixed up.”

“You just said they’re dependable. They wouldn’t make a 
mistake like this. They wouldn’t just leave us here to fend for 
ourselves.”

“You’re right. After all, Dad booked the tickets. He’d be 
sure about the dates.”

“What do we do now?” Seth asked. 
Brianna said nothing. She stared pensively toward the 

main highway that led away from the airport.
“Maybe we should get a cab to the hotel,” suggested Seth. 

“They could be there waiting for us.” 
“I only have twenty dollars. Even if I did find a cab that’ll 

take American money, it wouldn’t be enough to get us from 
Tel Aviv to Jerusalem.”

“So we just sit here baking in the sun?”
Brianna flung a hand into the air. “What do you want me 

to say, Seth? I don’t know what to do.” 
She started to dial her father’s phone number again when 

a shadow passed over them. Brianna looked up to see a portly 
man peering down on them. He seemed out of place dressed 
in a brown tweed jacket with velvet patches on the sleeves. A 
strange choice for such a hot day. He had a strip of white hair 
that stretched across the top of his balding head.

Brianna locked eyes with the stranger. A broad smile 
peeked from behind his snowy beard. “You seem troubled,” 
he said.
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“That’s because our parents didn’t pick us up, and now 
we’re stuck,” Seth said.

Brianna jabbed Seth in the arm with her elbow. “Be quiet,” 
she whispered harshly. She looked up at the man. “I’m sure 
they’re just running late. We’re fine.”

“Did I happen to hear you needed a ride into Jerusalem?” 
He gazed over his shoulder and pointed a thumb at a bat-
tered yellow car parked along the curb. “There’s my cab. I’d be 
happy to give you a lift into the city.”

Brianna shielded her eyes and studied the automobile. 
The Hadar Lod Taxi Service logo was painted in English and 
Hebrew lettering across the side of the car. She was surprised 
at the sight of the vehicle, as she was sure that there was no 
car parked there just moments ago.

“Thanks all the same, but we don’t have any money, sir,” 
she said.

“You seem to be a couple of children in need. Allow this 
trip to be my treat.” The gentleman bowed and extended an 
arm toward the cab. “Your chariot awaits.”

Warning bells went off in Brianna’s head. Getting into a 
car with a perfect stranger was a really bad idea. Yet, what 
other choice did she have? Despite her misgivings, there was 
something oddly comforting about this man. It felt to her as 
though she had met him before. But how was that possible? 
She had never been to Israel in her life. She finally convinced 
herself that she had to trust him. She knew her parents 
weren’t coming. They needed to get to the hotel as soon as 
possible to see if they were there. If nothing else, maybe she’d 
find some clues as to where they might be.

Brianna rose to her feet and grabbed her suitcase. “Thank 
you, sir. Maybe our parents are at the hotel. If they are, I’m 
sure they’ll pay you.”

“That would be the Jerusalem Hotel, correct?”
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Brianna jerked her head toward the man. “How did you 
know that?”

“Call it a hunch. A lot of Americans stay at that hotel,” he 
replied. 

“How did you know we’re Americans?” she asked.
“I heard you telling your brother you only had twenty dol-

lars. And your accents kind of gave you away. You had to be 
American.” He tugged on his ear. “I might be old, but I have 
exceptional hearing.”

While Brianna struggled to figure out how he had over-
heard their conversation when he appeared out of nowhere, 
the old man lifted the trunk of the car and tossed in their 
luggage. She dismissed her bewilderment, pulled open the 
passenger door, and dropped into the back seat. There were 
far too many more important things to resolve than to worry 
about how a stranger managed to eavesdrop on her and Seth. 
Like finding out where Mom and Dad were.

The man talked for most of the forty-minute drive from 
the airport to the Jerusalem Hotel. He motioned to the sights 
along the way and provided a brief history lesson on each of 
them. Seth seemed intrigued by it all. This was no surprise to 
Brianna. He constantly rattled on to her how he wanted to be 
an archeologist like their parents. 

Brianna barely registered a word that had passed between 
the cab driver and Seth. Instead, she stared vacantly out the 
window, her mind struggling to make sense of their parents’ 
disappearance. Halfway into the ride, she closed her eyes and 
quietly prayed that they would arrive at the hotel and find 
them there—just some crazy mix-up with their schedule. Or, 
maybe the cab they had used to get to the airport had a flat 
tire along the way and their cell phones were in some dead 
spot where they couldn’t call them. Any reason would do—so 
long as they’d find them safe and sound when they arrived.
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Yet, instead of a warm welcome, they were met by a surly 
front desk clerk with a nasty disposition. 

“Young lady, as I said before, I cannot give you the guest’s 
room number. You must use the bank of telephones to your 
right to call the hotel guest.” The clerk swatted the air with 
her hand in the general direction of the phones.

“And, as I said before, how can I call a room when I don’t 
know the room number? Can you get how stupid you sound?” 
protested Brianna.

The lady’s face brightened a shade redder. “Well, I never,” 
she said smugly. “I must ask that you leave the premises at 
once.”

Brianna dropped her backpack to the floor, reached in 
and withdrew two passport books. She slapped them on the 
counter. 

“Here’s our identification,” she snapped. “You’ll see that 
both of us have the same last name as your guests. That’s 
because we’re their kids. And, as I tried to explain to you 
from the beginning, our parents did not meet us at the air-
port. We can’t reach them on their cell phones. We don’t know 
where they are or what happened to them. We need to get 
in that room to see if they might have left anything behind 
that would tell us where they are.” She leaned in closer to the 
woman. “Our parents are very important archeologists. If 
they knew that you gave us any trouble, I’m sure they would 
not hesitate to call your boss and complain. Or would you 
rather we go to the US embassy and tell the consulate that 
this hotel kicked two unaccompanied American minors to 
the curb in a city prone to terrorist attacks? No wait! I have 
a much better idea.” Brianna pulled her cell phone from her 
pocket, turned her back to the clerk, and held it above her 
head. “How about I just take a selfie and post it all over social 
media? Smile! I’m sure this will go viral.”
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“Enough!” the woman said. Silently, the clerk dropped her 
gaze to the computer. She clicked on the keyboard then ran a 
key card through a card reader. “Room 313,” she said, hand-
ing it to Brianna. “Now, if you will excuse me.” She waved 
Brianna away.

Brianna swept their passports from the counter and spun 
on her heels. “Glad we were able to come to an agreement. 
Have a nice day,” she grumbled.

Brianna stomped toward the bank of elevators and jabbed 
the button with the Up arrow. 

“That had to be the rudest woman in the world,” Brianna 
fumed.

“You were a little rude yourself, Bree,” Seth said.
Brianna snorted. “Oh, so you’re taking up for that wind 

bag?”
“No, Bree. It’s just that you didn’t act very Christian back 

there. She was just doing her job. You know, kind of like the 
customs agent at the airport.”

Brianna shrunk her shoulders. “You’re right. I don’t know 
why I’m acting this way. I guess I’m just really stressed out 
about Mom and Dad. I should apologize.”

“You’re still worried about telling Mom and Dad about get-
ting saved, aren’t you?”

“Maybe a little. I just hope they don’t make us stop going 
to church.” Brianna tilted her head in the direction of the 
check-in counter. “As you can see, I need all the help I can 
get.”

“It’ll be all right, Sis.”
“That is if we figure out what happened to Mom and Dad.” 
The elevator doors slid open. Out stepped a man dressed in 

a black suit and a pair of aviator sunglasses. He was carrying 
a black briefcase. He stared Brianna down before he turned 
and headed toward the hotel lobby. 
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“Must be pretty bright in the rooms,” Seth said. “Had to 
wear his sunglasses inside.”

Brianna smiled. The joke helped lighten her mood a lit-
tle. But just a little. She still felt a pit in her stomach that 
something was wrong. She also felt bad for how she treated 
the front desk clerk. She pressed the button to the third floor 
then leaned back against the handrail. She and Seth rode the 
elevator in silence. Their gaze stayed fixed on the digital floor 
indicator light just above the elevator doors. 

When the LED lights flashed “3”, the doors slowly opened. 
They stepped out into the hallway and saw the arrow on 
the wall placard pointing left toward rooms 301–325. She 
clutched the key card to room 313 in her hand.

As they approached the room, Brianna noticed the door 
partially ajar. A sense of dread washed over her. She held an 
arm out to hold Seth back. Slowly and on high alert, they 
drew nearer to the doorway. Brianna peeked through the 
crack between the door and the jamb. Drawers were pulled 
from the dresser, the contents strewn across the floor. A sit-
ting chair lay upside down in the corner. The mattress stood 
askew against the wall. 

Brianna gasped at the sight. She turned back to Seth. “The 
room’s a mess. It looks like it’s been ransacked.”

Seth pushed past her and threw open the room door. His 
eyes grew large at the sight. “What . . . happened?” he said. 

“Good question,” she replied. 
With caution, they entered the room. Brianna panned 

the full extent of the destruction. The bed’s box springs had 
been shredded. An end table lay upside down next to what 
remained of the bed frame. The pillows were ripped open and 
their foam guts spilled on the floor. 

She spun around. “Do you see their laptops?”
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Seth lifted the bedspread that lay crumpled next to the 
window. “No. Do you think they were robbed?”

She shook her head. “Looks more like someone was look-
ing for something.”

“But what, Brianna? Our parents aren’t spies. They’re 
archeologists. What could anyone possibly want from them? 
Some dusty old book or broken pottery?”

Brianna spotted a tattered notebook peeking out from 
beneath the mattress. “What’s that?” she asked.

Seth reached down and picked up the book. “It looks like 
Dad’s journal.”

“Let me see that,” she said. Seth walked over and handed 
her the book. She thumbed through the pages. Near the end 
she found several sheets of paper had been torn out.

“Did you find anything?” Seth asked.
“I don’t know,” she replied. “The last few pages are gone. 

But there’s something written in the margin.”
Seth peered down at the journal. “‘Dir 972–2–6.’ What 

does that mean?”
“I’m not sure. I think there was more to these numbers, 

but the pages have been ripped out.”
“I’ve got a bad feeling about this. Maybe we should call the 

cops,” proposed Seth.
Brianna slammed the journal shut. “And tell them what 

exactly? That woman at the front desk would probably blame 
this on us.” She waved an arm around the room. “Then they’d 
find out we’re in a foreign country without adult supervision. 
They’d probably have us shipped back home. We’d never know 
what happened to Mom and Dad.”

“But they probably have people that could do a better job 
finding Mom and Dad,” Seth said. “What can we do?”
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“Assuming they’d look. They’d probably just write this up 
as a robbery and wait a couple of days for Mom and Dad to 
show up.” 

“But wouldn’t they look when we tell them they didn’t pick 
us up from the airport?”

“They’d just assume our parents are forgetful. There’s no 
crime in that.” Brianna rubbed her forehead. “No, we’re on 
our own for now.” She noticed concern etched on her broth-
er’s face. “I tell you what. Let’s give it twenty-four hours. If we 
can’t track them down ourselves, we’ll go to the police.”

Seth nodded his agreement. “So what do we do now?” he 
asked.

She tapped on the journal. “We start with this partial 
message.” She gestured to his backpack. “Get out your laptop. 
Let’s start with these numbers. Google them and see if any-
thing comes up.”
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the museumdirector

 chapter three 

After several minutes, Seth slammed the cover on his lap-
top shut. “It’s no use,” he said. “There’s just too much of the 
message missing for us to figure it out. Besides, these num-
bers could be anything. A catalog number to a book in some 
old library for all we know.”

Brianna glanced down at the overturned end table. The 
red cover of a book caught her attention. She pulled it out 
from under the table. “It’s a phone book,” she said.

“Calling for a pizza, Sis?” Seth joked.
“Look at this,” she said, pointing to a number on the book’s 

cover.
“So 972 is the telephone country code for Israel.” 
“Maybe it’s part of a phone number,” Brianna said. “But to 

what?”
“There aren’t enough numbers to tell.”
Brianna grabbed Seth’s computer. “Then what does ‘Dir’ 

stand for?” She lifted the screen and entered the letters into 
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the web browser. “It could be an abbreviation, possibly for 
directory or director. 

“Or, as I said just a second ago, it could be a card catalog 
number. ‘Dir’ could stand for an abbreviation of an author.”

“The Dewey Decimal System uses decimals, not dashes,” 
Brianna said.

“Okay, so let’s assume it stands for director. Director of 
what?” Seth remarked.

“Well, what director would Dad likely call?” Brianna asked. 
“The only thing I can think of is maybe a museum or univer-
sity director. Dad usually works with the directors of muse-
ums or colleges when he needs backing for an excavation. My 
guess is, given we’re in Jerusalem, it has to do with one of the 
museums.”

“How many museums are there in Jerusalem?”
Brianna did a quick Internet search. “Thirty-two,” she 

replied. 
“Care to guess which one?”
Brianna edged next to Seth and pointed to the screen. 

“Well, we can rule out art, science, and natural history muse-
ums. We can scratch the specialty museums off the list, too, 
like the ones about prisoners or printing. We can even lose 
these smaller museums. If Dad was working on locating an 
important religious artifact, it makes sense that it would be 
for one of the bigger museums. They have greater access to 
experts and money to back a big dig. That leaves maybe five 
from this list.”

“Where do we start?”
“Let’s start with the ones closest to us and fan out.” Bri-

anna grabbed her cell phone. “Hopefully my map app works 
in Israel.” She plugged in the addresses until she defined 
location and distance. “There are three within a mile of here. 
We’ll need a car for the other two.”
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“Too bad that nice cab driver isn’t around.”
“That would be great, but I wouldn’t hold my breath. Let’s 

just focus on the ones that are close by.”
“Okay. What’s the first museum?”
“Wolfgang Archeology Museum,” she replied.
Seth snatched his computer from Brianna’s lap and shut it 

down. “What are we waiting for? Let’s go find Mom and Dad.”

Brianna and Seth emerged from the second museum on 
their list. The bright Israeli sun blinded them, a stark con-
trast to the gloomy mood they felt about where this investi-
gation was headed.

“Well that was a bust,” Brianna grumbled.
“Along with the Wolfgang Archeology Museum, we can 

scratch the Rothenberg Museum, too,” said Seth. “What’s 
next?”

Brianna peered down at her phone. “The Jerusalem 
Museum. I think it’s just up the street a bit.” She looked down 
again at the map on her phone and saw that the little blue 
bubble that marked their movement showed they had veered 
off the path. 

“Wait a minute.” She stopped in her tracks and swiveled 
her head. “I think we’re . . .”

Her eyes fell on a man who resembled the guy from the 
hotel elevator with the black suit and sunglasses. He quickly 
ducked into a nearby souvenir shop. 

“What is it?” Seth asked, concerned.
Without a word, Brianna dashed toward the shop and 

gazed inside. The store was empty except for a shopper who 
flipped through a rack of T-shirts and a cashier that casually 
leaned across the counter, eyes glazed from boredom.
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“What’s wrong, Bree?” Seth asked.
“I thought I saw someone,” Brianna replied. “It must have 

been my imagination. I guess it’s just nerves.”
“It’s been a rough day. Let’s just find this museum. Hope-

fully we’ll have better luck there.”
“If we don’t, we’re going to have to figure out how to get 

across town.” Brianna stared up at the sky. “And we don’t 
have a lot of daylight left. Anyway, it’s this way,” she said, 
pointing.

“Yeah, Sabbath starts at sunset, which means we’re prob-
ably not even going to do anything for at least another day.”

“Oh that’s right,” Brianna said. “We’re in Israel. A lot of the 
Jewish businesses close for the Sabbath. Better hurry up.” 
She began to stroll at a faster pace.

“Don’t go too fast, Brianna. Remember I’m short,” Seth 
said.

“At least you finally admitted it.” Brianna immediately 
pulled up. She extended a finger to a slate building clad in 
mirrored glass. “There’s the museum.”

Brianna and Seth crossed the street and entered the 
museum through the gray-tinted glass doors. The glossy tile 
floor glistened from the sun that shone through the wall of 
windows at the far end of the lobby. 

They glided up to the reception counter. The young lady 
behind the desk brushed away her wavy black hair and looked 
up at them with smiling dark eyes. “Welcome to the Jerusa-
lem Museum. Two tickets?”

Brianna brought out her cell phone and pulled up a pho-
tograph of her parents. “Actually, we’re checking to see if the 
museum director knows these people.”

The ticket agent studied the image. “Which direc-
tor? There’s the deputy director, the director of business 
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development, the director of donor relations, and the direc-
tor of antiquities.”

Brianna chuckled to herself. Can this day get any worse?
“I’m not really certain. You see, these are my parents. 

They’re archeologists who are investigating a lead on a reli-
gious relic.”

“Oh then, that’s probably Dr. Kobi Cohen. He’s the direc-
tor of antiquities,” she said. She reached for the phone and 
brought it to her ear. She spoke something in Hebrew and 
returned the phone to its cradle. “If you want to take a seat, 
Dr. Cohen will be with you momentarily.” She motioned to a 
black leather bench under a large abstract painting that hung 
from a center wall in the lobby. 

The Elliott kids plodded over to the couch and plunked 
down onto the soft leather cushions. “Did you know it’s like 
seven o’clock in the morning back home?” Brianna said. 
“We’ve essentially been up all night.”

“That explains why I feel so tired.”
Brianna had just reclined against the wall when she spot-

ted a tall, slender man dressed in casual skinny slacks and a 
cotton shirt headed in their direction. His dark-frame Way-
farer eyeglasses, jet black hair, and equally black trimmed 
beard gave him a youthful appearance. She thought that this 
must be Dr. Cohen’s assistant—until he walked right up to 
them with an outstretched hand.

“Hi, I’m Dr. Cohen,” he said.
Brianna stood and shook his hand. “Oh, hi. My name is 

Brianna and this is my brother, Seth. I really appreciate you 
taking time to meet with us.”

“No problem,” he said. “How may I help you?”
Brianna held out her phone to the director. “These are my 

parents,” Brianna said. “They’re missing. We think they might 
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be doing some work with one of the museums in Jerusalem. 
Do you recognize them?”

Dr. Cohen craned his neck for a better look at the image 
on Brianna’s phone. His face immediately grew dark. He stiff-
ened his posture. “I’m going to have to ask you to leave,” he 
said matter-of-factly.

Brianna furrowed her brow. “I don’t understand. Do you 
know them?”

Dr. Cohen remained motionless. His eyes burned into 
Brianna.

 Brianna felt her temperature begin to rise. “Listen, Dr. 
Cohen. We’re tired and our parents are missing. If you know 
something about my parents, please just tell us,” Brianna 
said. Her voice rose. “We don’t have time to play games.” 

“You need to leave. Now.” The antiquities director pointed 
toward the exit. “If I have to ask again, I will call security.”

Dr. Cohen twirled his neck toward the ticket agent and 
held up his hand. The woman snatched up the phone and 
began to punch buttons. The director turned back to Brianna. 
“I don’t know what happened to your parents, and frankly 
it’s not my concern. I don’t do business with thieves, anyway. 
Now, unless you want to suffer a similar fate, I suggest you 
leave right now. Consider this as your final warning.”

Brianna noticed two uniformed men emerge from behind 
the ticket counter. They moved toward them at a quick clip. 
She grabbed Seth’s hand and pulled him across the lobby. She 
called out over her shoulder. “This will not be the last time 
you hear from us, mister. The next time, I’m going to have my 
own uniformed entourage with me—known as the police.”

She burst through the door and spilled out onto the front 
pavilion. Brianna spun back and noticed Dr. Cohen in conver-
sation with the security guards, their eyes fixed on her.
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“How dare that man. Just who does he think he is?” Bri-
anna seethed. She paced back and forth along the sidewalk, 
her face flush with anger.

“Did he just call Mom and Dad thieves?” Seth asked. “Mom 
and Dad wouldn’t take a penny from a millionaire.”

“And what’s all this talk about suffering a similar fate as 
our parents? Did he just threaten us? I don’t know what’s 
going on, but I do know he knows something. And he’s not 
talking.”

“I think we need to go to the police now.”
“You’re right.” Brianna motioned with a nod toward the 

street. “Come on. Let’s get back to the hotel and get our stuff. 
There’s no telling what they’re going to do with us once we go 
to the authorities.”

Brianna paused at the corner of the road. She looked up at 
the road sign. “I’m still a little turned around. Let me plug the 
hotel address into my phone and get the walking directions.”

As she entered the coordinates, Seth tugged on her sleeve. 
“What is it?” Brianna asked.
“Look,” he said. He pointed to the mirrored glass on the 

outside of the museum building. She immediately recognized 
the reflection of the man with sunglasses behind a parked car 
across the street.

The same man she saw earlier.
He stood motionless and stared right at them.
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the hiddenroom

 chapter four 

“Um, Bree,” Seth said.
“I see him,” Brianna responded.
“We’re being watched.”
Brianna spun around. She panned the mass of people who 

flooded the sidewalk. “Now I don’t see him. Where did he go?”
“I don’t know. It’s like he just disappeared.”
“Or he blended in with the crowd.” Brianna drew in a long 

pull of air. “Let’s get out of here. But keep your eyes open. 
He might be following us.” Brianna and Seth quickly merged 
with the other pedestrians. “The sooner we get to the police, 
the better.”

“You got that right,” Seth said. “But I’m still worried about 
Mom and Dad.”

“Yeah, me too.”
“What if that guy did something to them?”
Brianna shook her head. “I don’t know what Mom and Dad 

have gotten into, but there’s definitely something fishy going 
on.”
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“Do you think that guy is following us?” 
He started to turn but Brianna caught him by the arm. 

“Don’t look around. Just act natural. I’ve got an idea how we 
can check without drawing suspicion.” Brianna held up her 
phone above her head. “Smile, Seth.” 

“Really? You want to take a selfie now?”
“I’m just pretending to take one. I’m using the phone cam-

era to see behind us.” Brianna surveyed the faces that her 
camera captured. What she saw drove her fear-meter into 
overdrive.

“See anything?”
“There are three of them now,” she replied.
“Three? Where?” 
“Just act cool, Seth. Two behind us and one directly across 

the street. They have wires in their ears. They look like some-
thing straight out of the FBI.”

“Do you think they’re FBI?”
Brianna turned to her brother. “What would the FBI be 

doing in Israel? No, but I think they’re spies. Maybe Israeli 
government. I don’t know, and I don’t want to stick around 
to find out.”

“But if they’re from the government, maybe they can help.”
“If they want to help then why are they acting all secretive?”
Brianna noticed an alley to her right between a restaurant 

and a clothing shop. She grabbed Seth’s hand, pulled him into 
the narrow passage, and picked up speed. The men turned 
into the alleyway after them. 

Frantic, she searched for someplace to hide. Just then, she 
spotted a man in an apron with a trash bag in his hand walk 
out of the side door to the restaurant. With his back turned to 
them, Brianna rushed to catch the door before it closed. She 
slipped inside and held it partially open for Seth to follow. 
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They found themselves inside a kitchen busy with activ-
ity. Several men dressed in aprons bustled between stain-
less steel food preparation stations. Brianna’s gaze fell on a 
rolling cart loaded with trays of bread twenty shelves high. 
She pulled Seth and they rushed behind it. She dropped to 
her knees and peeked around the cart to make sure no one 
noticed them.

“Let’s wait here for a few minutes. Maybe we can shake 
them off,” Brianna said.

She slowly poked her head around the cart again. In that 
moment, she heard an angry shout in a foreign language. She 
followed the sound until she spotted a burly man in a white 
chef’s uniform. Waving a spatula in the air, he glared directly 
at Brianna.

“Time to go,” Brianna said. 
She and Seth jumped to their feet and darted back out the 

side door. The door swung open and knocked down the bus-
boy that had carried out the trash. The door snapped closed, 
silencing the cook’s heated outburst. 

Brianna twisted her head in both directions. “I think we 
got them off our tail. Let’s head back to the street.”

They drifted toward the sidewalk and blended in with the 
passersby. The crowd had diminished as Sabbath approached. 
Brianna gazed into the skyline. She could make out the top 
floors of the Jerusalem Hotel. 

“The hotel is just a few blocks away. We’re close now,” she 
said.

Or so she thought. That was before the man with the sun-
glasses stepped out of the shadows and blocked their path.

Brianna glanced to her right and spotted a door just inside 
a vacant alleyway. She had no idea where it led, and hoped it 
was unlocked. Without a second thought, she raced toward it, 
spun the knob and gave it a yank. The door swung out, nearly 
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pulling her with it. She pushed Seth through the doorway, 
rushed inside, and slammed the door behind her. They stood 
inside an abandoned storefront. Rays of sunlight filtered 
through tears in the butcher’s paper taped to the windows. 
Cans of paint and plastic sheets littered the bare concrete 
floor. In the back of the store stood a painter’s scaffold partly 
concealed in darkness. 

They ran toward the scaffold and slid behind it just before 
the door flew open. Sunlight flooded the vacant space. The 
men barked instructions, their footfalls slapped against 
concrete.

“We’re trapped,” Seth whispered.
Brianna pressed her knees to her chin. “Dear God, help 

us,” she quietly prayed.
Seth jabbed Brianna in the leg. “Look,” he said.
He pointed to a set of stairs just a few feet away. The 

steps descended below ground level. Brianna poked her head 
around the corner of the scaffold. The men were closing in 
but they had their backs turned to Brianna and Seth. The two 
of them scrambled on their knees toward the stairs. 

They slinked down the steps deeper into darkness. At the 
bottom, Brianna groped for the wall. Her fingers grazed the 
jamb of a door. She felt in front of her. Nothing but air. The 
door stood opened. 

“Seth, are you right behind me?” she said softly.
Seth laid a hand on Brianna’s back. “I’m here,” he replied. 
“There’s a door here. Help me close it.”
With arms outstretched, they scooted through the pas-

sageway and maneuvered into position behind the edge of 
the door. Quietly, they pushed the door closed until they 
heard the latch click into place. Brianna’s fingers traveled up 
the side of the door until she found the deadbolt. She spun 
the turn key until the tumbler slid into the locked position. 
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Leaning her back against the door frame, she took in a deep 
breath of relief.

Sightless in pitch black, Brianna attuned her ears to the 
sounds above the stairwell.

“Now what do we do? Just wait here in the dark for them 
to leave?” Seth said.

“It’s just a matter of time before they find the stairs. That 
lock won’t hold them for very long. We need to find another 
way out of here.”

Switching her cell phone to flashlight mode, Brianna illu-
minated the space around them. They stood inside a cramped 
tunnel system. A cavernous vein of limestone rock carved by 
ancient tools stretched out before them like a dragon’s throat.

“I don’t think I like it down here,” Seth said in a strained 
whisper.

“Well, we can’t go back, and we have to get out of here 
somehow before those goons find us.” Brianna exhaled, purg-
ing her mind and body of anxiety. “Let’s go. Maybe there’s an 
exit up ahead that will lead back up to the street.”

“Why are they following us anyway?” Seth asked.
“That’s what I’d like to know. I have a sneaking suspicion 

this has something to do with Mom and Dad. Maybe they’re 
looking for Mom and Dad like we are and think if they follow 
us or catch us, they can draw them out of hiding.”

“I sure hope they’re just hiding,” Seth said. “Say, you don’t 
think they have anything to do with Mom and Dad’s hotel 
room getting trashed, do you?”

The thought hadn’t occurred to Brianna before then. But, 
it made sense. Sunglasses man was at the hotel at the same 
time she and Seth had arrived. If they thought their parents 
stole something of value like Dr. Cohen accused them of 
doing, who’s to say they wouldn’t go looking for it—whoever 
“they” were?
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“I don’t know what’s going on,” Brianna replied. “Let’s just 
keep moving.”

She and Seth squeezed their way along the narrow pas-
sageway. The light on Brianna’s phone began to dim. “Uh oh,” 
she said. “My battery’s dying.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me. We’re going to be trapped 
down here. A thousand years from now, they’re going to find 
our bones.”

“Don’t be so melodramatic, Seth,” Brianna chided. “Maybe 
we have enough light to at least find an exit.”

All at once, the tunnel went totally dark. “Well, that’s it. 
The battery’s dead.”

“And so are we, Bree, if we don’t find a way out of here 
soon.”

Brianna let her eyes adjust to the darkness, then trained 
them on the passage that lay ahead of them. Several feet away 
near the ground, Brianna was certain she saw a faint flicker.

“Grab the back of my shirt, Seth. I don’t want us to get 
separated.”

Brianna felt Seth’s fingers curl around the fabric at her 
waist. She spread her arms out and grazed the tunnel walls. 
Gingerly, she slid her feet along the dusty floor. Her attention 
stayed fixed on the hazy glow. The closer she got, the more 
the dim light elongated to reveal the bottom of a doorway.

“There’s something up ahead, Seth. Are you still with me?”
“I’m not going anywhere. What do you see?”
“I see light. I think it’s coming from underneath a door. 

There’s got to be a room up ahead.”
“I wish it was the door to our hotel room,” Seth mumbled.
Brianna let the comment pass. Her mind was too busy 

trying to decipher why there would be a lit room in an aban-
doned tunnel system. 

“I think I see it, now,” Seth said.
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Inching closer to the door, Brianna extended her arm 
toward it. Her fingers touched rough wood. Carefully, so as 
to avoid splinters, Brianna ran her fingertips along the door’s 
surface in search of a handle or doorknob. Her hand bumped 
against something cold and round. She moved her hand and 
grasped a metallic handle. She gave it a swift yank, and the 
door opened with a screech.

On the other side of the door was a small niche hewn from 
rock. In it they found a ramshackle desk. A tattered and dusty 
high-back chair stood on the opposite side of the desk. On 
top of the desk sat a single candle and a heavy book. The light 
from the candle threw undulating shapes against the back 
wall of the secret room. 

“What is this place?” Seth said. “Dracula’s home office?”
Brianna glided toward the desk and leaned over the book. 

She let her eyes pass over the words scrawled in fresh ink. 
What she read caused chills to snake down her spine. “This is 
about us,” Brianna said, her voice strained.

“What?” Seth asked. He quickly joined Brianna and stared 
down at the gilt journal which read: A stairwell formed behind 
Brianna and Seth that allowed them to escape into the forgotten 
tunnels. 

Seth looked up at Brianna. “Formed? Forgotten tunnels? 
What does this mean?”

“It means God has a special purpose for you,” a voice spoke.
Brianna and Seth jerked their heads toward the doorway. 

There, in the faint light, stood a plump, bearded man dressed 
in a tweed jacket.

Two questions immediately sprang to Brianna’s mind: (1) 
how does their cab driver seem to appear out of thin air, and 
(2) why couldn’t she shake the feeling that she knew him?
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memoriesrestored

 chapter five 

Like a human shield, Brianna leapt in front of Seth. “What 
do you want? Why are you following us?”

The old man gestured to the dilapidated desk. “I could ask 
the same of you. That is my desk, you know.”

Brianna pointed to the book spread open on the desktop. 
“So you wrote this? How could you possibly know . . .” her 
voice began to falter. Fear fell over her like a cold rain. Either 
he was a delusional psychopathic stalker or he was some sort 
of fortune teller. Since she had doubts about psychic powers 
this must only mean one thing. This cab-driving imperson-
ator had led them into a trap.

“Don’t be alarmed, my child. I’m neither your stalker nor 
a mystic.” he said. 

Brianna felt her knees buckle. How could he possibly know 
what she was thinking?

“Careful, my dear. We don’t want you to fall,” he said. “You 
can badly scar your knees in a place like this. Besides . . .” he 
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gripped the small of his back, “I doubt this old back could 
carry you out of here.” 

He glided toward the desk and grasped the lit candle by the 
candlestick holder. “Come. I want to show you something.”

“Wait a minute!” Brianna barked. “I need to know what’s 
going on. You say you’re no mystic, but you must be able to 
read minds. I’m guessing you’re no cab driver either. Just 
who—or what—are you?”

Seth peered around Brianna, who still guarded him. “I bet 
he’s with those guys who’ve been chasing us,” he said.

The man chuckled lightly under his breath. “I can assure 
you that I am not one of those men. But, you must forgive 
me. I lost my manners. I have not properly introduced myself. 
My name is Horatio Clarke. And, you are correct. I am no cab 
driver. As to what I am, that requires a bit of explanation. 
Unfortunately, we have little time for lengthy introductions 
at this moment. Now, if you will follow me, I believe I can 
help you find your parents.” 

He spun around and strolled toward the doorway; the can-
dlelight accentuated the edges of his pudgy face. 

“You know where our parents are?” Seth asked, pushing 
past his sister.

“The better question is not where they are but when they 
are.”

“I don’t understand. What do you mean ‘when they are’?” 
Seth turned to Brianna for interpretation but she was as con-
fused as he was.

“All will be explained in due time,” Mr. Clarke replied. 
He stepped out of the cavernous alcove and turned down 
the tunnel. The room suddenly grew dark. Brianna and Seth 
quickly caught up to the mysterious man. 
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They moved silently down the rocky passageway. He was 
leading them back to the metal door through which they fled 
into the ancient tunnel system. 

“We’re going back? Is it safe?” Brianna asked.
The old man said nothing. She watched in horror as Mr. 

Clarke unlocked the deadbolt and spun the doorknob.
“Didn’t you hear me?” Brianna said. “Those men who were 

chasing us may still be out there.”
“I wouldn’t worry about them,” Mr. Clarke said. “They 

won’t be where we’re going.” He pulled opened the door and 
a radiant, almost heavenly, light spilled into the gloomy tun-
nel. Brianna shielded her face, her eyes struggling to adjust 
to the brightness.

Soon, an enormous room took shape. A single aisle the 
width of a freeway and paved with tiles that sparkled like 
glass ran down the center of an expansive chamber. On either 
side, millions of books stacked atop endless rows of shelves 
reached like towers toward a glistening crystal ceiling. 

Brianna’s breath caught in her throat at the wonder of this 
place.

“Where are we?” Seth said breathlessly.
“Home,” Mr. Clarke said, blowing out the candle. “Well, 

my home, anyway.”
“You live in a library?” Seth asked. “A gigantic library?”
“I suppose I do,” the man replied.
Brianna twisted her neck back toward the tunnel from 

which they had just emerged. It had transformed into an 
ornate foyer. A massive oak door stood open in the place of 
the metal door, disproportionate in height and breadth to 
its former shape. Beside the door stood a baroque-style desk 
topped with two leather-bound books. 

“How did we—? I mean what happened? Where did—?” 
Brianna squeezed her eyes closed and pressed her fingers 
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against her temples. “That’s it. I’ve finally slipped into la-la 
land. I must be dreaming.” 

“But, my dear. You’ve been here before.” 
Brianna’s eyelids fluttered open. She stared at her eccentric 

host. “Excuse me,” she said. “I think I would remember . . . .”
“But you can’t remember,” he said, interrupting her. “Your 

memory was completely erased, but perhaps this will jog your 
memory.” Mr. Clarke glided toward the desk and grabbed the 
two books. He strolled back to the Elliott siblings and held 
out the books to them. “Seth, read the title, please.”

Inscribed on the cover were strange symbols. Seth recog-
nized their familiar shapes. “These look like Hebrew letters,” 
he said.

Mr. Clarke nodded. “You are correct. Can you tell me what 
it reads?”

Seth shook his head. “Not really. I just remember Mr. 
Keenan studying them. He’s the museum curator in our 
town. He was going to teach me to read Hebrew, but we hav-
en’t had the time.”

“Look closer,” Mr. Clarke said.
Seth stared down at the symbols. Suddenly, the letters 

began to morph into English words. “Seth Elliott!” he yelled. 
“It reads, ‘Seth Elliott.’ My name!”

“Why do you have a book with his name written in Hebrew 
on it?” Brianna asked.

“Well, my dear, it is Seth’s personal chronicle of all that 
the Master has done through him and for him since he gave 
himself to Jesus. The other book is yours. Do you remember?”

Brianna immediately recognized the book. “Wait a min-
ute. Wasn’t that the book we just found back in the cave? But 
how did it get here? I didn’t see you carry it in.”

“It’s a very special book. Look at its cover.”
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“It’s in Hebrew, too, I think. It wasn’t in Hebrew back 
there.”

“It was, but you just didn’t recognize it at the time. Neither 
of you did. Now, look again, if you will.”

She bent her head toward the book. The letters on the 
cover transformed to reveal her name. In the seconds that 
followed, a kaleidoscope of images flooded Brianna’s brain: A 
rainbow-colored shrub that spoke. A dusty road to a walled 
city that crowned the hills of a bleak desert wilderness. Steps 
flanked by lion statues that led to an ivory throne. Crashing 
towers of water. Arrows ricocheting off rocks at her ankles. 
The menacing grin of a bearded man who held the edge of a 
knife to her throat. 

Brianna gasped for air. Mouth agape, her gaze lit upon the 
old man with a sudden wave of recognition. 

“You’re the Time Chronicler!” she announced.
The old man smiled broadly. “Aw, you remember,” he said. 

“I’m flattered.”
Seth rushed him, wrapping his arms around his rotund 

waist. “It’s you! It’s really you!” He looked up into the man’s 
face, his eyes glistened with tears. “But, I thought we were 
never to see you again.”

“Yes, I remember now that you told us we were to forget 
everything because we had seen the face of God. But now, I 
can remember everything!” Brianna said.

Mr. Clarke pulled away from Seth’s grip. He gently placed 
the books back on the desk. His smile waxed cold; a dark 
expression fell over his face. “I’m afraid we must make our 
glad reunion brief. There is much work for you to do.” 

“This is about our parents, isn’t it?” Brianna asked.
“You are a clever child,” Mr. Clarke replied. “Yes. Your par-

ents are in grave danger. It’s important that you remember 
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everything from your past journey through time if you are to 
have any hope of rescuing them.”

Brianna moved closer to Mr. Clarke. “What’s going on?”
“Your mother and father came too close to unveiling a 

secret. In doing so, they slipped into a time portal that flung 
them back in time.”

“I wonder if this has anything to do with that religious 
artifact that Mom and Dad were searching for,” Seth whis-
pered to Brianna.

“What secret?” Brianna asked Mr. Clarke.
“I’m afraid I’m not inclined to disclose that information,” 

Mr. Clarke replied. “What I can tell you is that what they were 
looking for was not far from that room where I found you.”

“I still don’t understand how some old religious relic could 
cause them to go back in time.”

“Not directly. However, there is a reason its location has 
remained hidden all these many years. Their search could 
have a terrible impact on the world.”

“How?” Brianna said.
Mr. Clarke rubbed his bushy brows. “Those men who were 

following you are part of a crime syndicate. I can’t tell you 
more than that. But, they are very dangerous people, Bri-
anna. And, what they want to do with the knowledge your 
parents have gained could cause irreparable harm.”

“But why can’t you tell us what they were looking for?” 
Brianna asked. 

“I’m forbidden, but your parents are not. Sadly, they’re not 
in a position to tell you.”

“Are they hurt?” Seth asked.
“I cannot say,” Mr. Clarke replied.
“Where are they?” said Brianna.
“I cannot say that either. All I know is that they are some-

where in Jerusalem.”
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“Then what are we waiting for?” Seth said. “Let’s go find 
them.”

“They are somewhere in Jerusalem . . . in the first century.”
“What can we do?” Brianna asked.
“You must return to that time period and use the knowl-

edge you attained in your last journey—and your newfound 
faith—to guide them to safety.”

“How?”
“You must figure that out for yourself. But, hear me chil-

dren. Time is not on your side. You must act before it’s too late. 
Your parents—and dare I say, the world—depend on you.”
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the upperroom

 chapter six 

“Remind me again why we’re dressed like we’re in a Christ-
mas play?” Brianna asked. She stood in front of a three-sided 
full length mirror, like the ones she'd seen in fancy depart-
ment stores. The gray tunic she wore draped her thin shoul-
ders and flowed down to her sandaled feet. Her dark brunette 
hair hung in a loose braid over her shoulder. 

“This is the typical dress of many females your age during 
the time of Jesus,” replied Mr. Clarke. “You want to fit in, 
right? I don’t think many people wore a red designer T-shirt 
and a blue jean skirt with sneakers back then.”

“Well they should have,” retorted Brianna.
“At least you’re used to wearing dresses,” complained Seth. 

“I feel like a girl in this outfit.” He was dressed in a red tunic 
cinched at the waist with an embroidered cord. He looked 
down at his sandals and wiggled his bare toes.

Brianna let out a derisive giggle. “You look like you’re 
wearing a baby bed sheet.”
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“Ha ha,” Seth sneered. “You’re so funny. I didn’t know you 
were such a comedian.”

“Okay, kids. Let’s ease up on the insults,” said the ancient 
chronicler. “It’s important that you work as a team on this. For 
starters, you have to blend in. We can’t have you stand out too 
much. Need I remind you how dangerous this mission is?”

“If I can stay away from guys like Omar, I’ll be all right,” 
Brianna said. Images of the criminal spice broker when he 
had kidnapped her on their last excursion to the ancient Holy 
Land ran through her mind like a bad movie. 

“You will need to entrench yourself with the early Chris-
tian community. And, I should warn you that those who seek 
them make Omar look like a playground bully.”

“Wait! Are Mom and Dad Christians over there?” she 
asked.

“I’m not sure. However, you will find Christian friends 
who are sympathetic to your plight and will provide you shel-
ter and support in your quest,” Mr. Clarke replied. He reached 
for a chair and slunk into the seat. “There is more that I must 
mention. As with your previous journey, you are forbidden to 
alter the events in that timeline. Whatever happens is meant 
to happen. Anything you do that could disrupt the timeline 
can result in terrible consequences in this timeline. Your mis-
sion is strictly to find your parents and return them by what-
ever means necessary.” 

The old man paused and looked forlornly at the floor. Bri-
anna could recognize there was more that he was struggling 
to tell them. “What is it?” she asked.

After several silent seconds, he looked up at Brianna with 
a forced smile. “If anything should happen to your parents, 
they will cease to exist in this timeline. They, and all history 
of their existence, will simply vanish,” he replied.

“You mean if they should die?” she asked.
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Mr. Clarke nodded.
“So if they cease to exist in this timeline does that mean 

that we cease to exist as well?”
“I’m afraid so.” 
“What if something happens to us?” Seth asked. “Does 

that mean we won’t exist in this time either?”
“Perhaps. You may just go missing. It’s difficult to know 

for sure what will happen to you if your parents remain alive. 
However, it’s less complicated with your parents. If they don’t 
exist—”

“Then their children would not have been born,” Brianna 
completed his thought.

“That is correct,” he said. He slapped his knees and rose 
to his feet. “But, I have profound confidence in you both that 
you will succeed. So enough with speculation.” He rubbed his 
chin. “Let’s see, have I forgotten anything? Ah, yes—getting 
back. Your mother and father opened a portal between the 
two time periods. Unfortunately, the portal to return home 
is not necessarily in the same place. There is no magical book 
this time that will send you back. You must let your faith 
guide you to the portal’s location. One more thing, when you 
arrive back in the first century, your ability to read and speak 
the language will return.”

“You said that we didn’t have much time,” Brianna said. 
“How much time do we have exactly?”

“You have forty-eight hours from the time you arrive to 
find your folks, locate the portal and return home. If you fail, 
you will be stuck in the first century, and the events that 
have unfolded since your mother and father located the mys-
terious item cannot be reversed. So, do not fail.”

 Brianna moaned. “No pressure. Two days, huh?”
Mr. Clarke gave Brianna a compassionate smile.
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“Lucky us. And we’re the only ones that can bring them 
back?”

“My child, you have been chosen by God to ensure your 
parents’ salvation. He equips those He chooses. Now, if you 
will follow me.”

The Time Chronicler led them out of the dressing area and 
down a long hallway. Soon, the hallway grew dark. Mr. Clarke 
raised an arm and snapped his finger. Suddenly, bulbous 
poles jutting from the walls were set ablaze. He pulled one of 
the torches from its holder and pointed the flame deeper into 
the belly of the dark corridor. 

The fire from his torch illuminated an archway bordered in 
stone. At its center was a bronze-plated door that resembled 
the entrance to a medieval castle. Down the front were rows 
of rivets and on the right side hung a large metal ring. 

As they approached, the door slowly opened of its own 
accord. Behind the door, the air swirled in a bright blue light. 
Mr. Clarke stopped a few feet away from the spiraling vortex. 
He turned back to Brianna and Seth.

“Remember what I have told you. Find your parents and 
get them back in forty-eight hours.” He motioned with his 
hand through the doorway. “It’s time.”

Brianna and Seth stepped tepidly toward the spiraling 
portal. Brianna passed the threshold and looked back toward 
the Time Chronicler. 

“Go with God, my child,” she heard him say. But, his lips 
did not break his smile. She heard his voice in her head. Sud-
denly, the door slammed shut. A thick cloud encircled them, 
washing over them in a warm fog. 

A sudden drop caused Brianna’s stomach to tumble. 
She looked over at Seth. He laid prone, arms outstretched, 
like a bird in flight. It didn’t take any time at all for him to 
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remember the exhilaration that came when they last traveled 
in the cloud.

Brianna let her body relax and fell forward. The cloud 
seemed to reach around her and kept her suspended. She 
closed her eyes as a gentle breeze caressed her face. Her mind 
flooded with pleasant memories of her parents. She recalled 
the trip to Montana when she was five years old. Her father 
knelt beside her, scooped up a handful of snow and packed it 
around a stick that served as an arm to a lopsided snowman. 
The young Brianna giggled uncontrollably while her mom 
stood by snapping photos. 

Her mind quickly flashed to that moment she stood next 
to her mother’s hospital bed. In her mother’s arms was Seth. 
In Brianna’s brain, she thought he was the cutest living doll 
on earth. She couldn’t wait to get him home and play with 
him and her other dolls. 

Without warning, the sour smell of livestock and dead 
grass assaulted her senses, pulling her away from her memo-
ries. Her eyes flew open just before she landed face down in a 
giant pile of hay.

“Ptui.” Brianna spit out a blade of hay. “Gross. I think I just 
ate a spider.” She rolled on her side. Seth lay in a straw-strewn 
parcel of ground between two goats that stared blankly down 
on him.

“I see the landing hasn’t gotten any better,” he complained.
Brianna slowly rose to her feet and brushed away the dirt. 

“I guess we’ve arrived. At least we weren’t on a plane for sev-
enteen hours. We better get moving.”

“Where did you have in mind?” Seth asked. He stood to his 
feet beside a brown-spotted goat that gave him an annoyed 
snort. “Hmmm. I guess we’ve worn out our welcome.” 

Brianna edged toward a gate made from tree limbs bound 
together with rough twine. “Mr. Clarke told us we need to 
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entrench ourselves with the Christians. I guess we go find 
some Christians.”

“How do you propose we do that? I don’t think they had 
churches back in this day or T-shirts that said ‘I love Jesus.’”

“I don’t know, Seth,” Brianna said. She opened the gate and 
stared down a cramped alleyway. Beyond, a crowd of people 
bustled along a dusty road. “I guess we just blend in for now 
and see where we go.”

Suddenly, the bark of an angry man stirred Brianna. She 
turned and spotted a man wielding a staff rushing toward 
them. “Get out! Get out of there!” he yelled in Aramaic.

We’re leaving,” Brianna shouted back in his native tongue. 
She was surprised at how quickly she remembered the lan-
guage. The two sped down the alleyway and melded into the 
horde. 

The street swelled with people. The cacophony of chatter 
and bleating animals filled the stale city air. Brianna and 
Seth were tousled about the crowd.

“Where did all these people come from?” Seth asked.
“I was wondering the same thing,” replied Brianna. A 

broad-shouldered soldier dressed in a bright red tunic and 
leather lappets shoved Brianna into a woman who carried a 
water pot on her head. The woman shifted her balance and 
steadied the vessel before it toppled to the ground.

“Clear the way, peasants!” the soldier shouted. 
Brianna looked apologetically at the woman then grabbed 

Seth by the hand. “We need to get out of here before we get 
crushed.” They zigzagged through the multitude to the oppo-
site side of the street and ducked behind a bread cart. Brianna 
glanced to her left and noticed a narrow passageway between 
two mud brick buildings.

“Come on. Let’s head this way,” she said, pointing. She 
pulled Seth through the dark corridor that opened to a stone 
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pavilion bordered by two upstairs living quarters. A scarf-
clad woman walked out onto the second-story balcony and 
flung a linen cloth across the wooden railing. She peered 
down at Brianna and Seth and gave them a spiteful sneer. 
She opened her mouth to say something when a clamor of 
exuberant voices cut through the atmosphere. Stunned, they 
all turned toward the direction of the sound. The woman 
mumbled something under her breath then turned and fled 
back into the house.

The sound grew louder. “What was that?” Seth asked.
“I don’t know, but it freaked that woman out.” Brianna 

bent an ear toward the noise. “Do you hear that?”
“Who doesn’t, Brianna?” Seth replied.
“No, it’s a bunch of people shouting. In different languages.”
“We’re in Jerusalem. They spoke lots of languages back in 

the day. Maybe there’s a street fight.”
Brianna turned to her brother. “No. The crowds, the many 

voices. Think. Why are there so many people, Seth?”
“Jerusalem was big, Bree.”
“You don’t remember when Dad read us his paper about 

ancient Jerusalem for a class lecture?”
“Not really,” Seth confessed.
“That’s because you were too busy playing your video 

games. Anyway, he said there were probably about thirty 
thousand people in Jerusalem at the time of Christ. It feels 
like there are more than that today. The city is swelling with 
the masses. Why do you think that is?”

“Super Bowl?”
Brianna lightly popped her brother on the head. “Get seri-

ous. You know they didn’t have football back in the first cen-
tury. No, this could only mean they have come for an import-
ant event of some sort.”
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“You mean like one of the feasts? Didn’t Dad’s paper men-
tion that Jews from all over the world came to Jerusalem 
during certain feast celebrations?”

“So you were listening,” Brianna said.
Seth shrugged. “For some of it. Anyway, what difference 

does it make?”
“I have a hunch.” The noise began to grow fainter. “We 

need to hurry.” The two quickly needled their way between 
the clay-packed dwellings to another crowded street. Brianna 
scanned the faces and saw that all eyes pointed to the upper 
floor of a two-story building.

A thin, bronze-skinned woman nudged past Brianna and 
glided next to a lanky man dressed in a pale yellow robe. 

“What’s all that racket about?” the lady asked.
The man shook his head. “Raucous partygoers, no doubt. 

Probably full of wine.”
“They should be ashamed of themselves.” The woman 

lifted her voice and hurled insults toward the inhabitants of 
the second story room. “Go home, drunkards!”

Others laughingly joined in the mockery. “Shameful 
winebibbers!”

Just then, the door to the rooftop creaked open. A tower-
ing man with a salt-and-pepper beard emerged onto the bal-
cony. He stepped to the edge and peered down at the crowd 
that had gathered.

“Peter.” His name quickly circulated among the gawking 
onlookers. 

The lady next to Brianna turned to her companion. “It is 
one of those followers of Jesus. The man who claimed to be 
the Son of God!” she said.

“I knew it,” Brianna whispered forcefully to herself.
“Knew what?” Seth asked.
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“Crowded city, likely for a feast. Peter comes out of an 
upper room. Seth, this is Pentecost,” she replied.

Peter raised his arms to quiet the people. A group of men 
eased up behind Peter. Jesus’ disciples, Brianna thought to 
herself.

“Men of Judea, inhabitants of Jerusalem, listen to me,” 
Peter bellowed. “You have it all wrong. We’re not drunk like 
you think. It is still morning. No, what you have heard has 
been prophesied by Joel.”

Seth yanked Brianna’s sleeve. His eyes grew large. “Are 
you trying to tell me that this is the Pentecost? When the 
Holy Ghost fell?

Brianna nodded, smiling.
“You mean we’re actually listening to Peter’s sermon about 

the plan of salvation? Repentance, water baptism in Jesus’ 
name, the whole thing?”

“Yes, Seth. That’s exactly what’s happening.”
“Wow!” Seth breathed. “Incredible.”
In the corner of her eye, Brianna saw three men pull up 

beside them. By their dark robes and long white and blue 
wool tallits—the Jewish prayer shawls—these men were of 
religious importance. Most likely Pharisees, but Brianna was 
not sure how she knew that; it was just a feeling. Their dark 
expressions and deep scowls gave away their anger.

“It is those Jesus followers again,” the white bearded man 
in the center barked. “We killed their leader, and still they 
rile the people with their blasphemies.”

A tall, bony man with a bushy black beard bent down to 
the younger squatty man next to him. “They must be quelled 
before they spread their vile lies like leaven.”

The short-statured man rubbed his bristly brown beard. 
“Give me the word and I will make sure these men feel the 
full wrath of God.” He glanced in Brianna’s direction and 
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gave her a contemptuous scowl before he spun on his heels 
and disappeared into the sea of faces.

Brianna felt her blood run cold. She turned to Seth who 
hung on to every word Peter spoke. She prodded him on the 
shoulder. 

“What is it, Brianna? I’m trying to listen,” Seth protested.
“There’s no time for that. Peter and the rest of them are in 

danger. We need to warn them.”
“How? You plan to walk up there and interrupt his 

sermon?”
She spotted a staircase on the side of the building. “I have 

a better idea. Follow me.”
Brianna and Seth quickly threaded the assembly until they 

reached the crumbling stone staircase. Determined, Brianna 
scaled the steps and slipped through a wooden door that led 
into the side of the building. As soon as the door shut behind 
them, the room grew dark. Their eyes, still calibrated to the 
sunlight, were temporarily blinded. The darkness seemed to 
swallow them whole.

Brianna heard the scrape of feet close beside her. 
She realized that they were not alone. Someone was in the 

room with them.
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the watertunnel

 chapter seven 

Brianna jumped backward, knocking Seth against the 
wall. 

“Ouch!” Seth bellowed. “Watch where you’re going.”
“Shh,” Brianna whispered. “Someone’s in here with us.”
“Who are you?” a woman’s voice called out from some-

where within the dark room. Adjusting to the dim light, 
Brianna could just make out the outline of a woman’s face 
shrouded in a head scarf. 

Brianna took a step back as the woman drew closer. 
“No need to worry,” the stranger said. “I was just praying 

when you came in. I didn’t know anyone could get in this 
way.” 

The woman seemed kind, and the warm smile that greeted 
Brianna made her fears melt away. Brianna pointed behind 
her to the paneled door between the stone columns. “It was 
unlocked. I would have come in the front but there’s a crowd 
out there.”
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“Ah yes. That’s because Jesus has returned to us.” The 
woman glanced thoughtfully toward the ceiling. “Not in 
body, but His Spirit. His presence is so strong.”

Brianna heard the rustle of fabric toward the back of the 
room. She glanced up and saw a flickering flame ascend a set 
of stairs. A young man clad in a blue robe approached. He 
held a small oil lamp that illuminated his smooth copper skin 
and his soft brown eyes. He stood head and shoulders above 
the woman, yet his childlike facial features gave away his 
youthfulness. Like Brianna, he had to be in his early teens.

He shot Brianna a bashful smile. Brianna’s breath caught 
in her throat. 

The boy turned to the woman. “Here you are, Mother,” he 
said. His rich tenor voice was as smooth as silk to Brianna’s 
ears. “Father and I have been looking for you.”

The woman took the boy’s face in her hands. “Ah, Tamir. 
You worry too much. I slipped away for some quiet prayer. I 
just feel so flooded with God’s light.” She turned to Brianna 
and Seth. “This is when I met these lovely children.”

The boy bowed in greeting. His eyes locked with Brianna’s. 
She felt the blood rush to her face. “My name is Tamir. I am 
privileged to meet you.”

“My name is Brianna,” she said. Her voice cracked. This 
caused her to blush all the more. She hoped in the dim light 
that he didn’t notice. “And this is my brother, Seth.”

“I do not recall seeing you in the prayer service with the 
others,” Tamir said. “I think I would have remembered.” 

“Oh, uh. No, we slipped in the back way.” She thumbed 
nervously over her shoulder toward the door. “We were hop-
ing to escape the crowds. We were also hoping to speak with 
Peter.”

“Peter?” Tamir said. “Oh, that may be impossible right 
now. He’s preoccupied with the crowd. You see, what we 
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experienced a short time ago—miracles of fire and a heavenly 
language—had fallen on the people. He’s preparing to baptize 
them.” He turned to his mother. “That’s why we were looking 
for you. We are to be baptized as well. Peter has instructed 
that we all must be baptized in the name of the Lord Jesus.” 
He gestured to Brianna and Seth. “You, too, can be baptized. 
Afterward, I’m sure Peter can make time for you.”

“Oh, we’ve already . . .” Brianna caught herself in time 
before she told him that she and Seth had already been bap-
tized in Jesus’ name. She’d never be able to explain how that 
was possible since at this point in history no one had been 
baptized that way. “We’ve already taken so much of your 
time,” Brianna rebounded. “And you are so kind. We’ll catch 
up to Peter another time. Nice to meet you.”

 Before they had a chance to react, Brianna grabbed Seth 
by the hand, yanked open the door, and pulled him outside 
and down the stairs. The sun temporarily blinded her. She 
descended the first few steps unable to see where her feet 
landed.

When she made it to the bottom, her brain registered the 
pitch of the crowd. With hands raised and tears coursing 
down weathered, dusty faces, the mass of people roared their 
declarations of love for God toward the sky. Many silently 
uttered unrecognizable words through stammering lips. 

Brianna felt a tug on her shirt. She turned to Seth and 
could tell he was trying to say something, but she could not 
understand him over the shouts and screams. She bent down, 
cupping her ear. “What is it, Seth?”

“You and I need to talk,” he said. His tone gave away his 
displeasure. 

Brianna led him up a narrow cobblestone path and 
ascended a set of stonework steps. At the top she spotted a 
hidden garden in a small alcove between the buildings. She 
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pointed to a marble bench just inside the arched entryway 
trimmed with ivy. She sat down beside a clay water pot. 

“What do you need to talk about?” Brianna said.
Seth anxiously paced in front of his sister. “I don’t under-

stand what you’re trying to do. Mr. Clarke told us we are not 
to interfere with what might happen. Yet, you want to warn 
Peter about some guy’s threats.”

“How is giving Peter a heads up about what I heard inter-
fering with anything?” Brianna asked, her voice rising.

“What if Peter takes your warning to heart and changes 
his plans? Then what?”

“Then . . . .” Brianna struggled to come up with a rational 
response. Seth was right, and she knew it. If he was meant 
to be captured, then she had no right to stand in the way. 
Besides, God gave many of these early believers miraculous 
escapes, didn’t He? Surely, Peter didn’t need her to come in 
like a caped superhero and save the day.

Then there was Tamir and his mother to consider. They’ll 
probably tell Peter she wanted to talk to him. How could she 
face them now? She might have made a grave mistake. Oh, if 
she hadn’t opened her mouth. No one would have been the 
wiser. She wished God could provide a miraculous escape for 
her right now. Then again, that was not why she and Seth had 
traveled back in time nearly twenty-one centuries. They had 
a mission to accomplish: get their parents and get back home.

Brianna sprang from the stone bench, lifted by a resolve 
that rose from somewhere deep inside of her. “Then, we stay 
focused. God’s got Peter. It’s written in the Bible. We, on the 
other hand, came to find Mom and Dad.” 

She charged from the alcove. Seth raced to catch up with 
her. “Glad you got your head on straight. So, where do we 
start?” 
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Brianna twisted her neck to the right and the left, decid-
ing which route to take. From somewhere within the city, the 
low melancholy blasts of a horn penetrated the air.

“What’s that sound?” Seth asked.
“Sounds like one of those Jewish horns. What’s it called?”
“Shofar?” Seth replied.
“That’s it,” said Brianna. “But where’s it coming from?”
Seth pointed through the narrow passageway at a con-

gested street filled with people. They appeared to be headed 
in the general direction of the horn blasts. “Let’s follow them 
and find out. My guess is that they’re headed to the Temple. 
In the Bible, didn’t the priests use the shofar to call people to 
prayer?”

“I think you’re right. Especially on special occasions like 
feast days. They also used it for announcing war. Let’s just 
hope it’s for prayer this time.” 

The two sprinted into the mass of people and melded in 
with the crowd. As they approached the massive structure 
that was the Jews’ central place of worship, the crowd slowed 
to a crawl. Rows and rows of worshipers and spectators 
formed human walls around the Temple perimeter. Many 
held loaves of bread in woven baskets in their hands—grain 
offerings in commemoration of the Feast of Pentecost. Bri-
anna and Seth squeezed their way through the mass and up 
a set of stairs flanked by two stone columns. They walked 
through a double door gate and stepped into an ornately tiled 
courtyard bordered by wide colonnades. 

“Why are we here?” Seth asked.
“Mr. Clarke said that Mom and Dad were in search of an 

important religious artifact. Where else are there any more 
important relics than right here in the Temple?” 

“But you remember they found it underground.”
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“Yes, in our time,” Brianna said. “Not the first century. 
Who’s to say it wasn’t connected to the Temple somehow? 
After all, Dad did say it was an important religious artifact 
from Israel. That puts the Temple at the top of the list in my 
book.”

Brianna pointed to a set of steps in the center of the court-
yard. At the top stood a gate that led through another wall 
that wrapped around a collection of buildings. Inside stood 
a gleaming white edifice decked with marble and trimmed in 
gold. 

“Let’s go up there,” she said.
“I don’t have a good feeling about this, Bree,” said Seth. 

“Just look around. There are people everywhere but nobody’s 
going up there.”

Brianna watched a group of men robed in white approach 
the gate. Just then two guards dressed in armor and bearing 
spears and shields stepped in front of them. They looked the 
men up and down, then, without a word, stepped to the side 
and let them pass.

“You see? Somebody’s getting in there. Besides, they look 
like priests. Maybe they can help us. Who knows? Maybe 
Mom and Dad came around asking questions. We have to try, 
right?”

Brianna moved toward the stairs. 
“Don’t do it, Bree. I’m telling you, I don’t think you should 

go up there.”
Brianna ignored Seth’s plea. But, just before her foot hit 

the first step, she felt a hand pull her back. She turned around 
to find that Seth had a firm grip on her arm.

“What are you doing?” she asked sternly.
“Did you read the sign?” he asked, his index finger raised 

in the air.
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“What sign?” She gazed up at a bronze plaque mounted 
above the gate. The words were written in both Greek and 
Latin—how she knew that, she had no idea. The plaque read, 
“If you are not a son of abraham through isaac, you 
are forbidden to enter beyond this point. Anyone 
who is guilty of trespass will be punished by death.”

Brianna gulped. “Well that was a close one. So much for 
that. Guess we’re not getting help from the priests. You got 
any ideas for what to do now?”

“So, I’ve been thinking. Mom and Dad were in a tunnel 
searching for this artifact when they disappeared, right?” 
Seth asked.

“Yeah. Mr. Clarke said it was the same tunnel where he 
found us.”

 “Then let’s go find a tunnel,” suggested Seth.
Brianna scratched the top of her head. “That could work, 

assuming it was buried in this time period. And, ancient cit-
ies had underground tunnel systems, I think. Let’s get out of 
here and check it out.”

Brianna and Seth pushed their way through the crowded 
courtyard and back onto the city street. She scanned the 
arteries of roads and pathways that flowed from the Temple. 
“Why couldn’t they put up signs pointing the way? You know, 
like we do. ‘One mile to Disney World. Keep Right.’ That 
would help.”

“We’re in ancient Jerusalem, Bree. What do you expect?”
“Think, then. You’re the archeologist wannabe. Do you 

remember any stories about tunnels under Jerusalem?”
“I remember a sermon about a tunnel system that brought 

water into the city. David and Joab used it to get access to the 
city under the wall so they could attack it when it was owned 
by the Jebusites. I even think that King Hezekiah added on 
to the tunnel later.”
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“So then the entrance into the tunnel must have been out-
side the wall,” Brianna commented. She tapped her chin. “But 
where?”

“I’m pretty sure the water came from the Gihon Spring. 
That’s somewhere in the Kidron Valley.”

“Kidron Valley? Is that far?”
“Not really. It’s on the east side of the city not far from the 

Mount of Olives.”
Brianna shook her head, amazed. “How do you know all 

this stuff?”
“You’re going to think I’m a nerd by telling you this, but 

after you told me we were going to Jerusalem, I did some 
online research. I studied up on a lot of the maps, hoping 
Mom and Dad would let me help them on the expedition.”

“You’re right. I think you’re a nerd. But, I’m still impressed. 
Let’s follow the wall until we see a gate that leads outside the 
city. Then we can search the other side until we find this tun-
nel system you’re talking about.”

They tracked beside the eastern wall until it turned west-
ward. There, they found a gate which took them out of the 
city. They continued to follow the wall back toward the loca-
tion of the Temple. The terrain was rugged with its steep 
declines and sharp inclines. Finally, Seth spotted a narrow 
set of steps that led down into a gaping hole tunneled under 
the wall.

Brianna peered into the yawning abyss swallowed by 
darkness like a tomb. “I guess you didn’t think to bring a 
flashlight with you, did you?”

“You know we were forbidden by Mr. Clarke from bringing 
any modern-day items.”

“So how are we going to explore this tunnel?”
Seth looked toward the nearby hillside. After finding what 

he was looking for, he left Brianna at the entrance of the 
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tunnel. He scooped up several olives that had fallen from a 
tree and shoved them into a small pouch beneath his belt. He 
then grabbed a stick and a tattered piece of twine that lay in 
a nearby gully. He tied the twine into a bundle at the end of 
the stick and squeezed the oil from the olives onto the braids 
of the thin rope. 

“Now all we need is a way to light this thing,” Seth said to 
himself. He glanced to his right and noticed two men pitch-
ing stubble they had gathered from the olive grove onto a 
small fire. He grabbed his unlit torch and rushed to the blaze. 

He waved at the men as he dipped the bundled end of his 
stick into the fire. In a matter of moments, the torch flamed 
to life. He ran back to Brianna who had already descended 
the steps and stood at the dark opening.

“The bottom is full of water,” she called up.
“Makes sense. This tunnel supplies water to the city.” Seth 

flew down the stairs, carrying the lit torch in his hand like an 
Olympian torchbearer. 

“I don’t remember a lot of water in the tunnel we were in. 
Do you think we’re in the right one?”

Seth held the flame in front of him and peered down the 
stream of water. “Who’s to say? The layout of the city is com-
pletely different from our time. Without street signs and 
landmarks, it’s impossible to know for sure. Maybe we’ll get 
lucky and find this tunnel branches off somewhere and leads 
us back to where we met Mr. Clarke.”

“That’s a good plan, Seth. If we can find the location where 
we met Mr. Clarke, maybe we can look around and find the 
location where Mom and Dad found the relic. Maybe they left 
clues behind, or maybe they’re still there.” Brianna reached 
down and pulled off her sandals. “Better take your shoes off 
and get ready to wade in.”
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Seth set the torch down and unlatched his sandals. Once 
barefooted, he tied the leather lashes together, flung the 
shoes around his neck and grabbed the torch. 

Gingerly, Brianna slipped a foot into the icy waters. She 
shook when the cold hit the ends of her nerves. “Brr. Why 
couldn’t Mom and Dad have been sent back in time to some 
unexplored tropical beach?”

Seth eased into the waters and waded out in front of Bri-
anna, his torch bent toward the dark passage. “This reminds 
me of the tunnel that led us to the Archives,” he said.

“Only that one came without a bone-chilling stream,” Bri-
anna remarked. “How far does this tunnel go?”

Seth shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. I’m try-
ing to picture the map in my mind. I think it weaves its way 
under the city and comes out on the south side. But, I’m not 
sure where it leads from there.”

The two sloshed along the narrow path cut into the bed-
rock beneath the ancient city. For several minutes, they 
trudged in a straight line until the tunnel abruptly swept to 
the left. As they made the bend, a guttural laugh ricocheted 
off the stone walls, stopping them in their tracks.

“What was that?” Brianna muttered to Seth.
“I think someone’s down here,” Seth returned. Suddenly, 

up ahead a glow flickered around another turn. 
“Someone’s coming,” Seth said urgently. 
“Let’s get out of here.” 
They turned back just as the tunnel reverberated with a 

chorus of shouts and laughter. Brianna slowly pivoted her 
neck and gaped at three men draped in rags and covered in 
filth.

“Look what we have here, Shmuel. A couple of river rats,” 
said the tall man in the middle.
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The man named Shmuel emitted a sinister laugh. “You’re 
right, Lewi. And what do you do with river rats?”

“You drown them,” the third man said.
“Run, Seth!” shouted Brianna.
Brianna and Seth splashed through the cramped shaft. 

Their legs burned against the resistance of the icy waters. 
Brianna glanced over her shoulder. The band of underground 
vagabonds had narrowed the gap. Her mind raced, causing 
her to lose concentration. Her foot entangled with Seth’s. The 
two tumbled into the stream. Seth’s torch flew from his hand 
and was snuffed out when it hit the stream. The tunnel that 
stretched in front of them grew dark.

Brianna jumped to her feet, pulling Seth up by the back of 
his tunic. She and Seth charged ahead. Brianna did not dare 
look back, but she could tell by the sounds of their splashes 
that the men were close behind. A dim light came into view. 
The end of the tunnel was just up ahead.

As her foot hit the first step toward the exit, Brianna felt a 
hand clutch her shoulder. She kicked out her other foot which 
landed on her assailant’s jaw. His grip loosened.

“I’m going to get you for that, river rat,” he barked.
Brianna’s feet moved faster than her brain. She missed 

one of the top steps and stumbled forward. In her flailing, 
she struck Seth. He stumbled and they both tumbled onto 
the ground. A shadow passed over Brianna. She looked up 
and saw a familiar face staring down at her. 

An ominous face. 
A face that heightened Brianna’s fears even more than the 

men who chased them.
“Omar!” she gasped.
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omarreturns

 chapter eight 

Omar reached down and pulled Brianna and Seth away 
from the tunnel opening. He shifted his hand behind him 
and brought out a gleaming knife. Dread washed over Bri-
anna, chilling her to the bone even more than the cold tunnel 
waters did. Omar took a step toward them. Instinctively, Bri-
anna threw up an arm to shield her from the attack. 

To Brianna’s surprise, Omar maneuvered around them 
and planted his feet firmly on the ground in front of the tun-
nel entrance. He shifted the weight of his weapon in his hand 
and readied himself to do battle.

The men rushed from the tunnel. Brianna could almost 
smell the malice seeping from their skin. They stopped when 
they saw the knife in Omar’s hand. 

Omar stabbed the air with his blade. “Get back, scoun-
drels,” he yelled. “You touch one hair on their heads and it’ll 
be the last thing you’ll ever do.”

The tall man in the middle—the one called Lewi—peeled 
back his lips into a menacing grin, exposing his crooked, 
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brown teeth. “You think you can take all three of us on with 
that boy’s play sword? Step aside, old man, and maybe we’ll 
think about letting you live another day.”

Omar pressed closer to the fiendish trio. “But you are mis-
taken, barbarian. I am not alone. God is my protector. By the 
authority of Jesus Christ, I command you to flee.”

All three pairs of eyes slowly lifted above Omar’s head. 
Their faces grew as white as a sheet as if they had seen a 
ghost. The men spun back toward the tunnel and fled. 

Brianna looked behind Omar to see what frightened the 
men. There was nothing there but the hillside dotted with 
olive trees.

Omar held out a hand to Brianna and helped her to her 
feet. “They are gone. You’re safe now.”

“Thank you,” Brianna said. She dusted the dirt from her 
knees. 

“It was my pleasure. I must ask—what were you doing in 
the spring?”

“My brother and I were looking for something,” Brianna 
replied, glibly.

“Well, I hope you found whatever you were looking for. I 
just happened to be walking by when I heard shouts from the 
tunnel. I came down to investigate when you tumbled from 
the opening.” He returned his knife to its sheath. “But tell 
me, how did you know my name?”

Brianna gave Omar a blank stare.
“Earlier,” Omar continued. “You called my name when you 

first looked at me. How is it that you know my name yet I 
know not yours?”

Why didn’t he know her name? After all, he did kidnap 
her. 

Wait a minute, thought Brianna. 
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The timelines had been erased when they last visited Jeru-
salem. He wouldn’t know her any longer. Now how was she to 
explain how she knew him?

Think, Brianna. Think.
She nervously pulled her hair behind her ear. “Well . . . you 

are an important spice merchant in this city, right?”
“Ah, I did not know my reputation preceded me,” Omar 

said. “And to whom do I have the pleasure of rescuing today?”
“My name is Brianna. This is my brother, Seth.”
Omar dipped his head. “Well it is a pleasure to meet you, 

Brianna and Seth. As to you knowing me by my reputation, 
I hope it was under pleasant terms. I’m sorry to say that my 
reputation has at times been marred. There is much that I am 
not proud of, to tell you the truth.”

Brianna wanted to blurt out, “You can say that again.” After 
all, he once held that same knife he had wielded moments 
before to her own throat in the previous timeline. She could 
still feel the cold metal on her neck. Instead, she just gave 
Omar a polite nod.

“Well, all that changed today,” Omar continued. “All my 
regrets washed away.”

“What happened?” Seth asked.
“I was running an errand for my business when I hap-

pened upon a crowd of people who had gathered in the street 
to gawk at an odd commotion that came from the upper floor 
in one of the nearby buildings. Apparently, the inhabitants 
began to speak out in different languages by some heavenly 
encounter. Then this man appeared on the balcony to talk 
about someone named Jesus. Before long, I met this Jesus 
for myself. Not physically but in my spirit. In my heart.” He 
smiled broadly. “I’m a new man thanks to this Jesus.” 
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Omar let out a nervous laugh. “But I’ve said enough about 
myself.” He glanced down at their feet. “Oh, my children, you 
have no shoes.”

Brianna looked down at her feet. “Oh no! I must have 
dropped my sandals in the tunnel. Probably when I fell,” she 
said.

“I did too,” said Seth. “They must have fallen off my neck 
when we were running from those thugs.”

“We need to go back and find them,” Brianna said.
“What! Are you crazy? You want to go back in there? With 

those creeps?”
Omar turned to Brianna. “He’s right. It’s not safe to return. 

Those scoundrels can’t be far.” He waved his hand for them 
to follow. “Come. I am sure that I have some footwear that 
will be accommodating. You’re wet, and you must be hungry. 
I have some fruit and bread in my tent. Let’s get you some 
sandals and get you warmed and fed.”

Normally, warning bells would have gone off in Brianna’s 
head. But, she was cold. And hungry. Famished was more the 
word. Omar was a changed man—just like he said. You just 
can’t fake that kind of joy. She knew because she had experi-
enced that same joy when she received the Holy Ghost.

“I could eat,” Brianna said.
Seth wrapped his arms around his chest. “And I’m 

freezing.”
The three of them traversed the busy streets in quick time. 

They turned down a bustling thoroughfare lined with mer-
chants who haggled with customers in animated fashion. 
Brianna’s feet ached from the walk which involved sharp 
rocks over uneven paths and rivulets that flowed with trash 
and sewage. She dared not look down for fear her feet might 
be covered in cuts and bacteria-riddled filth. How she wished 
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she had antibacterial soap right now. Actually any soap would 
do. She felt grimy and gross.

“Ah, Dumah, my good friend,” Omar announced with 
hands outstretched to the youthful bearded man who stood 
beneath a canopy lined with barrels and pots filled with 
assorted spices. “How is business?”

The man reached beneath a table and brought out a locked 
wooden box. He unlatched the lock and scooped up a handful 
of coins from the belly of the box. He let the money rain back 
into the small chest. 

“Business has been good, Master Omar. Much better than 
the last feast day. You should have been here earlier. Two men 
on camels dressed in colorful turbans asked for you.”

Omar’s face grew dark. “Did you tell them where I had 
gone?”

“How could I? You slipped off to buy bread and oil, but 
never returned. I assumed there was other business that 
called for your immediate attention.”

The smile returned to Omar face. “Oh, my friend, you are 
correct. Something did arrest my attention. I was enraptured 
by a miraculous visitation from God. I completely lost track 
of time.”

The younger man gave Omar a piercing stare. “God?” he 
sneered. “What is this talk of God?”

The smile faded from Omar’s face. “What is wrong, 
Dumah? Why are you . . .”

Dumah pointed a finger at Omar. “You are a fool! Your 
Hebrew roots have finally taken hold of your senses. You are 
supposed to be a man of business, not of religion. The only 
business we have with these religious fanatics is to feed their 
appetites—for a price. Was it not you who told me that?”

“I regret that I did, but today I have changed. I have 
become a new man thanks to this man Jesus Christ. My son, 
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He washed all my guilt away. For the first time in my life I feel 
free. Unburdened. I have made many mistakes, but I will do 
everything in my power to set them right.”

Dumah slammed the money box shut. “You let me know 
when you have come to your senses, Omar. Else, look for 
another partner. I’ll have no part in this crazed zeal.” He 
stormed off, giving Omar a last enraged glare. 

Omar’s countenance fell. “I thought he would be pleased. 
I actually expected him to at least be curious about what I 
experienced today.”

“Don’t let this get you down, Omar,” Brianna said. “Not 
everybody is going to want what you’ve been given. Even 
Jesus experienced rejection. Trust that He will lead you to 
people who are hungry for Him.”

A tear dripped from Omar’s eye. “You know this Jesus? 
You have experienced what I experienced?”

Brianna nodded.
“Today? You were there today with those men and women 

from the upper room?”
“No,” replied Brianna. “I found Jesus—or rather He found 

me—at another place in another time.”
Omar gave her a curious look. “But how? I thought Peter 

said this was the first time the Spirit of God had fallen on 
men and women like this.”

Brianna felt her face flush. “Omar, I can’t explain it right 
now. Just believe me; we have experienced God the same as 
you did. For now, I need your help. We are searching for our 
parents. They are in more danger than I can even describe.”

“I had no idea your parents were missing. You can rest 
assured that I will do everything in my power to help with 
whatever you need. For now, let’s get you two cleaned up and 
fed.” 
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He led them beyond an embroidered curtain into a spa-
cious room beneath a patchwork roof of animal skins. The 
structure was encircled with thick sheets of fabric striped 
with a variety of colors and woven patterns. The dwelling was 
sparsely furnished with brightly colored pillows and lit by 
clay lanterns scattered about the chamber. A short table sat 
in the center of the room. On its surface rested a bowl of figs 
and nuts beside a loaf of brown bread.

He motioned Brianna and Seth toward the table. “Please sit 
and eat. There are blankets behind you to warm yourselves.”

As they knelt down by the table, Omar walked over to a 
large metal bowl connected to a three-legged metal stand. He 
dipped a stick into a nearby lantern until it lit. He then trans-
ferred the flame to small pieces of wood piled in the metal 
bowl and waited until the wood caught fire.

“There. That should add a little warmth very soon,” he 
said. Omar turned back to the kids and sat cross-legged on 
an overstuffed pillow a few feet from them.

“Now then, how can Omar help you? Describe your par-
ents to me.”

Brianna’s mind struggled to find a way to describe how 
they might have looked in terms Omar would understand. 
They likely weren’t dressed in first-century clothing like she 
and Seth. After all, the first time she and Seth had arrived in 
ancient times, she wore a plaid skirt and lace-up boots while 
Seth donned his typical T-shirt and blue jeans. If only Mr. 
Clarke had allowed her to bring a picture of her parents. Of 
course, then she would have had to explain to Omar what a 
photograph was. 

“It’s hard to explain,” Brianna began. “I can tell you their 
clothes wouldn’t look like anything you’ve ever seen. Let’s 
see . . . Mom always wears that Army green vest with the 
pockets.”
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“And Dad always has on a pair of khaki pants,” Seth added.
Omar gave him a questioning look. “Pants? Is this a type 

of robe?”
“They are leg coverings,” interjected Seth. “Some of your 

Roman soldiers wear something like pants under their tunics, 
especially those who ride horses.”

“Ah,” Omar said. “That is unusual. Are they horse riders?”
Brianna couldn’t help but giggle. His question drew up 

memories of stories her mother shared about her first excur-
sion deep into the Amazon. She had to ride a donkey. She said 
she spent more time on the ground than on the back of the 
animal. After that experience, her mother swore she would 
never ride on anything with four legs. She would rather walk.

“They are not what you would call avid horse riders, but 
let’s just say their work takes them into some pretty hostile 
environments where they might need a horse or mule to haul 
their gear,” Brianna said.

“What do they do for work?” Omar asked.
“They search for things—old things—and learn how peo-

ple from the past lived,” Seth said.
“Ah, they are collectors and storytellers,” Omar said with 

emphasis.
Brianna and Seth looked at one another and shrugged. 

Close enough.
“Well, they shouldn’t be too hard to find,” Omar contin-

ued. “Do you know what might have happened to them?”
Brianna lowered her gaze. “We don’t know. They could be 

anywhere in the city. This place is so packed with people we 
simply don’t know where to start.”

“It is a busy time for the Jewish people. This is the Shavuot, 
the Feast of Weeks. On this occasion, Jews from near and far 
travel to Jerusalem to celebrate the wheat harvest. Tradition 
holds that on this day God gave the Hebrews their law.”

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   84 8/14/17   9:33 AM



OmAR RETURNS

85

“So on the very day God gave Israel the Law, the Holy 
Ghost falls. You know, the Holy Ghost was a new promise 
God made to the entire world.”

Omar leaned toward Brianna. “How have you become so 
wise on something so new?” Brianna only shrugged. “Obvi-
ously there is much I need to learn about this Holy Ghost. 
But there is one thing I know—I am not the same man I once 
was.” Omar leapt to his feet. “Ah, but I am being a forgetful 
host. I made a promise to clothe your feet.”

Omar walked to the corner of the room, opened the lid to 
a wooden chest carved with intricate patterns and withdrew 
two pairs of leather sandals. “I hope they fit. These were once 
worn by my niece and nephew who were about your size.” He 
held them out to Brianna.

Brianna took the shoes from Omar and gave Seth the 
smaller pair. “Omar, we really appreciate this. I just hated the 
thought of going back in those tunnels.”

Omar waved away her comment. “Think nothing of it. I’m 
sad to say that I stole many things from less fortunate peo-
ple. This is my way of starting to make amends.”

Brianna slid the sandals on her feet and strapped up the 
leather laces. She was amazed at how perfectly they fit—as if 
they were made just for her. Brianna couldn’t help but think 
that God planned this chance encounter with Omar and had 
placed these shoes in his possession just for her and Seth. In 
that moment, any remaining doubt she had about this spice 
merchant’s sincerity melted away. 

“These are actually more comfortable than the ones we 
had, Bree,” Seth said. Brianna nodded her agreement.

“Now on to this matter about your parents,” Omar pro-
nounced. “You are correct. The city is far too big for the three 
of us to search. This is a job for the Under-Dwellers.” Without 
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explanation, Omar pulled back the curtain to the entrance of 
the tent and stepped out into the dusty street.

“Where’s he going?” Seth asked.
“I don’t know, but let’s find out.” Brianna tiptoed up to 

the curtain and slowly peeled it back. Seth snuck up behind 
her and peered out of the tent. Omar swiveled his head from 
right to left then brought his pinkie fingers to the edges of his 
mouth. He puckered his lips and let out a high, shrill whis-
tle. Seconds later, two boys covered from head to toe in dirt 
and grime seemed to materialize from out of nowhere. Their 
clothes were tattered and both were barefoot.

Omar placed a bulky hand on the taller boy’s shoulder. He 
bent down and whispered something in his ear. Then Omar 
reached inside his robe, withdrew a cloth pouch and pulled 
out two coins. He handed each boy a coin, and as quickly as 
they had appeared, the filthy lads vanished into the crowd.

When Omar turned back to the tent, Brianna and Seth 
sprinted back into their former positions, pretending that 
they were unaware of the entire interchange. Omar split the 
curtain. He gestured to the uneaten food on the table. 

“Please, eat. You must replenish your strength,” he said.
Brianna picked up a fig, brought it to her mouth then set 

it back into the bowl. “Actually, I’m not hungry anymore. I’m 
too upset to eat. I really think we need to be looking for our 
parents.”

“Omar has taken care of that,” Omar said. “In a short 
time, I will have eyes and ears all over the city in search of 
your parents.”

“Is that why you called those boys?” Seth blurted out. On 
reflex, Brianna sent her elbow into her brother’s ribs.

“Ah, so you saw that?” their host asked. “Those are my 
band of misfits. They call themselves the Under-Dwellers. 
They are orphaned children who are left on the street to 
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fend for themselves. Many of them live in the crevices and 
recesses of the city, unseen and unnoticed by the masses. 
Sadly, they make excellent thieves. With regret, I must con-
fess I have used that to my advantage in times past. They are 
everywhere, and they see everything. If your parents are in 
the city, they will network with one another to find them. 
Besides, I promised a lucrative reward to the one who brings 
me back information about where they might be found. I 
would wager that it will not be long before we have news of 
your parents’ whereabouts.”

Seth turned to Brianna. “That sounds like a really good 
plan, don’t you think? You know they have a better chance 
of finding them in this crowd than we do. They know the city 
better, too.”

“Maybe,” Brianna said, doubtfully. “But it just seems that 
in the short time we have we should be out looking for them.” 
Brianna glanced at Omar whose eyes stayed frozen on her in 
anticipation. “But, you’re probably right, Seth. It is a very nice 
thing you have done, Omar. There is far too much ground for 
us to cover on our own.”

Omar stretched his arms wide. “That is good to hear.”
“We really have no way to repay you for your hospitality.”
Omar held up a finger. “Perhaps there is. I have friends I 

met today who have invited me to their home this evening to 
learn more about this Jesus. I would like you to accompany 
me. You seem to know so much about Jesus. It would mean 
so much to me to have you join me. I may have questions. You 
can help me better understand.”

“We would be honored to join you,” Brianna said. “When 
do we leave?”

A voice called from outside. “Hello. Spice merchant. Are 
you open today?”
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Omar peeked out the curtain. “Ah, I have a customer. 
You two remain here and rest while I attend to my shop.” He 
bounded out of the tent then popped his head back through 
the folds of the curtain. “We will leave just before sunset.” 
Then he was off to help his customer.

“He sure is a different person than I remember. He was 
kind of a jerk when I met him,” Seth commented.

“You have no idea. Don’t forget, he was the one who kid-
napped me and tried to sell me as a slave in Egypt,” Brianna 
remarked. “But that Omar is nothing like the one we see 
today. I definitely like this one much better.”

“You and me both. By the way, what did Omar do to 
frighten those men earlier?”

“I was trying to figure that out myself. But I don’t think 
they were looking at him. They were looking over his head at 
something behind him.”

“You know what I think?”
“What?”
“I know this sounds crazy, but I think they saw an angel.”
“You really think so?” asked Brianna. 
“Yeah. I’ve heard stories of angels that are ten feet tall or 

more.”
“Why didn’t we see the angel?”
Seth shrugged his shoulder. “Maybe it was for just them to 

see. To scare them away so they wouldn’t harm us.”
“Then this goes to show you that God is really on our side. 

Finding Mom and Dad in time must be really important.”
“Of course it’s important. They’re our mom and dad. Do 

you want us to be orphans?”
“Orphans? If we don’t find them in time before something 

happens to them, there will be no us to make orphans. We 
will cease to exist, remember?” Brianna ran a hand through 
her hair. “No, I just mean there’s something about whatever 
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Mom and Dad were searching for that could change the world 
as we know it. They got too close to whatever it is.”

“Yeah, and got zapped two thousand years back in time.”
“Well, just imagine if this . . . this thing falls into the 

wrong hands.”
“Who’s to say that it hasn’t already fallen into the wrong 

hands?” Seth said. 
“Let’s hope that’s not the case. In either case, it only makes 

sense that we get Mom and Dad back to fix this.” Brianna 
began to pace the floor. “But let’s think positively. Let’s say 
it’s still in the same place where Mom and Dad found it. Then 
they are probably the only people on earth who can know 
what it is and where to look for it.” 

“So then what? They bury all clues to how they found it?” 
Seth asked.

“I think so. Mom and Dad need to destroy all traces to its 
location.”

Seth pounded his fist into his hand. “If only we knew what 
it was they found.”

“I can make an educated guess.”
“What?” 
“The Ark of the Covenant,” she announced.
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theraid

 chapter nine 

“The Ark of the Covenant!” blurted Seth. “How in the 
world did you come up with that?”

Brianna plopped down next to her brother. “During the 
summer, while stuck in the museum basement cataloging all 
that old stuff, I got a little bored. I started snooping through 
Mr. Keenan’s filing cabinets.”

“Mr. Keenan, the museum curator?” Seth asked.
“Yes, Mr. Keenan, the museum curator. What other Mr. 

Keenan do you know?” Brianna asked sarcastically.
“I can’t believe you did that, Bree,” scolded Seth. “What if 

you got caught?”
“Well, I didn’t. Can I finish?”
Seth proffered open hands, indicating Brianna to continue.
“Anyway, I found a folder in his files from when he was 

studying for his PhD at NYU in Jewish studies. He had these 
articles written about a guy who claimed to have tunneled his 
way below the place where Jesus was crucified. He followed 
these rocks splintered by an apparent earthquake. This led to 
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an undiscovered cave system. There, he found a big box-like 
container with a stone lid. He said that inside the box was the 
Ark of the Covenant.”

“Then if he found it, why isn’t it in a museum somewhere?”
“Because of all of the unrest in Jerusalem, he was never 

able to secure an excavation.”
“Then what about pictures?”
“He took pictures, but the Jewish government sealed 

them. He was never able to show real proof.”
“Hmmm. Bet without proof, he was doubted.”
Brianna nodded her head in agreement. “But it is possible. 

After all, here we are back in ancient Jerusalem because Mom 
and Dad stumbled onto something that sent them back in 
time. What else could it have been?”

“I still think it’s a stretch, Bree. We just don’t have enough 
information. We don’t even know if the story is true. It would 
help if this object that this guy thinks he discovered was 
actually recovered.”

“But what if Mom and Dad found it? Let’s say, for the sake 
of the argument, Mom and Dad did discover the Ark. Think 
about what that would mean. With the Ark found, Jews and 
Christians alike can prove the Bible is true.”

Seth shook his head in exasperation. “This is too much to 
take in. Still think it’s a stretch. We just don’t know.”

Brianna furrowed her brow. “That’s why we have to find 
Mom and Dad right now,” she said, her tone urgent. “There’s 
just too much at stake.”

“But how? I thought we agreed to let Omar’s Under-Dwell-
ers search for them. What more can we do?”

Brianna lowered her head into her hand in frustration. 
“I don’t know. But, somewhere, back in our time, someone 
knows about Mom and Dad’s expedition. Who knows what 
they know.”
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“You mean like that jerk from the Jerusalem Museum?”
“Precisely. If it’s the Ark they’re after, and they find it before 

we get back with our parents, bad things could happen.”
“And if it’s not the Ark?”
“It doesn’t matter. Whatever they were searching for, they 

got too close, and look where they ended up. What if it hap-
pened to someone else? What if they are sent back in time, 
and they do affect the timelines? Then what? What would the 
world be like when we return? They could be out there right 
now for all we know making a mess of things.” She gave her 
brother a stern glare. “Do you want the fate of the whole world 
to rest in the hands of a band of homeless juvenile thieves?” 

Seth shrunk. 
“Listen, Seth, Mr. Clarke sought us out. He said God chose 

us for this mission. Not some hooligans. It’s our responsibil-
ity to find Mom and Dad.” Brianna jumped to her feet. “We 
have to sneak out.”

She slinked up to the tent curtain opening when it was 
suddenly brushed aside. Omar stepped in and noticed the 
look of surprise on Brianna’s face.

“My goodness girl, you look like you’ve seen a ghost. Did I 
frighten you?”

“I guess I’m still a little jumpy from those guys who tried 
to ambush us in the water tunnel,” Brianna replied.

Omar smiled, revealing his yellowed teeth. “All the more 
reason we need to go to this meeting tonight. Prayer will 
calm your nerves. Let us prepare. We leave immediately.”

The sun sank below the rooflines to the flat, squat struc-
tures that rimmed the ancient city. Long shadows spread like 
tendrils across the dusty road. The crowd had thinned to a 
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few stragglers as the others sought repose for the High Sab-
bath night. Omar pointed toward the gleaming building that 
stood like a stoic sentry in the midst of the town. Shards of 
golden light beamed from atop its crest, catching the last of 
the sun’s rays.

“There’s the Temple. I believe our hosts’ house is along the 
last road to the left before you reach the Temple.”

Brianna and Seth followed Omar like obedient lambs. 
Yet, Brianna’s thoughts were far from her journey. Her eyes 
searched for traces of her parents in the faces of the few peo-
ple who passed by them. She tried to place herself in her par-
ents’ shoes. Where would they likely have gone when they 
arrived? Would they have found help among new friends—
maybe among the fledgling Christians? She realized the pos-
sibilities were endless. They could be anywhere by now.

“Where are you going, Bree?” Seth asked.
Her brother’s voice jarred her back to the present. She sud-

denly discovered that she had veered off course. She was still 
headed toward the Temple. 

Brianna quickly caught up with Omar and Seth. “Sorry. 
I wasn’t paying attention. Got a little distracted thinking 
about my parents,” she said.

“You must take care, child. These streets can be dangerous 
after sunset,” Omar cautioned. “Most lawful citizens are at 
home now. The streets will become rife with drunken soldiers 
and derelicts such as the ones you faced in the tunnels.”

“I just wish I knew where to look.”
“Fear not, child. Trust in the Under-Dwellers. If your par-

ents are in the city, they will find them. Especially when there 
is a handsome prize for their discovery.”

Brianna turned to Omar to thank him for all his help, but 
the grave expression on his face caused the words to catch 
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in her throat. Even in the faint light, the fear etched on his 
plump face was unmistakable. 

“What is it, Omar?” asked Brianna.
He brought his finger to his lips, gesturing them to remain 

quiet. Silently, he motioned them into a dark alley between 
two nearby buildings.

“What do you see, Omar?” Brianna whispered, her tone 
charged with concern.

Omar peered around the corner then turned back to Bri-
anna. “Temple guards. They are at the house of our hosts.”

“Why are they there?” Seth asked.
“I do not know. But I fear it cannot be for good,” he replied.
“What makes you say that?” Brianna asked. Omar pointed 

around the corner. Brianna inched toward the edge of the 
building and poked her head out. She watched a small group 
of people forced from the house by the sharp ends of spears. 

“Why are they doing that?”
“It appears they are arresting them. I do not know why.”
A sudden movement in a back window of the house caught 

Brianna’s attention. A young man slipped out of the window 
and dropped silently to the ground. With his back pressed 
against the wall, he glided to the edge of the house. A flicker 
from the flame of an oil lamp that shone through the window 
of an adjacent building illuminated his face.

“It’s Tamir,” Brianna breathed. Before she could react, he 
disappeared into the silhouettes of the encroaching twilight.
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 chapter ten 

Brianna stepped out from behind the building where they 
had been hiding. She was immediately pulled back. 

“What are you doing?” Omar asked sharply.
“Tamir’s in trouble. He needs help,” she replied.
“Who?”
“Tamir. We met him today. And his mother.” Brianna’s 

heart sank to her stomach. “Oh no, they have his mother.”
“You must be quiet, child. You will risk our arrest as well.”
Brianna barely registered his voice. “What are we going to 

do? We have to help him.”
Omar grabbed Brianna by the shoulders. He drew his face 

closer to hers; their noses almost touched. This got her atten-
tion. “Listen to me. How do you expect to do that if either of 
you are captured?”

They heard the crunch of footsteps. Omar fell back against 
the wall. With outstretched arms he pressed Brianna and 
Seth further into the shadows. A parade of armed soldiers 
passed the alleyway. Behind them marched Tamir’s mother. 
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A man that Brianna did not recognize walked beside her, his 
arm thrown around her shoulder. A younger couple, locked 
arm in arm, followed them. Taking up the rear was the man 
she remembered in the crowd with the robed religious men, 
the short one with hatred in his eyes.

When they were out of earshot, Omar released Brianna 
and Seth from his restraint. He pinched the bridge of his 
nose. “Let me think. There has got to be something we can 
do, but we have to be wise as wolves.”

“I still don’t know what’s going on,” said Seth. “Why were 
they arrested?”

Omar shrugged his shoulder. “The only thing I can think 
of is that this Jesus movement has the Sanhedrin in an 
uproar. Those were their guards after all. The short man bark-
ing orders—his name is Saul, I believe. He is very important 
to the Temple leaders. And very much opposed to Jesus and 
His disciples.”

Brianna stared at Seth. “Saul?”
“You don’t think it’s the Saul we know as Paul, do you?” 

asked Seth.
“You know this fellow?” Omar inquired.
“Let’s just say, like you, his reputation precedes him,” 

replied Brianna cautiously.
“Then you know he is not one to cross.” 
Brianna glanced back toward the house. All was quiet. 

“They’re gone now. I wonder where they took them.”
“Probably back to the Temple,” Omar said.
“Then let’s head there. Maybe Tamir will follow them.”
“It’s too dangerous,” Omar countered. “I have a better 

idea.” He pressed his pinkies to the corner of his mouth and 
let out a shrill whistle. Within a few seconds, a scruffy lad 
appeared at his side. One of the Under-Dwellers.

“Ah, Micah. There you are. I have a job for you.”
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The boy held out a dirty hand. “It will cost you four 
quadrans.”

Omar reached under his cloak, dug out four coins from a 
hidden pouch, and slapped them into the boy’s palm. Smiling, 
Micah shoved the coins into the seam of his shabby tunic. 
“Now, what can I do for you?”

“Any luck finding our parents?” blurted Brianna.
Micah cast Brianna a sideways glance. He turned back to 

Omar. “Who’s your shadow, Omar?”
“This is Brianna. She and her brother, Seth, are the chil-

dren of the people I have asked you and the others to find,” 
Omar replied.

 “Ah, I see,” Micah said, staring at Brianna. Something 
about him gave Brianna the creeps. “Don’t worry, my pretty. 
There are eyes all over the city. If they are here, we’ll find 
them.” Then, looking at Omar he said, “Is that why you sum-
moned me?”

“Actually, no. There is someone else I need you to find. A 
boy.” He pointed to the house where he had escaped. “I believe 
he is the son of the man and wife who live in that house. They 
were just arrested by the Temple guards. The lad dodged the 
arrest. We think he might tail them. I would like you to find 
him and send him to my tent.”

“And what does this boy look like?”
Omar glanced at Brianna, her cue to provide Micah with a 

description. “He is tall, about my age. He has black, wavy hair 
and deep, brown eyes. He was dressed in a tan tunic with a 
dark blue cloak. He is . . . very handsome.” Brianna felt her 
face flush. She was glad the waning light hid her embarrass-
ment. Even thinking about him made her stomach flutter 
with butterflies.

Micah picked up on her subtle clues. “Your boyfriend?” he 
asked.
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“No!” Brianna exclaimed with too much emphasis.
“Right,” Micah said doubtfully. He looked at Omar. “I will 

find this boy and send him to your tent. And, I may expect an 
additional finder’s fee when I do.”

Omar rolled his eyes in exasperation. “I would not expect 
any less from you, my young friend.” He motioned to the road. 
“Shall we return to my humble abode and await our visitor?”

As they stepped from behind the building, Micah caught 
Brianna by the arm. “There are many foreigners in this city, 
but you are not like any of them. Where are you from?”

Brianna pulled her arm free from his grip. “Far away. You 
wouldn’t know. And as soon as you find our parents, we plan 
to go back.”

“And how does this boy, Tamir, fit into your plans?”
Brianna gave Micah a silent, stone-cold stare.
Micah threw up his arms. “Fine. It’s none of my business. 

I will return your boyfriend and your parents to you. But not 
because I like you. Because I like Omar.”

“And his money,” added Brianna.
Micah’s lips slowly curled into a mischievous grin. “I guess 

we all have our motives for what we want.” With those words, 
he sped down the alley, leapt onto a terrace and scaled the 
wall. Soon, he vanished from Brianna’s view.

Brianna scurried to catch up with Omar and Seth. She 
stayed behind them on the long trek back toward Omar’s 
tent. The city had grown dark and deserted. The stillness and 
gloom filled Brianna with dread. The whole episode at Tamir’s 
house put Brianna’s nerves on edge. If they had been there 
just five minutes earlier, they would have been snatched up in 
the raid. She and Seth hadn’t even been here for a day, and in 
that short time they had been bombarded with danger. And, 
they were no closer to finding their parents than when they 
arrived. Time was quickly running out.

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   100 8/14/17   9:33 AM



bRiANNA' S cONfESSiON

101

Her mind often wandered to Tamir. She felt afraid for his 
safety. She barely knew him, but felt an overwhelming sense 
of worry for his welfare. She suspected he might do some-
thing desperate. Something that may get him captured, espe-
cially if he did follow the guards back to the Temple.

She became well aware of the persecution early believers 
endured for their faith. Sadly, this was only the beginning. 
The worst was yet to come. Even so, persecution on the Day 
of Pentecost? This seemed too early. It had only been a few 
hours since the Holy Ghost fell on the inhabitants of the 
upper room and already they were being attacked. 

Brianna looked up from her sullen contemplations to 
realize she had drifted far behind Omar and Seth. She could 
barely make out Omar’s hefty outline in the dim light. His 
bulky frame shifted from side to side as he trudged along the 
uneven path. She picked up the pace and quickly caught up 
to them.

She eavesdropped on Omar and Seth’s conversation. They 
were talking about Jesus. She could tell by his reactions to 
Seth’s simple answers that Omar knew little about Jesus. But 
his openness to truth and his willingness to follow after Him 
even after what he just witnessed convicted her a little bit. 
There were people like Omar and Tamir’s folks who risked 
their lives to be Christians. And that young couple with them, 
whoever they were. Probably people who had come to hear 
about Jesus from Tamir’s folks. And here she had been so 
worried about what her parents would think when they found 
out she and Seth had become Christians. Not just Christians 
but the kind like her grandmother. Tongue-talking, shouting, 
Bible-believing Christians who talked more about Jesus than 
anything else. One thing was for sure—she never worried for 
her safety by serving Jesus in her old life. Not like these early 
believers. This just made all her fears seem so superficial. 
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As they drew close to Omar’s tent, Brianna heard footsteps 
behind her. Her heart jumped into her throat. She quickly 
spun around, but did not see anyone. She brushed it off as 
the product of her vivid imagination. Until it came again. Her 
feet froze to the ground.

With eyes wide, she slowly turned. 
A tall, lanky figure stood behind her. It was a man. In the 

darkness she could not see his face. Her fear went into over-
drive. She braced herself for a quick sprint when the man 
spoke.

“What are you doing here?”
Brianna recognized the voice, but through nerves on high 

alert, her brain struggled to put the pieces together.
The man slowly moved closer. A sliver of light from the 

rising moon spread across his dark face. 
“Tamir! But how—” Her words caught in her throat.
“Brianna, are you all right?” Omar called out.
She yelled over her shoulder. “It’s Tamir!”
Omar lifted his hands. “Praise be to Jesus.”
Brianna returned her attention to the teenage boy. “We 

saw what happened. We were afraid you would go after your 
parents. I saw you slip off behind that house but then I lost 
sight of you.”

“I did follow them, but they went into the court behind a 
locked door. I circled back to get something to pry open the 
door when I heard someone in the alleyway. Turns out it was 
you. Why were you there?”

“We were coming with Omar to your house for a meeting. 
We were almost there when we saw the Temple guards raid 
your house.”

Tamir lifted his gaze to the spice merchant. “How do you 
know Omar?”
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“It’s a long story, but he saved us from some goons who 
were trying to attack us after we left you and your mother 
earlier today. He was kind enough to give us a place to stay.”

“You have no place to stay? Who cares for you and your 
brother?”

“That’s another long story,” Brianna replied, eluding the 
question.

“We wondered what happened to you,” Tamir continued. 
“You just ran off. Did you speak with Peter?”

“No. We kind of got distracted with the whole goons-try-
ing-to-kill us situation. It wasn’t as big of a deal as I thought 
it was, anyway.”

“Well, I’m glad you were not hurt.” There was something 
about the way Tamir said these words that made Brianna’s 
heart skip a beat. There was sincere concern in his voice.

“Thank you. Anyway, we need to stay close to Omar. He 
has a search party out for our parents.”

“Are your parents missing?”
Brianna didn’t immediately reply.
“Let me guess. Another long story?” Tamir said.
Omar walked up to them. “We should all stay together. My 

tent is not far. Let’s get there quickly. I will make some tea, 
and we can talk more about how to get both of your parents 
back.”

“That sounds wonderful. I could use some friendly com-
pany right now. I don’t want to go back to my home alone. 
They may come back.” Tamir motioned to Omar. “Lead the 
way.”

The group moved silently through the quiet streets. As 
they turned down the path that led to Omar’s tent, Brianna 
felt Tamir’s hand brush against hers. She swiveled her head 
in his direction. 

He peered at her warmly. “You’ve been quiet.”
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Brianna let out a shy laugh. “I guess I’ve got a lot on my 
mind.”

“You know, I didn’t think I would see you again after you 
took off,” Tamir said.

Brianna responded with a slight shrug of the shoulders. 
“I’m glad to have found you, although I wish it were under 

better circumstances.”
Her eyes fixed on Omar who clumsily struggled to light 

an oil lantern outside his tent. A quivering flame soon cut 
through the blackness.

 “There we are,” Omar announced. He brushed aside the 
tent curtain. “Let’s all get inside, and I will brew us a cup of 
tea.”

Seth stumbled into the tent and collapsed onto a pile of 
pillows. “I feel like we’ve walked a million miles today.”

Tamir gave Seth a quizzical smile. “Miles?” he asked.
“Oh, that’s a term we use where we’re from. It’s a unit of 

distance,” Brianna replied.
Tamir sat next to Seth. “Is that right? And where are you 

from exactly?”
Seth looked up at Brianna. She averted his eyes and let 

her gaze drift to Omar. She stared absentmindedly as Omar 
heated a pitcher of water.

Tamir broke the awkward silence. “You must have come a 
great many ‘miles’ and have many secrets about your journey.”

Brianna shifted uneasily on her feet. She gave Tamir a 
tepid smile. “I want to tell you more, but please understand I 
just can’t.”

“Can’t or won’t?” Tamir asked.
“Is there a difference?” Brianna said with a charge in her 

voice.
Tamir slapped his knees and then jumped to his feet. 

“Omar, I appreciate your hospitality, but I must leave.”
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Omar looked stunned. “Where are you going?”
“I cannot let my parents stay in that jail any longer.”
 “And how do you propose to get them out, my young 

friend? Your parents have been imprisoned by the Sanhe-
drin. If you are caught, you will be captured yourself.”

Tamir gave Brianna a stark glare. “Well, at least there I’ll 
know where I stand.” He brushed past Brianna, pushing aside 
the curtain flap.

Brianna spun toward him, grasping his arm. “Wait! Please 
don’t leave.”

Tamir turned to Brianna. Behind those dark eyes, Brianna 
caught a hint of anger. “Please, let me explain.” She pointed 
out the tent. “Outside.”

Tamir stepped to the side and let her pass then followed 
her into the night. Brianna folded her arms and stared up 
at the star-filled sky. She kept her back to him. She felt she 
did not have the courage to face him and share what she was 
about to tell him. 

“Do you believe that God can do miracles?” she asked.
“Of course,” Tamir said.
“And what do you know of miracles?”
“I would say today was a miracle,” he replied. “I spoke in 

a language I did not learn. I can’t say I understand it, but I 
know it was from God. The peace I felt could only have come 
from God.”

Brianna felt a tear trace down her cheek. “What if I were 
to tell you that I had the same experience several weeks ago?”

“But how?” Tamir asked, perplexed. “Peter told us that 
today was the first time anyone has had this kind of encoun-
ter with God.”

“He’s right,” Brianna said.
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“You’re not making sense. How could you have experi-
enced this weeks ago and then say today is the first time the 
Spirit of God has moved in this way? They can’t both be true.”

Brianna turned to Tamir. “It’s true if it happened to me in 
the future.”

Tamir wagged his head. Brianna could almost see his mind 
try to wrap around what she just said. 

“What are you saying? I don’t understand,” he said.
“God is not bound by time, right?”
Tamir nodded. 
“He is present in the days to come as much as He is today—

or in the past. Only humanity is bound by time. Season to 
season. Birth to death. Yet God made time. It’s within His 
power to alter time. To control time. Time is a servant to God, 
not the other way around.”

“Yes, but . . .” Tamir shook his head. 
“I’m not from this time, Tamir. I’m from a time two thou-

sand years into the future.”
“But how?” 
“I can’t explain how but I can tell you why. Seth and I are 

here to rescue our parents. They don’t belong here anymore 
than we do.”

Tamir struggled to keep his knees from giving way. He 
leaned against the nearby tent pole and heaved a long sigh. 

“What do you know about the Ark of the Covenant?” Bri-
anna asked.

“The Ark of the Covenant?” he repeated.
Brianna nodded.
“I know it held the tablets of stone on which God inscribed 

our laws to Moses. I also know it held the mercy seat where 
the blood of atonement was sprinkled once a year by the 
high priests. Outside of that, I know little. It’s been missing 
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since the Babylonians destroyed Jerusalem some six hundred 
years ago.” 

“That’s over twenty-six hundred years for me then,” Bri-
anna said under her breath.

“Why do you ask?” Tamir said.
“I’m just curious. Was it taken by the Babylonians?”
“I don’t think so. It was not listed in the items they carried 

off. Some elders believe that the old prophet Jeremiah hid it 
before Jerusalem fell to King Nebuchadnezzar and his army 
sieged the city.”

“If he hid it, where might he have put it?”
“There are many theories. In the Judean hills. In a nearby 

cave. Maybe in some hidden room below the Temple. Why? 
Are you planning to seek the Ark?”

“No, but I think my parents did,” Brianna replied.
“God sent them back to our time to find the Ark?”
“Not exactly. More like they stumbled on it in my time, 

and somehow unlocked a time portal that sent them back to 
this time period. It’s just a theory.”

Tamir shook his head. “Time portals. The Ark. This is all 
too much to believe.”

“Why? Didn’t God lift Ezekiel by the hair and transport 
him to different places?”

“In visions, most likely. I don’t know. I’ve never given it 
much thought.” Tamir ran his fingers through his hair. “Say 
you’re right. Say you are some traveler from the distant 
future. Are you here to remain? When you find your parents 
will that be enough to send you back?”

Brianna grimaced. She still had no idea how to get back 
once they found her parents. “I really don’t know. I thought 
we’d figure that out together. But, I only have less than a day 
and a half to find them. If not, it really makes no difference. 
If anything happens to them, we will cease to exist.”
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“You mean you will die?” Tamir asked.
“Worse. It will be as if we were never born. But it gets bet-

ter. Whatever my parents stumbled onto may have reper-
cussions for a lot of people. If we don’t get back in time for 
them to fix this, there’s no telling what bad things will hap-
pen.” Brianna sat against the tent stake opposite Tamir. She 
perched an elbow on her knee and dropped her head into her 
hand.

Tamir walked up to Brianna and stood over her. She looked 
up at Tamir, her eyes swollen with fresh tears. 

“Oh, I shouldn’t have told you all of this,” she said. “I 
should have kept my mouth shut. I just didn’t want you to 
hate me. Please don’t tell anyone.”

“How could I hate you?” Tamir whispered tenderly. 
“Besides, who would I tell? No one would believe me.”

Brianna cracked a subtle grin. “I suppose you’ve got a point 
there. I probably would think you’re crazy, too, if I weren’t liv-
ing it myself.”

Tamir bent next to Brianna. “Listen to me. I will do every-
thing in my power to help you find your parents.”

 “You have your own mom and dad to be concerned about,” 
Brianna said.

“Yes, and my mother and father have never turned anyone 
away who was in need. I can do no less.”

Brianna managed a forced smile. Why couldn’t guys be 
this kind back in her time? She pushed the thought aside and 
rose to her feet. She glanced back at the entrance of the tent. 
“Maybe we should go inside now. They’re probably wondering 
what happened to us.”

Tamir rose and cast a fleeting glimpse toward the tent. 
“There is much to do and so little time. Give my regards to 
Omar, but I feel I have a purpose. To help you and my parents.”
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“There is nothing you can do tonight. Omar has a band 
of street kids searching for my parents, and just like Omar 
said, you’ll get yourself caught if you try to help your parents 
escape.”

“God will go with me,” he said. Tamir reached for Brian-
na’s hand. She felt her heart beat double-time. “Now, describe 
your parents.”

Brianna gave Tamir a similar description of her parents 
that she and Seth provided Omar.

Tamir lifted his chin with confidence. “God’s providence 
has led us to meet. I will not fail you or God.” Tamir did not 
wait for a response from Brianna. He dropped her hand and 
jogged down the dark street. Brianna watched him until he 
turned the corner.

“Please, Lord. Help me not to fail you either,” she whis-
pered in prayer. Drawing in a long pull of air, Brianna brushed 
aside the tent curtain.

Omar sat at a small table. He lifted a hand in greeting. 
“Ah, there you are. Your tea is getting cold.” He motioned to 
Seth who lay fast asleep on a mound of embroidered pillows. 
“I’m afraid your brother will not be joining us. He has set sail 
for dreamland.”

“Tamir will not be joining us either,” Brianna announced. 
She glided toward the table and crouched on her knees, reach-
ing for the lone cup that wafted with steam.

“He is between man and boy. He is of the age where he 
feels compelled to prove his mettle.” Omar patted Brianna’s 
hand. “He cares for you.” He pointed to his eye. “I see it when 
he looks at you.”

Brianna smiled shyly. “Maybe. But I can’t think about that 
right now. The only thing on my mind is finding my folks.”

“Then let us pray that God does that for you and that He 
keeps them safe.”
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At the mention of prayer, Brianna felt a warmth pene-
trate her heart. She bowed her head and felt an energy rush 
through her. For the first time since arriving in Israel, she 
finally felt that familiar and welcoming peace her soul longed 
to feel. 

A peace beyond understanding.
A peace that revived her hope.
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the gladreunion

 chapter eleven 

Brianna felt herself being violently shaken. She roused 
herself from her sleepy stupor. Groggily, she looked up into 
Omar’s face. All the fear she had of him before he gave his life 
to Jesus came rushing back.

Brianna leapt to her feet, shielding herself with the near-
est thing she could find—an oversized pillow with knotted 
tassels.

Omar jumped back. “Oh my child, do not be alarmed. It is 
only Omar.”

Brianna searched the room. Her mind finally came into 
focus. She realized she was not on a desert road headed to 
Egypt to be sold as a slave. She was in a safe place. 

Seth popped his head up from his makeshift bed. “What’s 
going on?” he asked. His hair was tussled and his eyes glazed 
from sleep. He stretched and yawned.

“Sorry, guys,” Brianna said, tossing the pillow aside. “Just 
got disoriented and scared is all.” She cleared her throat. “Any 
word about our parents?”
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 Omar’s face beamed. “I believe I do. But we must hurry.”
Brianna ran a hand through her hair to tamp down her 

bedhead. “Where are they?”
“Micah got word that there are foreigners who are being 

carried to Herod’s stone,” Omar replied. “He found out that 
at least one of them was dressed oddly when they were 
captured.”

“Herod’s stone? What’s that?” Brianna said.
“It’s where slaves are auctioned just outside of Herod’s 

court. We must make haste. Micah just informed me they 
were about to move the prisoners.”

Brianna rushed the tent entrance. “Then what are we wait-
ing for?”

Struggling to put on his sandal, Seth stumbled clumsily 
behind his sister. 

Omar gestured to his left. “Let’s go this way. It’s much 
faster.”

Although Omar was running as fast as he could, several 
times he became winded and had to stop to catch his breath. 
The Elliott siblings grew impatient with their portly host. 

Eventually they arrived at a massive building at the edge 
of the city. The trio gazed up at the glimmering stone towers 
that flanked each of the four corners of the huge edifice. A 
series of stairs rose from the street and split on both sides 
into long columned breezeways. In the center stood a section 
of the building lined with six archways topped with a pair of 
white granite spiral towers.

“Wow, what is this place?” Seth said.
“This is Herod’s Palace.” Omar pointed to a group of men 

that began to gather at the side of a stone courtyard. “There’s 
the slave auction. Let’s hurry.”
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The three of them sprinted toward the growing crowd. 
Brianna rose onto her toes and peered over the shoulders of 
the sea of onlookers.

“I can barely see, but it looks like they are lining up the 
slaves now.”

“Do you see Mom or Dad?” Seth asked. “I can’t see a thing.”
“I can only make out a couple of faces.” Brianna turned 

to Omar. “It’s no use. They're too far away and there are too 
many people blocking my view.”

Seth pointed at the stairs that led up to the palace. “Let’s 
go up there. We can see better.”

“Great idea,” Brianna said. 
They hurriedly raced up the steps and looked over the bal-

cony toward the auction. She quickly scanned the faces that 
stared vacantly at the crowd from behind the auction stone. 
They were all men. No women. She began to study more 
closely each of their faces. She paused at the fourth man 
from the end of the line. He wore a scruffy beard, his hair 
was matted and his shabby tunic was shredded and stained. 
Yet, there was something familiar in those eyes that peeked 
from behind the grime. 

“You see something?” Seth asked.
“I can’t be sure, but I think I see Dad.”
“Where?” said Seth. He followed Brianna’s pointed finger.
“Maybe, but Dad doesn’t have a beard.”
“Remember, he hasn’t shaved in a few days.”
“We need to get closer.”
“How do you plan to do that?”
“I don’t know. Maybe we can push our way through the 

crowd up to the front.”
“That would not be wise, my young friend,” Omar said. 

“These men can be ruthless. They will not take well to boyish 
interlopers.”
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Just then, a scuffle ensued at the front of the crowd. The 
slave next to the man she believed to be her father broke 
from the line and moved toward the tussle. A guard lurched 
toward him, striking him so hard on the face with his shield 
that the prisoner’s feet lifted from the ground. Her father 
dove to the man’s aid and was quickly met with a boot to the 
stomach by the same guard. Another pair of guards stepped 
up, roughly grabbed the wounded men, and dragged them 
beyond the door to the building.

The throng peeled back, revealing the reason for the sud-
den upheaval. Two brawny men held a defiant boy who flailed 
about as he was dragged from the crowd and tossed into the 
street.

“Hey, isn’t that Tamir?” said Seth. “What’s he doing?”
“I can’t be certain, but that man who was just roughed up 

by that guard was his father,” replied Omar.
“And they roughed up our Dad pretty bad, too,” Seth said. 

“Where did they take them? What are they going to do to 
them?”

Brianna felt her belly tighten into knots. “Wherever it is, 
it can’t be good. Let’s get down to Tamir and help him.” She 
rushed down the stairs, and launched toward Tamir.

He sat in the dirt, his face in his knees. Brianna drew near 
and heard Tamir’s deep sobs. Brianna dropped to her knees 
beside him and rested a hand on his shoulder. “Are you all 
right?”

Tamir rubbed the tears from his eyes. He glanced up at 
Brianna. “What are you doing here?”

“We got word that our parents may be auctioned off as 
slaves. I’m pretty sure I saw my dad. And I think he was try-
ing to help your father after he was attacked by that guard.”

“That was your father?” he asked. 
Brianna nodded.
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“Then I’m afraid for him as much as I am for my own 
father” he said.

By this time, Omar and Seth had joined them. “Are you 
okay? We saw a commotion in the crowd but we couldn’t see 
what happened,” Seth said.

Tamir was slow to respond. “I pressed my way to the front 
of the crowd. When I got there, I saw my poor bruised and 
beaten father. I guess I just lost it. Before I knew what I was 
doing, I rushed the line. Dad jumped toward me. I think he 
was trying to hold me back. But the guard must have thought 
he was trying to escape. I’m pretty sure I just created more 
trouble for my father. And for your father, too.” He hung his 
head. “For that, I am ashamed.” He began to weep again.

Brianna worried about Tamir’s state of mind. It seemed so 
odd to see someone who appeared to be so strong lose control 
this easily. He probably hadn’t slept. He was likely dehydrated 
and hungry. But the thought of being orphaned and becom-
ing like one of the Under-Dwellers probably played havoc on 
his thoughts. 

Brianna looked up to Omar. “We have to find out what 
happened to our fathers.”

“I may have an idea,” said Omar. “I recognized one of the 
guards. Before I came to know the Lord, I employed him to 
do some unpleasant things. I paid him handsomely for his 
efforts. Perhaps he can provide some answers.”

“What about Mom?” Seth asked.
“They separate the men and women. It’s possible they have 

already come, and we missed them. The guard may know. I 
will ask.”

 Hordes of people passed by; many of them gawked at the 
young boy who sat weeping in the street. Omar motioned to 
Brianna. “You should get your friend to a more secluded spot. 
It’s too far to my tent in his condition. Get him to his house. 

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   115 8/14/17   9:33 AM



TREASURE QUEST

116

It’s just a few streets over.” Omar pointed a finger to his right. 
“It is not far up that road toward the Temple. Do you need me 
to lead the way?”

“I think I can find it,” Brianna replied. 
“Very well. I will find the guard and see what information 

he can offer. I’ll meet up with you later.”
After Omar slipped away, Brianna tugged on Tamir’s arm. 

“It’s time to go. Can you make it?”
Tamir wiped his wet eyes on his tattered sleeves. “I’m fine.” 

He rose from the ground. “Let’s get out of here.”
A few steps into the walk Tamir’s back straightened. His 

stride became more certain and sure, almost resolute. As 
quickly as he sunk into despair he shook it off. 

They walked in silence until they approached Tamir’s 
house. Tamir stopped a few feet away and held up a hand. 
“Wait! Someone’s in the house. You stay here and I’ll go check 
it out.”

Tamir crept up to the house in a crouched posture. He 
eased up to the window and peered inside. Suddenly, Tamir 
broke into a run and rushed through the front door. 

“What’s he doing?” Brianna asked, perplexed. They waited 
for several seconds but Tamir did not return. 

“I’m going to see what’s going on,” Seth said. Before Bri-
anna had a chance to react, Seth sprinted toward the house.

“Seth! Get back here,” Brianna cried. Seth ignored her. 
“Great,” Brianna said under her breath. She ran after her 
brother. 

When Brianna caught up, Seth pried open the door. “I hear 
voices.”

“What are they saying?”
“I can’t make it out . . . wait! I think he just referred to 

someone as ‘Mother’.”
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They crept inside and slinked toward the voices. They soon 
spotted Tamir. He was bent on one knee next to a woman 
seated on a wooden stool. When she looked up, Brianna 
immediately recognized her—the lady from the upper room. 
This time, she appeared to have been in a fistfight judging 
from the multiple bruises on her cheeks and puffy, cracked 
lips. Her right eye was swollen shut and deep purple in color. 

“Why did they do this to you, Mother?” Tamir asked, tear-
fully. “It’s not fair. You didn’t do anything.”

“Son, I might be hurt in my body,” she said, careful to limit 
movement with her lips. “But they could not take away my 
joy. For Jesus, I would give my life.” 

Brianna leaned in close to Tamir. “So what happened?”
“I can answer that question,” Tamir’s mother interjected. 

“I was questioned by the Sanhedrin. They told me that if I did 
not forsake Jesus, I would be banned from the synagogue. 
When I refused, they trumped up charges that I elicited a riot 
and handed me over to the Romans. They just knocked me 
around a bit and tossed me in jail. I’m okay. I made a new 
friend.”

She motioned to the corner where another woman lay on 
a straw mat with her back turned. She was dressed in a tat-
tered, beige stola stained with sweat, blood, and dirt. 

Slowly the woman turned her head toward Brianna. When 
their eyes locked, Brianna was instantly filled with relief.

“Mom!” Brianna yelled. She and Seth raced to her. Her 
mother painfully lifted herself by the elbow. 

“Brianna? Seth? But how . . . ?” Her voice trailed off into a 
ceaseless stream of tears. She reached out her arms, and Bri-
anna and Seth melted into her embrace.

Brianna pulled back and took in her bruised and swollen 
face. 

“Oh no, Mom. You’re hurt!” Brianna exclaimed.
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Mrs. Elliott gave her a pained smile. “I’m all right. A little 
confused by all of this. Thinking it’s a bad dream.” She leaned 
her back against the wall. “Dream or not, I’m just so happy to 
see my children.”

“I see that God has shown His hand,” Tamir’s mother said. 
“It was God’s will for me to be taken. He led me to my new 
friend, Candace.”

“I’m still trying to figure out how your father and I got 
here. Or how Brianna and Seth got here,” Mrs. Elliott said.

“I’ll explain everything later, Mom,” Brianna said, wiping 
a tear from her cheek. “But we’re here to take you and Dad 
home.”

“I guess I don’t care how or why you’re here. I’m just so 
happy to see your faces. Not a moment has gone by these last 
few days where your faces haven’t filled my thoughts.”

“How were you taken prisoner?” Brianna asked.
“It’s such a long, complicated story. I’m not sure I under-

stand it. Your father and I were exploring under the city when 
we discovered a sealed entrance. We dug through the rocks 
where we found a room with a stone box. We had chiseled a 
small piece of the box to look inside. We were in the process 
of inserting a scope into the opening when the room filled 
with a mysterious smoke and wind. We thought something 
caught on fire. We ran out of the room and raced back down 
the tunnel. When we emerged on the street—or what we 
thought was the street—we found ourselves in a courtyard 
surrounded by men dressed like they just stepped out of the 
Bible days. At first, we thought they were actors shooting a 
movie. That was until they started shouting to us in an old 
Aramaic dialect. 

“Soon, we were snatched up by these men dressed in tur-
bans and bearing bronze spears that, we came to find out, are 
the Temple guards. Herod’s Temple. From the first century ad. 
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You can imagine our surprise. It also came as a shock that while 
these men in white robes were barking on about us, our ears 
popped and we suddenly understood every word they said. 
And you know how bad your father and I are with Middle East-
ern languages. Of course, we quickly realized that they were 
debating whether to stone us. But, because of the way we were 
dressed, they could not figure out if we were Romans or not. So 
they turned us over to the Roman court. 

“That’s when your father and I were separated. I was taken 
to a women’s prison—I guess you could call it that. It was 
terrible. I was beaten, starved, and made to work. I had just 
about given up ever seeing you and your father again when 
Miriam was sent to my cell.” Mrs. Elliott smiled at Tamir’s 
mother. “They only released us this morning. I’m not sure 
what happened to your father.”

“We found him,” Seth said.
Mrs. Elliott sat up straighter. “Where?” 
“He was going to be auctioned off as a slave this morning, 

but they were hauled off by these Roman soldiers before the 
auction began. We think they may be in danger.”

“That would be my fault,” Tamir admitted. He recounted 
how he had interfered with the auction, and his father and 
Mrs. Elliott’s husband paid the price for it. 

“Do you know what happened to your father?” Miriam 
asked.

Tamir frowned. “I’m afraid I do not. They dragged them 
back into the place where the slaves are held at Herod’s stone. 
I’m not sure what happened next.” 

“Omar went to find out. He should be here soon,” Brianna 
replied.

“Who’s Omar?” asked Mrs. Elliott.
“Did someone mention my name?” Omar strolled into 

the room. “I hope you don’t mind my coming in. The door 
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was open.” His jovial demeanor quickly turned dark when he 
gazed on the badly injured women.

“Oh no! What has happened to you?”
“A little roughed up,” Miriam said. “It’s good to see you 

again, Omar. We missed you at the meeting last night. Turns 
out, it was a good thing you didn’t come. Saul, that dreadful 
man from the Sanhedrin, had us brought before the council. 
But God was on our side.”

“That He is,” Omar said. “There’s no doubt about that.”
“This is Omar, Mother,” Brianna said, motioning to him.
Omar swiveled his head toward Brianna. “This is your 

mother?” he asked.
Brianna nodded. “They let her out today. Did you find out 

anything about Dad?”
“They have your fathers held in chains beneath Herod’s 

palace,” Omar opened his mouth to say more but quickly shut 
it.

Brianna noticed his hesitation. “Keep going,” she encour-
aged him.

“They are moving them tonight,” Omar said.
“To where?”
“My informant did not know. But, he did say they would 

face hard labor for their misconduct.”
“We have to find out where they’re moving them,” Mrs. 

Elliott said. She attempted to stand but grabbed her side and 
dropped back to the ground with a pained moan.

“You’re hurt too badly, Mother,” Brianna said. “Please 
don’t get up. We’ve got this.” She turned back to Omar. “So 
what time are they moving them?”

“Just before sunset. They will escort them out with some 
other prisoners through the east gate of the palace.”

“Sunset?” Seth bellowed. “We only have a few hours left. 
That’s cutting it kind of close.”
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“Why are you so worried about the time, Seth?” his mother 
asked. 

Seth looked to Brianna, but she only scowled and looked 
away. 

Their mother grew impatient. “I need to know what you 
know, kids. Why is Seth counting down the hours? Does this 
have anything to do with how we get back? I need answers, 
and I need them now.”

Brianna looked to Tamir’s mother. “I apologize to ask this 
of you as this is your house, but do you think Seth and I can 
have a moment alone with our mother?”

“Absolutely,” Miriam replied. She grabbed Tamir’s hand 
and forced herself upright. “Come on, Son. Our guests are 
probably famished. Let’s bake some bread while these good 
people have their privacy.”

Omar bowed. “Allow Omar to be of assistance.” 
Tamir looked at Brianna with concern. She smiled to let 

him know all was well. 
Tamir wrapped his arm around his mother. “Lean on me, 

Mother. I’ll help you get around.” He escorted her from the 
room while Omar followed them.

After the room emptied, Brianna reached for her mother’s 
hand. “What I am about to tell you will be hard to believe.”

Her mother let out a harsh laugh. “Like it could be any 
more unbelievable than what I’ve already experienced.”

Brianna held up her index finger. “Hold that thought,” she 
said.

“I’m listening.”
“Where should I start?”
“Start at the beginning,” her mother said. “How did you 

guys get mixed up in all of this?”
Brianna set out to explain the events that transpired, 

starting with the earthquake in the museum several weeks 
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before that led them to a massive library and a man known 
as the Time Chronicler. She described in detail her and Seth’s 
travel through times past to discover the existence of God. 

Her mother listened patiently as Brianna recounted the 
extraordinary tales of being carried by a cloud from one his-
torical event to another. She didn’t bat an eye when Brianna 
told her that she and Seth met Solomon, John the Baptist, 
and even had brief encounters with Jesus Himself. 

“When we returned to our time,” Brianna continued, “our 
memories were erased of all these events. What our minds 
could not recall, our hearts could not forget that we had been 
in the presence of God. We saw Him face-to-face when we 
met Jesus. It was after all of this that Seth and I gave our 
hearts to Jesus. We were filled with the same Holy Ghost like 
Grandma always talks about. Mom, I can’t explain it, but it 
felt like we were set free.”

Her mother drew in a long pull of air. “That doesn’t explain 
how you got here,” she said.

“Mr. Clarke, the Time Chronicler, met us in Israel a few 
days ago. At that time, our memories had not been restored, 
so we didn’t recognize him. Although I had a sneaking sus-
picion I had met him before. Anyway, he took us back to his 
archive where he gave us back our memories. That was when 
he told us our mission: we were to find you and Dad and bring 
you home. The catch? We only have two days. If we fail . . .” 
Her voice trailed off. “Let’s just say, failure is not an option.”

A tear trickled down her mother’s cheek. This caught Bri-
anna by surprise. This was not the response she expected. 
“What’s wrong, Mom?” she asked with concern.

“I could tell from the moment I laid eyes on you that some-
thing had changed. You are . . . brighter. Happier. More con-
fident. You used to be so snarky. I thought it was just a teen-
age thing. There wouldn’t be five minutes where you wouldn’t 
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pick on Seth. But, I can tell by the way you two are now that 
you really care for one another. As a mother, I can’t tell you 
how happy that makes me.”

Brianna pulled Seth close to her. “Jesus changed me, 
Mom. I’ve learned what real love means.” She felt her eyes 
grow blurry with tears.

“I have something to tell you, Brianna. After being beaten, 
accused of crimes, malnourished, and ridiculed—I actually 
found myself praying. I haven’t prayed since I was a little 
girl. As I grew older, I assumed people who prayed were just 
a bunch of superstitious people who needed a crutch because 
they couldn’t take responsibility for their own lives.” Mrs. 
Elliott looked straight at Brianna with a fierceness in her 
eyes. “Do you know what I prayed?”

Brianna shook her head.
“I prayed that God would let me see your faces again. I 

prayed for your father. I prayed . . . for a friend.” Her voice 
cracked.

Brianna and Seth wrapped their arms around their mother 
and wept with her.

“When I was at my lowest point,” Mrs. Elliott went on, “in 
comes Miriam. Even after being severely beaten herself, she 
sat in the corner and sang.” She let out a derisive chortle. “She 
sang. Who sings when they’re tortured? The strangest thing 
was the words of her song were about Jesus. I can’t explain 
this, but I was immediately drawn to her. She explained how 
she had just received some miraculous gift from God and 
that she spoke in a language she did not understand. Well, 
we know who that sounds like, right?”

“Grandma,” Seth replied, wiping his nose on his sleeve.
Mrs. Elliott laughed heartily. “Yes. Your zealous grand-

mother who talks constantly about Jesus. Funny thing is, 

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   123 8/14/17   9:33 AM



TREASURE QUEST

124

before Miriam came I felt nothing but despair. With Miriam I 
felt such a peace. Even in her suffering, she had peace!”

“It’s real, Mom,” Brianna spoke just above a whisper.
“I’m beginning to see that now,” Mrs. Elliott said.
The door burst open. In raced Tamir. “Come quick. Peter 

is teaching at the Temple. Some of the people are praying for 
the gift.”

Painfully, Mrs. Elliott got up from the ground and fol-
lowed Brianna and Seth out of the house. They had to pace 
themselves because of Mrs. Elliott’s condition, but they made 
it to the Temple in time to witness what appeared to be a cele-
bration. There were men and women alike who danced in the 
street. Tears falling, lips stammering, they shouted at the top 
of their lungs in different languages. Brianna was not certain 
because of the clamor, but she thought she heard a woman 
cry, “Jesus is Lord. He is the Messiah”—in perfect English!

“Look,” Tamir cried. He pointed to a man with crippled 
legs that leaned on a crutch made out of a tree limb. Before 
their eyes, they saw the man’s legs straighten. His face filled 
with unbelieving joy. He tossed the crutch to the ground and 
began to join in the dancing.

“This looks like Grandma’s church in a Sunday night ser-
vice,” Seth commented.

Brianna turned to her mother who gaped at the spectacle, 
seemingly mesmerized by it all. 

Omar edged up next to them, Tamir’s mother by his side. 
His belly shook with laughter. “Looks like more have experi-
enced this Jesus, wouldn’t you say?”

A tall man with a bushy beard threaded his way through 
the crowd toward them. Brianna felt her heart race. She rec-
ognized the man as Peter.

He walked right up to Mrs. Elliott. “Seen enough?” he 
asked.
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She looked at him puzzled. “Excuse me?”
“I asked if you have seen enough. You have sought God, 

have you not? He has shown you how real He is, has He not? 
God is waiting. Are you ready to know Him?”

Brianna’s head began to swim. Her mother sought God? 
Something was happening. Is she going to become a Christian 
right here in ancient Jerusalem? At the birth of the church?

But her mother abruptly turned on her heels and staggered 
back in the direction they had come. Brianna raced after her.

“Mother!” she shouted. Brianna quickly caught up to her. 
“Please wait! Mother?” Brianna tugged on her mother’s arm.

Her mother pulled away. Wordlessly, she let her feet carry 
her far away from the crowd. Mrs. Elliott stumbled onto a nar-
row walkway and fell against a wall. She sat on the ground, 
dropped her face into her knees, and sobbed.

Brianna threw an arm around her shoulder and tried to 
comfort her. Seconds later, the others arrived. They stood 
silently by and looked on with worried expressions. Seth gave 
Brianna a questioning gaze.

Brianna replied with a wag of the head. Mrs. Elliott peered 
up at Brianna. She rubbed her eyes with the heels of her 
hands. 

“I’m sorry, kids,” she said. “I don’t know what came over 
me. When that man spoke to me, I felt something. I don’t 
know how to describe it. It made me feel so . . . inadequate, 
yet loved at the same time. It kind of scared me.”

“That sounds like conviction,” Miriam said.
“Conviction?” Mrs. Elliott asked. “Like convicted of a 

crime?”
“Not exactly. More like a compelling need to surrender. To 

recognize you’re a sinner and you have a chance to be free, if 
you want to change.”

“Surrender? To whom?”
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“To Jesus,” replied Miriam. “Come on. Let’s get back to the 
house and eat. We can talk more there.”

That afternoon, in a modest home in the midst of Jerusa-
lem over warm bread, the conversation centered on an obscure 
man from Galilee who healed the sick, raised the dead, even 
Himself. They soon lost track of time. The shadows grew long 
across the simple room where they had congregated. 

Tamir peered out the window. “Oh no! It’s almost sunset. 
If we don’t leave now, we’re going to miss where they are tak-
ing our fathers!”
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thequarries

 chapter twelve 

As the sunlight waned, Brianna, Seth, Tamir, and Omar 
stood at the edge of the marketplace. Their eyes were glued 
to the wooden gate on the east side of the palace where the 
prisoners were held. Brianna glanced at the red rooftops that 
lined the stalwart edifices around Herod’s stronghold—a 
stark contrast to the slate gray hovels of the poorer district 
in which Tamir and his family lived. 

Tamir crouched to one knee. His focus did not waver from 
the gate, a hunter patiently awaiting his prey. His dark hair 
was peppered with dust whipped up by the wind. His san-
daled feet were marred with dirt, and his tunic was stained 
with sweat. Beneath the grime, he brandished a strong resolve 
well beyond his youthful years. Even in his disheveled state, 
Brianna fought to keep her attention on the gate and not on 
him.

Get it together, Brianna. Focus.
The door of the gate rattled to life. With a screech it peeled 

back from the fortress wall.
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“They’re coming,” Omar announced.
Tamir stood and took a step backward. “Stay to the shad-

ows,” he said with a wave of the hand. “We don’t want them 
to know they are being followed.”

The door swung open. Two guards emerged from a dark-
ened doorway. They were each clad in red woolen shirts 
beneath their metal jackets. Their heads were covered in 
plated silvery helmets with side shields that concealed their 
cheeks. Each bore a spear and shield prepared for war. The 
men stepped to the side and waved through four prisoners 
bound hand and foot in clanking chains. Brianna imme-
diately recognized her father third from the back. Tamir’s 
father took up the last position. 

Even in the dim light and with his thick, full beard, the 
bruises to her father’s eyes and cheeks were unmistakable. 
His downcast appearance and frail frame sent terror through 
Brianna’s heart.

After the men passed through the gate, another guard 
appeared at the end of the line. He commanded the men to 
stop. The first two guards moved to the front of the line and 
the group resumed its sullen pace along the edge of the for-
tress wall.

Keeping a safe distance, with Tamir in the front, they 
trailed behind the prisoner convoy. They came to another 
wall that ran down the center of the city where they traveled 
through an open gate. Soon, the wall curved to the east. They 
passed by one of the main gates to the city and stopped at 
what appeared to be the mouth of a cave.

Tamir held up his hand. Brianna and the rest of the team 
came to an abrupt halt. He turned to Omar, his eyes wide 
with concern. “They’re going into the quarry,” he whispered.

Omar frowned. “That is a problem.”
“Why is that a problem?” asked Brianna.
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“This is Solomon’s Quarry,” Tamir replied. “It is an intri-
cate cave system beneath the city. This is where Herod gets 
the stones for his construction projects like the ones used to 
build the Temple.”

“Okay, why is that a problem then?”
“Citizens are strictly prohibited from entering it. If we are 

discovered, we could be prosecuted.”
“I’ve heard a rumor where a drunken man staggered into 

the caves by accident,” Omar said. “He was cut through with 
a sword.”

“So what are we going to do?” Brianna said. 
“There is little that we can do, I’m afraid,” Omar replied.
“At least we know they’re alive,” Tamir said. “Let’s go back 

to my house and regroup. Perhaps we can plead with Herod 
for their release.”

Brianna felt her face grow hot. She took a deep breath to 
suppress the anger. “So that’s it? We just give up?”

Tamir motioned to the cave entrance. “What do you expect 
we should do? Just walk in there and demand they let them 
go?”

“I don’t think you understand. I’m not leaving this spot 
unless it’s with my dad.”

“We have to break them out,” Seth blurted.
Omar and Tamir let out a collective gasp. “We have no 

weapons,” Omar said.
“Even if we did, we don’t know how many guards are 

in there. Plus, we would never get away with it. Even if we 
weren’t killed in the process, we’d eventually be captured, 
and then we’d surely be crucified.”

Brianna began to pace back and forth. She played with the 
ends of her hair, contemplating their next move. “So what 
happens if we wait for them to come out?” she asked.
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“Then what, Brianna? Ambush the guards and grab all the 
prisoners? They’re chained together,” remarked Tamir.

“No need to get feisty,” Brianna retorted. 
“It’s a moot point, anyway,” Omar said. “I’m fairly cer-

tain they keep the prisoners locked away in the quarry 
somewhere.”

“You mean they sleep in the cave?”
“I believe so.”
“Great. We wait for them to go to sleep then we sneak 

inside and smuggle them out.”
Tamir threw his hands in the air in frustration. “That’s it. 

You have completely lost your mind.”
Brianna shot Tamir a spiteful stare. “Now wait a minute . . .” 
“I can pick the locks,” Seth interjected. All eyes turned to 

the younger of the Elliott siblings. 
“Go on,” Brianna said.
“The locking mechanisms on those locks—I’m pretty sure 

they are no different than your diary’s lock.”
“You picked the lock on my diary?” Brianna’s voice rose an 

octave.
“Relax, Bree. It was only one time.”
“You just wait until we get home . . .”
Tamir brought a finger to his mouth, then took a quick 

glance back to the cave entrance. “Please keep your voices 
down. You will rouse the guards.”

Brianna pointed at Seth. “I can guarantee you that we’ll 
talk about this later. Right now, we need a plan. What do you 
suggest?”

“Well, it’s a cave, right?”
“Uh huh.”
“There’s got to be plenty of rocks and crevices to hide. I go 

in there, sneak up to where they keep the prisoners and wait 
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for them to fall asleep. I’ll ease up to Dad and Tamir’s father, 
pick the lock, and we quietly get away.”

“What about the guards who are responsible to watch over 
the prisoners?” Brianna asked.

“He’s going to need a diversion,” Tamir said. “I can create 
one to buy him some time to pick the lock.”

“And if there’s more than one guard?” Omar said.
“Then we need to create more than one diversion,” Bri-

anna said. 
“This is too dangerous. I can’t allow it!” Omar objected.
“Omar, we have no choice. We have to get my father out of 

there tonight!”
“Why? Why is it so important that you get your father out 

tonight? You are not making sense.”
“Because we don’t belong here, Omar! We belong back in 

the twenty-first century! If we don’t get him out by morn-
ing, my whole family will vanish off the face of the earth!” As 
soon as the words left her mouth, Brianna regretted them.

Omar’s mouth fell open. After several silent seconds, 
Omar finally spoke in a slow and deliberate tone. “My, child, 
you talk of delusions.”

“Why did I open my mouth,” Brianna muttered to herself. 
To Omar, she said, “I don’t have time to explain everything 
to you right now. All I can tell you is that not all things make 
sense. Take yesterday, for example. Does it make sense that 
people could speak languages they’ve never learned? Does it 
make sense how your heart could feel like it was set free from 
a prison of pain after a single prayer? Can you explain how 
baptism in Jesus’ name could remit sin?”

“No, but I fail to see your point.”
“Faith, Omar. Faith. You believe because you experienced 

these things. If God can do that, you can believe He can do 
anything. That includes turning back the hands of time. After 
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all, isn’t He the creator of time? Doesn’t He have the power to 
change nature?”

Omar shook his head. “I understand what you are trying 
to do, here. Yes, I believe God can do all those things, but this 
is too much.”

Brianna wrapped her hands around his arm. “What if I 
told you that I knew you before you knew God?”

“That’s impossible! I only met you yesterday.”
“Seth and I were sent back here before. Then, you kidnapped 

me and tried to sell me into slavery in Egypt. You were mean 
and selfish. You only thought about one thing—money!”

Omar gasped. “I don’t remember that!”
“That’s because God wiped it from time just like He wiped 

away your sins as though they never happened. He altered 
the course of time so that you’d be at the upper room at the 
time the Holy Ghost fell. He did that for you. Now look at 
you. You are a new person.”

Omar’s lip began to tremble. “It’s true. I only thought 
about money. I’m so thankful I am no longer that man!”

“I believe that, Omar. Now, I need you to believe me when 
I say that we didn’t belong here then, and we don’t belong 
here now. I have to save my dad. That’s my mission. Whether 
I make it out alive or not, I have one purpose in mind—get 
my family back where they belong.”

Omar puffed out his chest. “Then I will do everything in 
my power to make sure your mission is accomplished.”

“I appreciate that, my friend.” She turned to Seth and 
Tamir. “Let’s get started.”

As she turned, Omar grabbed Brianna’s arm. “Not so fast. 
Before you head into danger, let’s pray.” He corralled them 
into a circle and they lowered their heads. “Lord Jesus, we 
thank You for changing our lives with Your gift of the Spirit. 
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Now, I must ask for Your protection for my young friends. Be 
with them, I pray.”

“In Jesus’ name,” uttered Seth.
“Go with God,” Omar said.
Tamir hunched down into stealth-like mode, motioning 

Brianna and Seth to follow him. He approached the entrance 
of the cave and ducked behind a shrub. After they gathered at 
the opening of the quarry, he whispered his plan. 

“I was only a boy when I got a chance to tour the quarry 
with my father. If memory serves me, the cave extends about 
five hundred cubits and is about two hundred cubits at its 
widest point.”

Brianna gave Seth a puzzled expression. 
“A cubit is a foot and a half. So the cave is about as long as 

two football fields,” Seth said.
“Got it,” Brianna said. “That’s not very deep then.”
“Football?” Tamir asked.
“It’s a game played in our time,” Brianna explained. “Any-

way, please go on.”
“What we don’t know is where the guards are stationed,” 

Tamir continued. “We also don’t know how many there are 
or how deep into the cave we have to go before we find the 
prisoners. As Seth wisely stated, we need to keep to the shad-
ows and bunker behind rocks. We need to move slowly and 
quietly. Since I have been in the cave before, I think I should 
take the lead.”

“I’m fine with that,” Brianna said. “But are there enough 
places for us to hide in there? After all, we have to wait a 
while for them to bed down for our plan to work.”

“There are many alcoves and branches within the tunnel. 
If we remain quiet and out of sight, we could hide for quite 
some time. And, if we’re fortunate, we’ll find a place where we 
can keep our eyes on the prisoners’ movements.”
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With their plan laid out, the three of them eased into the 
cave system. Cool air rushed against Brianna’s face. Mis-
shapen rock formed by limestone worn down by eons of 
ground water that carved deep trenches in the earth stretched 
before them. Several yards away, little fires flickered from the 
craggy walls. Their flames danced, creating eerie patterns of 
light and shadow along the cave’s surfaces. 

The distant sounds of metal against stone reverberated off 
the rocky recesses, composing a symphony of clanks and clat-
ters that rang in their ears. Just above the cacophony, they 
could hear the intermittent and undecipherable shouts of 
fierce taskmasters. By the pitch and inflection of their tone, 
Brianna could sense they were threatening in nature. 

Slave drivers.
Tamir motioned Brianna and Seth to draw closer. He 

pointed a finger toward the long passageway in front of them. 
“There’s a main chamber at the end of the cave. That’s where 
I believe the quarry is located,” he whispered. “Not far from 
here, the cave will open up and fork into two tunnels. The 
shortest path to the quarry is the one that leads straight 
ahead. That’s probably where the guards will be located. We 
should take the passage to the left and go around the other 
side. We can probably sneak up on the workmen without 
being spotted. But, we need to be careful. It’s likely not lit, 
and there are many pitfalls. We must stick close together and 
feel our way along the walls.”

Brianna nodded nervously. Images of either herself or 
Seth falling into a deep fissure never to be seen again flooded 
her with stomach-turning trepidation. She felt Seth’s hand 
grip the back of her robe. 

Remaining close behind Tamir, Brianna crept down the 
tunnel. Oil lamps lodged in little notches carved into the 
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stone walls gave light to the gloomy passageway. She ges-
tured to the first lamp they passed. “Shouldn’t we grab one 
of these?”

“That would not be wise,” replied Tamir. “If the guards 
discover a lamp is missing, they will know that someone is 
in the cave besides themselves and the prisoners. They may 
come looking for us.”

“Good point,” Brianna said. “It’s just that I’m a little ner-
vous about falling into a pit, that’s all.”

“I must admit, I’m a little concerned about that, too,” 
Tamir said.

“I’ve got an idea,” Seth announced. He looked around the 
cavern until he found a slender stick of wood. He walked back 
to Tamir. “Give me your rope sash.”

Tamir removed the belt that cinched his tunic around his 
waist and handed it to Seth. Seth wound the sash around the 
stick and tied the ends tightly together. He then took a lamp 
from the wall and carefully poured oil over the sash until it 
was completely soaked. 

“You’re getting pretty good at making torches, Seth,” Bri-
anna said.

“Thanks, but there’s one more thing I need to do.” Seth 
rubbed the cloth on the ground along the edge of the wall.

“Why are you doing that?” Brianna asked.
“The lime from the limestone will help the torch burn 

brighter for longer,” he explained, suspending the cloth end 
of the torch over the flame of one of the lamps. Within sec-
onds, the cloth ignited.

Seth handed the torch to Tamir. “How’s this? Now we have 
a light and we didn’t have to take one of the lamps.”

Tamir took the torch from Seth and turned to Brianna. “I 
didn’t realize your brother was so crafty.” 
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“For such a little person, he does have a pretty big brain . . . 
sometimes,” Brianna said. 

“Wow!” Seth said sarcastically.
Brianna rustled Seth’s hair. “Just kidding. Good thinking, 

Bro.”
“Okay, let’s keep going,” Tamir spun back toward the pas-

sageway. “As we get closer to the workers, we’re going to have 
to lose the torch, you know.” 

“By my guess, it’s only good for about twenty minutes,” 
Seth said. “I really needed to have soaked the cloth a little 
longer.”

 “Then we best get moving.” Brianna waved them forward. 
“Lead on, Tamir.”

Tamir moved stealthily along the underground corridor. 
Before long, they came to the fork that Tamir mentioned. The 
lit tunnel continued ahead for some length, but the passage 
to the left stood dark and foreboding. Tamir did not hesitate. 
He turned toward the pitch black grotto.

As they entered the yawning cave Tamir slowed his pace. 
Brianna ran a hand along the cave walls. Ninety degree pock-
ets and deep, straight grooves—evidence that this area had 
been quarried some time in its past. 

“What were the stones used for that came from this cave?” 
she asked.

Keeping his focus on the way ahead, Tamir gave Brianna a 
brief history of Solomon’s Quarry. “Material from this cave is 
believed to have been used to build the first Temple in Jeru-
salem. The one built by Solomon himself.”

Brianna’s mind recalled in vivid imagery the inaugura-
tion ceremony of that Temple—a shimmering white edifice 
crowned in gold. Solomon’s prayer ended with a thick cloud 
that filled the Temple such that no man could enter. She was 
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glad that the Time Chronicler restored her memory. That was 
a breathtaking scene.

“Also, as I said earlier, King Herod used stone from here to 
build several of the buildings around the city, including the 
current Temple. In fact, we’re headed in the direction of the 
Temple Mount now.”

“Wait a minute,” said Brianna. “This cave leads directly 
below the Temple?”

“Not quite. The length of the cave would need to be dou-
bled in size for that to happen. Of course, there are some sto-
ries that there are secret passages that lead to the Temple. 
Some believe Jeremiah may have used them to hide the Ark 
of Moses. Remember you asked about the Ark, Brianna? Of 
course, no one has ever been able to find it, so it’s probably 
just a made-up tale.”

In the distance, they spotted a light undulating off the 
cavern walls.

“This is what happens to prisoners who fall behind!” 
shouted someone up ahead. What followed was a sickening 
crack that pierced the still air. A man cried out in agony.

Tamir pushed Brianna and Seth into an alcove in the side 
of the wall. He dropped the torch to the ground and stomped 
out the flame.

“Guards lashing a prisoner,” he said quietly. “Don’t move! 
Don’t speak!”

“Hey!” shouted someone gruffly. “Who’s there?”
The three of them pressed their backs firmly against the 

rock wall. They froze in place.
“Hey, who’s there?” a voice called out again.
“What are you doing?” came a second voice. Another 

guard?
“Someone’s in the cave,” the first person replied. 

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   137 8/14/17   9:33 AM



TREASURE QUEST

138

Brianna slowly peered around the corner. A flickering light 
was moving closer. A man’s hand clutching a torch came into 
view.

“I think I see something!” the man yelled.
Brianna flattened her body against the cave wall and 

squeezed her eyes shut. She could feel her heart race. 
This is it. We’ve been found, she thought.
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the secondshift

 chapter thirteen 

Brianna heard the crunch of limestone gravel underfoot 
draw ever closer to the alcove where she and the others lay 
hidden. Even with her eyes closed she could still sense the 
torch flame peel back the blackness that enshrouded her. 

Every millisecond that passed felt like hours.
God, make me invisible again.
The footfalls stopped.
The world fell silent except for her racing heart. She feared 

the  loud thump of her pulse would give away her location.
“Marius, knock it off. You’re imagining things,” one of the 

guards called out.
“I know I saw something,” he replied. “Close by.”
“Yeah, your own shadow. Now, get back over here, and 

help me get this piece of rubbish back to work! You know that 
if we’re gone for too long Gallus will have our heads.”

Brianna peeked out from behind her eyelids. The torch 
light receded. The guard had turned and walked away. Silently, 
she emptied her lungs of the trapped air she held in. 
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She felt a tug on her hand. Brianna looked up in time to 
find Tamir pulling her along.

“What are you doing?” she asked in a harsh whisper.
Tamir leaned back and whispered in Brianna’s ear, careful 

that his words did not echo inside the cave. “We need to fol-
low close behind them.”

“Are you crazy?”
Tamir pointed to the extinguished torch that lay at her 

feet. “Do you want to stumble around in the darkness? They 
have the only light.”

Brianna understood what Tamir had suggested, but she 
could not decide which made her more afraid, getting caught 
or falling into a dark hole. Either way, she wouldn’t have to 
worry about her and Seth ceasing to exist. They would be too 
dead to care.

She did not remain indecisive for long. Tamir made the 
decision for her. With a strong heave, he pulled her forward. 
The light from the guard’s torch dimmed to a faint glow. 
They were several yards ahead of them. As they crept up on 
them, the guards turned down a narrow passage. The light 
from their torch immediately disappeared. The cavern was 
engulfed in a blackness so thick, Brianna could not make out 
Tamir’s outline in front of her.

Brianna searched with her free hand behind her for Seth. 
“Ow,” he blurted. “You just poked my eye.”
“Shh!” Tamir commanded. “Keep your voices down. Hold 

on to Brianna, Seth, and stay close to the wall.”
Brianna felt Seth grab a handful of the back of her tunic. 

Soon, the light from the guard’s torch came into view. But, 
they were too close. Close enough to be spotted. Tamir real-
ized this and brought them to an abrupt halt. Seth did not 
stop so suddenly and ran into the back of Brianna. She held 
her breath, glad that he kept quiet, too, after the collision. 
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Brianna got a momentary look at the man whom the 
guards had punished. He was thin, hunched over and barely 
clothed. The prisoner’s skinny legs struggled to carry his frail 
frame. The guards had him under each arm, half pulling and 
half lugging him. 

When the distance between them widened, Tamir resumed 
their trail. As they walked, the clatter of men at work became 
more prominent. 

The tunnel opened to a large shaft. Lamps and small fires 
lit the exterior wall. Further in, men with ancient pick axes 
and sledgehammers beat against the stone. Some of the men 
operated rudimentary pulley systems of ropes and logs, 
drawing large chunks of rock from the cave’s facade.

Tamir motioned for Brianna and Seth to stop. He knelt 
down in a crouched position and gazed around the cave. He 
found a niche that had been carved into the side of the cave a 
couple of feet above the ground. Wordlessly, he moved toward 
the niche with Brianna and Seth at his ankles.

He scaled the wall and slid into the opening. Turning on 
his stomach, he lowered his hand and lifted Brianna and Seth 
into the hiding spot. The niche was not tall enough for them 
to sit much less stand, but it provided a decent vantage point 
to observe the workers without being easily spotted by the 
guards. 

Brianna scanned the prisoners for signs of her father, but 
with their backs turned and the oily haze that lingered in 
the air from the lamps, it was impossible to make out their 
features. 

“Can you see Dad?” she asked Seth.
Seth shook his head. “Nope. So what now?”
“We’re too far away to see anything, and we can’t get closer 

for now,” Tamir said. He flipped over onto his back and rested 
his head in his opened palms. “Might as well make ourselves 
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comfortable. We’re probably in for a long wait until they stop 
work.”

Brianna sighed deeply in frustration. “How long do you 
think?”

“Hard to tell. They may not quit. Maybe they work in 
shifts.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Brianna said. “I thought you 
said they would bed down here for the night.”

Tamir turned on his side. He pointed at the men. “There 
are at least fifty or sixty men. Probably about ten guards.”

“Eight,” Seth corrected. “There are eight guards to be pre-
cise. And there are only thirty-two slaves that I can tell.”

“It was only a guess,” Tamir said.
“If they work in shifts, wouldn’t there be another set of 

workers somewhere else?” Seth asked.
“Perhaps. But I don’t know where they would be. This is 

the end of the cave.”
“But you said there any many branches in the cave. Maybe 

they are kept in another section of the cavern.”
“It’s possible, but I’m not sure it would be wise to go look-

ing. If there is another place where they are kept, we have no 
light to see. We could get lost or fall into a deep pit.”

“Or, we could run into more guards,” Brianna added.
“And there’s that,” Tamir said. “The best we can do is wait 

and see what happens.”
Brianna twisted onto her back in the tight space and 

stared up at the low ceiling. “I’m not good with waiting.”
“Well, maybe we can pass the time with you telling me 

what your world is like where you come from.”
His question somehow jarred her. In all of the anxiety and 

commotion in the last couple of days, she had almost forgot-
ten that she told Tamir all about her travel through time.
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She knew she had to be careful. If not, she might inad-
vertently reveal information that could change the course of 
history.

 “What would you like to know?” she asked reservedly. 
“Do you have many friends where you’re from?” 
 “There are a couple of girls from my school I sometimes 

hang out with. Karen and Jackie. Of course, they think I’m 
a little crazy now that I’m in church. I’ve made a couple of 
friends from church, too. But I only see them on Sundays.”

“What is church?”
“Church is a place where believers come together to wor-

ship the Lord. For now, you meet in homes. In time, there 
will be buildings where people who believe will meet to hear 
someone teach or preach messages about Jesus and living for 
God. But, church is also another name given to the family of 
believers.”

“I think I like this church. I’ve seen Jesus. I’ve heard Him 
teach. My mother was drawn to His messages, but my father 
was strongly against it. He believed Him to be another false 
prophet and forbade my mother and I to go to any more of 
His gatherings. Then, when He was crucified, I thought that 
was the end of this Jesus. But, my mother never stopped 
believing. She finally convinced my father to join in one of 
the prayer meetings. Then, yesterday, the Spirit of God came 
into that prayer meeting. It sounded like a wind. I saw these 
little flames of fire settle over everyone in the room. After 
that, everyone was speaking in different languages, includ-
ing me. I knew then that Jesus was more alive than ever.”

“Wow! Where I’m from we’ve read about that experience. 
So your parents decided to hold a meeting in your house 
afterward to talk about what had happened?”

“Peter suggested it. He told the crowd after they were 
baptized to return to their homes and search the words of 
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the Law and the Prophets. We would find that Jesus was the 
fulfillment of all the prophecies made about the promised 
Messiah. We asked some people over to the house to do that, 
including your friend, Omar.”

“How do you know Omar? Is he a family friend?”
“I don’t think so. My father helped pray with him during 

the street gathering. I had never met him before yesterday.”
“So I take it your father is no longer against Jesus?” Bri-

anna asked.
“No, he’s not. In fact, it was his idea to have the meeting at 

our house.” Tamir chuckled. “Listen to me. I am talking more 
about myself than about your life back home. Forgive me.”

“Not at all. I really enjoy talking with you. Anyway, I wish 
my father was as accepting of Jesus as your father,” Brianna 
said.

“He was raised in church,” Seth added. “My grandmother 
said that after he went away to college, he never returned to 
church.”

“If my father has had any chance to talk to him, he may 
have changed his mind,” Tamir said. “He can be a very per-
suasive man.”

Seth raised a finger toward the quarry. “Look, they’re 
stopping.”

The guards began to herd the slaves like cattle. They lined 
the men up into two lines. A pair of guards slung a heavy 
chain at the prisoners’ feet while other guards came up from 
behind and bound the chain to their ankles. Once done, the 
slaves were marched by a procession of torch light from the 
quarry toward the passage where the kids hid. Instinctively, 
Brianna, Seth, and Tamir ducked in the shadows of their tiny 
alcove. As the prisoners passed, Brianna studied their hag-
gard faces. 

“I don’t understand. I don’t see Dad,” Brianna said.
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“I didn’t see my father either,” Tamir said. 
The passage soon grew as dark as their emotions. 
 “Did we just imagine that we saw our fathers come into 

the cave? Maybe they were taken somewhere else,” Brianna 
said, her mind reeling with possibilities.

“What do we do now?” Seth asked.
“Let’s get out of here,” Tamir suggested.
“And do what exactly?” Brianna said.
“We can follow them and see where they’re going.”
Brianna scooted to the edge of the niche. “It’s better than 

just staying here twiddling our thumbs,” she said, leaping to 
the ground. Tamir slid out of the small space and then helped 
Seth get down. 

 “It’s so dark. I can’t see a thing,” Brianna said.
“Yeah, how do we know where they went?” Seth asked.
“I remember the way to the cave’s entrance,” Tamir replied. 

“Let’s keep close to the wall and follow the passage back the 
way we came.”

The three of them linked together, Tamir in front, and 
slowly slid along the cave’s exterior wall. When they had gone 
about fifty yards, Brianna heard a low metallic clank echo 
within the belly of the cave.

“What’s that noise?” Brianna asked, her voice low.
“Shh,” Tamir said. Brianna could feel the tension in the 

air. The three of them froze in place for what felt like hours 
but could only have been a minute or two. 

The sound grew louder. Closer. 
“Go back! Go back!” Tamir cried. They spun around and 

felt their way back to the alcove. 
A shimmer of light appeared within the shaft.
“Quick, get back up in here,” Tamir demanded.
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He helped Seth and Brianna into the hiding place. Just 
when Brianna had made it back into the niche, the tunnel lit 
up like daytime.

Tamir jumped behind a nearby rock. He crouched down 
as low as he could physically go, but his feet stuck out from 
behind the boulder. Brianna prayed it would be enough to 
elude the guards.

A second later, a parade of Roman soldiers with torches 
appeared in the passage. A band of prisoners, bound by clat-
tering chains, trudged sheepishly behind the soldiers. 

“What’s going on? Are they coming back?” Brianna thought. 
As they shuffled by, she caught sight of her father. Tamir 

and Seth must have been right. There had to be a second shift 
who were kept somewhere in the cavern.

In that moment, she realized the gravity of the situation. 
No longer could they count on the cover of sleep to sneak up 
on their father to free him. He would be in the open under the 
constant watch of armed guards in the midst of busy work-
men. Their chance of orchestrating his escape in time to find 
the portal that would take them home had just diminished.

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   147 8/14/17   9:33 AM



4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   148 8/14/17   9:33 AM



149

the smokescreen

 chapter fourteen 

After the company of soldiers and slaves had passed, Tamir 
slipped back into the niche with Brianna and Seth. 

“That was a close one,” Tamir said. “But I saw my father. 
Did you see yours?”

“Yes,” replied Brianna. “What good it does us.”
“What do you mean?” 
“We had planned to sneak up on the men while they slept. 

With them working now, the element of surprise is gone. 
There will be too many eyes watching what’s going on for us 
to be able to accomplish anything without being seen.”

“Don’t lose faith. We just need to come up with a new plan.”
“I’m open to suggestions.”
Without a word, Tamir slid back down to the ground. 
“Where are you going?” Brianna asked.
“I’ll be back before long,” Tamir replied.
Because the cave was so dark, Brianna could not make out 

Tamir’s movements. He was no more than a faint outline that 
soon dissolved into the blackness.
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Several long minutes later, Brianna heard the scuttle of 
feet below their hiding spot. She froze with fear.

“Brianna. Seth. Come down.” Tamir had returned. 
Brianna hopped from her perch. She heard Seth drop to 

the ground beside her. “Where did you go?” she asked Tamir.
“I got a little closer to the quarry,” he replied.
“You could have been caught.”
“But I wasn’t. And you will not believe what I found.”
“What did you find?”
“There’s a ledge along the side of the wall that leads to a 

small pocket just above the workers. It’s in the shadows where 
the guards can’t see inside. We can slip in there without being 
spotted. Your father is nearby.”

“Great work. Maybe we can at least get his attention 
without anyone noticing,” Brianna said. “What about your 
father?”

“They have him on the pulleys on the other side of the 
quarry. I’m still trying to figure out how to get to him.”

“Are they still chained?” Seth asked.
“I don’t think so. They seem to be moving about freely.” 
“That may make escape easier then.”
“There are still three other prisoners in your father’s vicin-

ity that can raise the alarm if he tries to get away. Let’s get 
closer and we can decide what to do.” 

The three slowly made their way along the edge of the 
quarry. They kept to the shadows, ducking behind stony 
outcroppings and large rocks along their route. Finally, they 
reached the ledge that Tamir mentioned and carefully scaled 
the uneven slope. A narrow nook carved by previous min-
ers stood at the end of the slope. A small opening had been 
chipped away which created a rocky recess where the kids 
could hide inside and watch the workers below.
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Brianna peered directly down from their  perch and spot-
ted her father. Beneath the flare of a torch, he slammed a 
heavy hammer onto an iron wedge lodged in the soft rock.

“Dad is down there,” Brianna told Seth.
“We need to let him know we’re here,” Seth said.
“How can we do that without giving us away?”
Seth furrowed his brow in thought. “I have an idea. Hand 

me a rock.” Brianna reached around and grabbed a discarded 
stone. She handed it to Seth. 

“Is there anything sharp I can use to carve into this?” Seth 
asked.

“I have a coin,” Tamir said. He pulled out a small leather 
sack that hung around his neck beneath his shirt, unlatched 
the leather strap, and retrieved a small bronze coin. Seth 
took the coin from Tamir and set out to carve letters into the 
stone.

Before long, Seth proudly held up the engraved rock. “This 
should get Dad’s attention.” He leaned over the ledge, reached 
out his hand that held the stone and waited. When his father 
moved directly under their perch, Seth released the rock. It 
struck the ground and rolled over to his father’s foot. His 
father slowly bent down and retrieved the stone. Leaning 
into a nearby torch, he quickly studied the engraving.

Puzzled, he peered overhead. His eyes locked on Seth. 
He gave his son a broad smile before his face grew grim. He 
motioned Seth back into hiding and immediately returned to 
his work.

Brianna nudged Seth. “What did you write?”
“‘Yes, wonderful things,’” Seth replied proudly.
Brianna’s lips curled into a sly smile. “Clever,” she said.
“I don’t understand. What does it mean?” Tamir asked.
“Sometime in the future—your future—a man named 

Howard Carter is going to discover the tomb of a wealthy 
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Egyptian pharaoh named Tutankhamen. His tomb was filled 
with gold and rich artifacts. When he looked into the tomb 
for the first time, he was asked if he saw anything. He replied, 
‘Yes, wonderful things.’”

“Howard Carter is my dad’s favorite archeologist,” Seth 
added. “He will know that only someone from his time period 
would be aware of that statement and its meaning. And, only 
someone who knows my dad will know that the statement 
means something to him.”

“I can’t say that I understand everything you said,” admit-
ted Tamir. “But, I can see that your sister is correct. You are 
very clever. I would have just written ‘Look up.’” 

Brianna and Seth looked at one another and could not 
hold back their laughter. Soon, Tamir joined in the hilarity 
before he realized the noise they were making could be heard 
inside the quarry. He cautioned them to contain themselves.

When the laughter abated, Seth stared down at his father. 
He continued to chip away at the rock. “So what do we do 
now? Should we sneak down there and try to get him away 
from the crew?”

“Are you kidding? And risk getting caught?” Brianna 
said. She rubbed her temples as if trying to massage away a 
migraine. “We have to create some kind of diversion. I just 
don’t know how.”

Seth poked Tamir on the arm and pointed to a pile of lum-
ber at the base of the sloped ledge. “What’s that?” he asked.

“That’s the wood they use to pry out sections of stone. 
They take dry wood and wedge it between pieces of rock then 
wet it. As the wood expands, it pulls the stone apart. The men 
can then mine it. That’s what your father is doing now. He’s 
creating a wedge to insert the dry planks of wood.”

“So are those planks wet or dry?”
“Wet, I think.”
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“That could be good,” Seth said, drumming his fingertips 
together. “Are there any containers of oil close by?”

“Well, those clay pots to the left of the boards are probably 
filled with oil. Why are you so curious?”

“I have an idea, but we all need to work together to pull it 
off.”

Brianna hesitated. She was worried that anything her 
brother had planned may very well bring attention to them. 
If they were caught, it was all over. Now that her father was 
aware of their presence, he may even put himself at risk to 
protect them. Yet, what other option did they have? Soon, the 
sun would rise on their last and final day. If they did not do 
something drastic, they would lose anyway. 

“Okay, tell us what to do,” she said.
“Follow me,” Seth replied.
The three descended the slope with Seth in the lead. Qui-

etly, and under the cover of darkness, Seth had them build a 
pyramid out of pieces of lumber. Directly in the middle of the 
pile, he placed dry slivers of wood. 

Seth scooped up strips of cloth piled haphazardly next to 
the vats of olive oil. He doused the old rags in the oil and 
tossed them underneath the wood. 

“We need fire,” Seth said.
“Is that a good idea?” Brianna asked. “Do you want to start 

a bonfire? The guards would really see us then.”
“The wood is still too wet to ignite right away. What we 

need is smoke,” Seth replied.
 “There are the oil lamps at the entrance of the quarry,” 

Tamir said. “That’s the only source of fire that I’m aware of 
that we could probably get to safely.”

“That may be a problem,” Brianna said. “You’d still have 
to feel your way along the tunnel to get back there. And we 
still don’t know where they’re keeping the other prisoners. I’d 
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hate for you to run into one of the guards with an oil lamp in 
your hand.”

Brianna searched the cave for another fire source. Unfor-
tunately, the flames were too close to the guards and workers 
to do them any good. Then a thought occurred to her. “Hey, 
Seth, you’re obviously the science geek. Doesn’t limestone 
contain some flint?”

“Yes, and quartz. But why . . . wait a minute. I see where 
you’re going with this.” Seth took some of the kindling 
and scraped it on the ground to produce shavings. He then 
grabbed a couple of hard rocks from the ground and struck 
them next to the shavings. It took several attempts, but even-
tually the rocks gave off a spark that caused the shavings to 
begin to smolder. He carefully scooped up the pile of shav-
ings, placed it under the kindling and rags and gently blew 
into it. The shavings caught on fire; the flames leapt up and 
ignited the rags. He waited until a good portion of the kin-
dling was ablaze.

“You know, Seth, if I didn’t know you, I’d think you were 
a borderline pyromaniac. That’s the third fire you’ve set this 
trip.”

“Yeah, but I’d rather be roasting s’mores than running for 
our lives,” Seth remarked. “Now let’s get back to our hiding 
place before this thing really starts to go.”

The three of them raced back to the ledge, up the slope, 
and settled into the niche. 

And waited.
“Do you think the flame went out?” Brianna asked.
Seth pointed toward the pile. “Look!” 
A plume of smoke began to drift slowly toward the work-

ers. They eyed the puff of smoke until it reached the outer 
band of slaves who dropped their tools and began to cough 
uncontrollably.
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“Get to work, you—” a guard shouted before he grabbed at 
his throat and had a hacking fit.

“Fire!” another guard yelled.
The place erupted into pandemonium. Slaves ran coughing 

and screaming toward the exit tunnel. The soldiers tried to 
stop them, but soon joined in the frantic escape.

“Now!” screamed Tamir. He covered his mouth with his 
sleeve and sprinted down the ledge. Brianna and Seth fol-
lowed after him, but he moved too fast and the cloud of smoke 
was so thick that they eventually lost sight of him once he hit 
the bottom.

“Where’s Tamir?” asked Seth.
Brianna pulled at Seth’s shirt. “No time. We need to get 

to Dad.”
They ran in the general direction where their father had 

been working. Brianna struggled to see; her eyes burned 
from the soot that hung in the air.

Suddenly, she felt a hand grab her arm. Before she could 
scream, she and Seth were yanked into a large pit dug into 
the side of the cave. The air was less sooty and she was able to 
see her captor.

Bearded, grimy, and emaciated, the face of her father could 
not have been more beautiful.

“Dad!” she yelled, throwing her arms around his shoulders.
He pulled in Seth and held them for a moment. “I don’t 

know how you found me or how you got here, but I’ve never 
been so happy to see you guys.” He broke the embrace. “But, 
right now we need to get out of here.”

Brianna began to scale the side of the pit back toward the 
quarry but was immediately pulled back by her father. “Not 
that way.” He motioned into the dark entrails of the cave. 
“This way,” he said, pointing.
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He reached for a torch that lay propped against a rocky 
column and grabbed Seth by the hand. Brianna briefly looked 
back. All she saw were a few feet scurrying along the ground 
above and wondered if Tamir and his father were among the 
melee.

“There’s a secret tunnel system this way,” her father said. 
“It leads to the Temple.”

“So it does exist,” Brianna said.
“It’s not supposed to, but your mother and I found it. Back 

in the Jerusalem in our time, that is.” He studied the faces of 
his children. “By the way, when we get out of here, I’d like to 
know how you got here. Surely you must have stumbled into 
the time portal like your mother and I did.”

“We found another way,” Brianna said coyly, her mind 
recalling the portal in the Time Chronicler’s immense archive.

“Let’s get out of here,” Dr. Elliott prodded.
They traversed the narrow passages and deep ravines 

inside the cave until the path came to a seeming dead end at 
a steep column of limestone rubble. 

“We’re trapped, Dad,” Brianna said. “Should we go back?”
Dr. Elliott ignored her question. He walked up to the lime-

stone column and set the torch against a large rock. He began 
to pull away pieces of the stone from the rocky pillar.

“Give me a hand, will you?” he said. Brianna and Seth bent 
down and began to peel away layers of debris. Within a few 
minutes, Brianna felt a breeze. They had opened up a new 
passageway.

“There’s another side,” Brianna announced.
“That’s right,” Dad confirmed. “But be careful of the rocks 

overhead.”
When they had cleared enough rocks to squeeze through, 

Dr. Elliott picked up the torch and motioned Brianna and 
Seth into the passage. 
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“After you,” he said.
Brianna and Seth stepped into another cavernous channel 

on the opposite end. As she waited for her father to follow, 
Brianna scanned the large chamber. They stood at the edge of 
a sloped ravine that cut a path across the cavern floor. On the 
other side of the ravine stood gaping holes like doorways that 
branched off into separate tunnel systems. Water dripped 
from overhead stalactites and pooled into shallow puddles.

“This is pretty amazing,” Brianna said. “This reminds me 
of the time we went into the caves in Texas. How did you and 
Mom find this place?”

Dr. Elliott leapt onto a narrow shelf in the ravine. “Nuh 
uh! First you,” he said, wagging his hand back and forth for 
them to join him. Brianna and Seth carefully descended the 
side of the gulley. “Care to explain how you and Seth ended 
up in the first century?”

Brianna gave her father a brief summary of their first 
encounter with the Time Chronicler and their more recent 
visit by the ancient archivist that led them back to first-cen-
tury Jerusalem. They had been sent to rescue their mom and 
him.

After Brianna had finished, Dr. Elliott only nodded his 
acknowledgment. “Speaking of your mother, we need to find 
her.” Dr. Elliott turned his attention back to the path.

“She’s safe. She’s with a nice Christian lady named Miriam.”
“Miriam? I wonder if that’s Mal’akhi’s wife,” he said.
“Who?” asked Brianna.
“I was chained to a Christian man. His wife’s name is 

Miriam.”
“He wouldn’t have a son named Tamir, would he?” Brianna 

asked.
“Indeed he does. In fact, Tamir is actually the reason we 

ended up here. He tried to rush a guard at the slave auction. 
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And Mal’akhi, as any father would, jumped in to protect him. 
I, of course, tried to help Mal’akhi, and we both were sent to 
the quarry for our insubordination.”

“Yeah, we know. We saw it,” Seth said.
“You did? I didn’t see you.”
“We were on the steps of Herod’s Palace because we 

couldn’t see from the back the crowd.”
“I see. Well, as I was saying, I got to know Mal’akhi. He’s 

quite a Christian, too. I’ve never seen anyone endure so much 
suffering and keep such a great spirit about him.” 

Dr. Elliott gave a faraway look as if recalling a special 
moment. Brianna wondered if Mal’akhi had affected him in 
some way. Having witnessed the boldness and faith of these 
early Christians firsthand, she realized one could not be in 
their presence for very long without being affected. She sum-
moned her own courage to share her and Seth’s experiences 
with their father.

“Father, I didn’t tell you this before because I didn’t real-
ize it until my memory was restored. But, our first trip back 
in time changed me. I met Jesus. Really met Him. When I 
returned to our time, even with our memories erased, I could 
not erase that experience of knowing who Jesus is. I gave my 
life to Jesus. So did Seth. We were baptized and filled with 
the Holy Ghost just like Grandma always talked about. I’m 
changed, Dad. Seth and I are closer. I’m always happy,” she 
said with a broad smile. “I know how you feel about Grandma’s 
faith—or religion in general. But, I need you to know that I 
am desperately, hopelessly, eternally in love with Jesus.”

Brianna expected a reaction from her father, but what she 
got surprised her. She saw a tear streak a crooked trail down 
his dirty cheek. He pulled her in, pressed her tightly against 
his chest and kissed the top of her head.
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“I’m beginning to change my mind on this religion thing. 
Mal’akhi helped me see some things that I either failed to see 
before or simply did not believe.” He rubbed his cheeks and 
drew a long breath. “But, we’ll talk more about that later. For 
now, we need to keep moving.”

“So is it true that the Ark of the Covenant is hidden away 
in these tunnels?” Brianna asked.

Dr. Elliott spun on his heels and gave Brianna a fierce 
stare. “Why do you ask?”

“Brianna thinks that you and Mom were looking for the 
Ark,” Seth said, laughing nervously. 

“What gave Brianna that idea?”
Seth opened his mouth, but Brianna’s glare halted his 

words. “I can answer Dad on my own,” she said. “Because Mr. 
Clarke, the Time Chronicler, said that you and Mom were 
searching for something that, if it fell into the wrong hands, 
could be bad news for the rest of us. You said you were looking 
for an important religious artifact. I just figured what could 
be more significant than the Ark?”

“One day, you’re going to have to introduce me to this 
Time Chronicler,” Dad said.

“Oh, you’ll like him. He’s nice. All the books in his archive 
are living records of all that God has done for believers.”

“Well, it’s true. Your mother and I were searching for the 
Ark, but our expedition took a turn for the worse when we 
were double-crossed by our sponsor, Dr. Kobi Cohen, the 
director of antiquities of the Jerusalem Museum.”

“We figured something was up with that guy. Did you 
know he threatened us when we asked him about you and 
Mom?”

“He did? You just wait—” Dr. Elliott gritted his teeth.
“He probably was the one who had your hotel room ran-

sacked,” Seth said.
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“Our hotel room . . .” Dr. Elliott rubbed his forehead in 
frustration. “Well, I wouldn’t expect any less from that snake. 
He was probably looking for the map.”

“Map?” Brianna asked, intrigued. “What map?”
“You recall I told you that a Jewish sect in Brazil left 

us some clues to an artifact? Well that clue was a map. It’s 
believed that Jeremiah hid the Ark of the Covenant before 
the Babylonians laid siege on the city. He had to have help to 
do that. While his aides gave an oath to keep silent as to the 
whereabouts of the Ark, one man supposedly drew a map to 
its location. As you can imagine, Jeremiah made every effort 
to protect the Ark and other sacred items, and that meant 
not just hiding them, but creating a series of false passages 
and booby traps from the Temple to its current hiding place 
within this cave system. One of his helpers was afraid some-
thing would happen to Jeremiah, and then no one would ever 
know where to find the Ark. So he made a map. No one knew 
outside of his family descendants, who also were sworn to 
secrecy.”

“So Dr. Cohen wanted the map so he could find the Ark on 
his own?” Brianna asked.

“Oh, he couldn’t care less about the Ark. What he wanted 
was access to the Temple Mount without detection. The map 
laid out the secret tunnel systems and the traps that Jere-
miah laid to protect the location of the Ark. 

“That Dr. Cohen is a fake. His real name is Jeremy Baker. 
The Jerusalem Museum is a front for his guns and weapons 
smuggling activities. He wants to blow up the Dome of the 
Rock that sits on the Temple Mount—one of the most sacred 
shrines for Muslims. He would then blame the Jews. This 
would likely set the stage for the next world war.”

Brianna stood speechless. “How did you find that out?”
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“He kept pressing me for the map. But you know how I am 
about revealing my sources. I started getting suspicious, and 
that’s when I started doing some digging of my own about 
him. I met a contact in the Israeli Secret Service. He let me in 
on their suspicions about the man. They just never had proof. 
Then, one day when we were having coffee, he got a call that 
his men had intercepted chatter about possible plans to blow 
up the Dome of the Rock. At first, he thought the informa-
tion was bogus. There’s no way he could gain entry. It’s too 
protected. But I put two and two together.”

“He gets the map, he can get to the Dome of the Rock,” 
Brianna said. “Did you tell the agent about the map?”

“Not then. We needed more proof that Cohen was the 
source of the plot. But, we couldn’t come up with any. We just 
decided to place the map in a safe place and turn it over as 
soon as our excavation permit had expired. One morning, we 
decided to explore the quarry further to validate the map. 
That proved to be a mistake. We discovered we were being 
followed by men dressed in suits and dark glasses. We fled 
into the caves and used our memories of the map to lead us 
into the secret passages. Soon, we stumbled onto a strange 
rock formation that hid a secret chamber. We pulled away the 
rocks and found a large stone box inside. We had our min-
iature camera scope with us and were about to investigate 
the contents when—don’t ask me how it happened—wind 
and smoke swirled around us. We raced out of the tunnel and 
somehow we ended up in the first century. We came out in a 
restricted section of the Temple—Herod’s Temple.”

“So why do you think you were sent back to the first cen-
tury, Dad?” Seth asked.

Dr. Elliott stared blankly at his son. Without response, he 
turned toward the tunnels. “We need to keep moving.” He 
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quickly ascended the side of the ravine and headed toward 
the center shaft.

“Why did he ignore my question?” Seth whispered to 
Brianna.

“I don’t know, but I think he’s just not telling. Why were 
we sent back?”

“To learn who God is.”
“And who made that happen?”
“Grandma prayed. . . . Oh, I get it now,” Seth said, grinning 

broadly.
Brianna gave Seth a knowing look. 
Dad turned, holding the torch high above his head. “Are 

you two coming? There’s a trap up ahead. Unless your Time 
Chronicler friend taught you how to fly, I suggest you keep 
up. It’s a mighty big drop.”

The thought of falling into a bottomless pit put urgency 
into Brianna’s stride.
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the race to theportal

 chapter fifteen 

Brianna felt they had been going in circles, taking the 
scenic route though the cave system that rested beneath the 
ancient city of Jerusalem. They traversed deep troughs gouged 
by centuries of rainwater filtered through the ground. They 
bypassed smooth, straight trails to cross treacherous steep, 
winding passages. At one point, the trio climbed the rocky 
face of the cavern walls just to keep their feet from touching 
ground. All of this, her father said, to avoid the traps that 
Jeremiah and his men set for would-be invaders who might 
rob the Jewish people of their hallowed relics. 

Finally, they arrived at a junction of tunnels hidden by 
tapered pillars of stone and mineral deposits. Their jagged, 
black holes stood like the yawning throats of hungry drag-
ons. Brianna felt a chill race down her spine. Something 
about these openings gave her the spooks.

Surefootedly, Dr. Elliott maneuvered around the slippery 
stalagmites and paused at the entrance to the shaft on the 
far right. “This way leads to the Temple. The only way out is 
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through a hatch that opens just outside the Holy Place. If 
they catch us and recognize me, we will be certainly stoned 
to death.”

“Is that the way you and Mom came out?” Brianna asked.
“It is. They could have had us executed on the spot. But, 

they thought we were Roman citizens by the way we dressed. 
Of course, that didn’t matter. They could have killed us any-
way with the government’s blessing, yet they decided to turn 
us over to the Romans instead.”

“So how do we get out of here?”
Her father walked to the passageway on the far left side 

of the cave. “If I’m not mistaken, this will lead us outside 
the Temple courtyards close to the Pool of Bethesda. I’m not 
exactly sure where the actual exit is. The pool was nothing 
more than a reservoir to hold rainwater during the time of 
Jeremiah, so it was not much of a landmark the mapmaker 
would have used. But, the map leads in that general direc-
tion. There aren’t any traps that way, but I’m not sure what 
surprises nature has in store. It’s still safer than to risk being 
stoned.”

Surprisingly, the way was fairly level and led to an under-
ground cistern. A narrow set of stairs carved into the rock 
took them topside. After several hours in the dark cave, the 
early morning sun temporarily blinded them. 

At first, Brianna was glad to finally see the sun again. Then 
she realized that they had only a few short hours to find their 
mother and rendezvous at the spot of the portal that would 
lead them back home. She still had no idea where that was. 
Not to mention her father was an escaped convict. Surely, the 
Roman soldiers had been made aware of the ones that got 
away from the quarry and were already canvassing the city in 
search of the missing prisoners.
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Her father tossed the torch behind him. “Okay, take me to 
your mother.”

In the daylight, Brianna saw just how disheveled her 
father really was. His tattered tunic barely covered his chest 
and was soiled with soot, sweat, and limestone dust. His feet 
were covered with something that resembled burlap sacks 
more than sandals. 

“Um, Dad. Don’t you think we need to do something about 
your clothes? You look like a prisoner,” she said. “You’ll stick 
out like a sore thumb, especially to the guards.”

“Good thinking.” He reached back and grabbed the torch. 
He doused the smoldering end into the pool of water. When 
he was satisfied that the torch had cooled, he removed the 
wick, leaving behind the stick which he used as a cane. He 
then tore a strand of cloth from the bottom of his tunic and 
wrapped it around the top of his head and part of his face.

Hobbling around on the cane, he looked back to Brianna. 
“How do I look?”

“Like a crippled man,” she replied.
“Good. That’s the look I was going for. You guys pretend to 

help me get around. Most people will just assume I’m a beg-
gar. Now, where do we find your mother?”

“She’s somewhere in the south end, in the poor district,” 
Brianna said.

“That sounds like the Lower City. I think I’m pretty well 
disguised, but just to be safe, we may want to go around the 
city on the outside of the wall. The Lion’s Gate is nearby. We’ll 
go out that way and come back in the Essene Gate through 
the Kidron Valley. It will be a steep climb in some parts, but 
less traffic and less likely to be spotted by one of the guards.”

The three of them shuffled away from the Pool of Bethesda 
until they reached the Lion’s Gate. Once outside the walls, 
Dr. Elliott pitched the makeshift cane beside the road. They 
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moved down the side of the hill into the valley and followed 
the length of the wall until it turned westward. They quickly 
climbed the hillside and came up to the south gate of the city. 
Dr. Elliott adjusted the cloth around his head to make sure 
it hid his face, and the three of them sauntered into the city.

“You guys lead the way,” Dr. Elliott said.
They had no more made it beyond the city walls when 

Brianna heard her name shouted above the clamor of the 
crowd. She looked in the direction her name was called and 
quickly spotted Omar’s heavy frame press his way through 
the people.

“Do you know this guy?” Dad asked.
“It’s Omar. He’s a friend,” she replied.
Omar raced up to her, struggling to catch his breath. “Oh, 

praise God . . . I have . . . found you.”
Omar looked pale. A concerned expression contorted his 

face. “What is it, Omar?”
“It’s your mother. She has taken ill.”
“Take us to her right away,” Dr. Elliott ordered.
“Of course,” Omar said. He whirled around and led them 

back to Tamir’s house. 
Tamir was in the doorway, pacing. He looked at Brianna 

with sad eyes.
“Oh, I’m glad you are all right,” he said.
Dr. Elliott did not take the time to introduce himself to 

Tamir. Instead, he rushed into the house. Seth raced inside 
behind him.

“I see you have gotten your father,” Tamir said. “My father 
is also inside. He and Mother are looking after your mother.”

“What’s wrong with her?” Brianna asked, panic-stricken.
Tamir clutched her hand. “See for yourself.” He led her to 

her mother who lay lifeless on the cot in their living quarters. 
Dr. Elliott knelt over her, one hand over her brow. Miriam 
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stood nearby, cradling Seth. Beside her stood Tamir’s father, 
Mal’ahki.

Brianna bent down next to her mother. She grasped her 
hands. Her mother’s skin felt hot and clammy. 

“Mother?” she spoke, her voice broken.
“She has a fever,” Dr. Elliott said. He turned to Miriam. 

“Can you bring me some water?”
She pointed to a pot near Mrs. Elliott’s head. “There is 

some there, but she will not take it.”
“This can’t be happening,” Brianna whined. “We have to 

get home. What do we do?” 
You know what to do. This thought invaded Brianna’s mind, 

slicing deep within her consciousness. It came from some-
where outside of her. Or deep within her. She could not tell.

Intermingled with her worry, a sense of resolve washed 
over her. She rose to her feet and spun to Miriam. “We need 
to pray.”

“We have been praying, child. We have called for Peter—”
“There’s no time.” Brianna interrupted. “We have to pray, 

now! We have to believe. We cannot wait for an apostle.”
Brianna recognized the doubt in Miriam’s eyes.
“Peter will be here soon,” Miriam said.
“We have the same Spirit as Peter and the other apostles, 

don’t we?”
Miriam nodded.
“Do you believe?”
Miriam’s face grew tight. “With all my heart,” she replied. 

She looked at her husband. “We saw Jesus heal people. We 
have His Spirit inside of us now. What stops us from touch-
ing Heaven on behalf of this family?”

“I agree,” replied Mal’akhi. They formed a circle around Bri-
anna’s mom and held hands. Brianna was surprised that even 
her father joined them in prayer. It didn’t take long before 
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that familiar Spirit that Brianna felt when she received the 
Holy Ghost for the first time flooded the room. Their voices 
grew louder and stronger. In that moment, she didn’t care if 
the whole Sanhedrin Council heard them. She didn’t care if it 
woke Herod himself. All she cared about was connecting with 
God for her mother. 

Something happened in those short, intense minutes of 
prayer. A feeling of weightlessness like she experienced in 
the cloud enveloped her like a warm coat. That same sense of 
unconditional peace enraptured her. She became untethered 
to time and space. She lost all attachment to doubt and fear. 
She felt invisible arms throw themselves around her, cover-
ing her in pure love. She felt . . . free!

As the experience began to ebb, she realized that the arms 
she felt were her mother’s.

“Mom!” she cried. Brianna erupted in tears of joy that 
refused to be held back. She heard her mother weep as well, 
but there was something different in her speech. Something 
Brianna recognized, but could not understand. A language 
born of Heaven. A tongue touched by God.

And Brianna’s tears flowed anew. Her sobs blended with 
the cries of joy and praise that came from the others. 

Brianna wanted to stay in this moment forever, but she 
suddenly became conscious of the hour. 

“We have to go!” she said.
“How long do we have?” Seth asked.
“Let’s see, we got here just before the Holy Ghost fell on 

the Day of Pentecost.”
“That was the third hour of the day,” Seth announced. “So 

that would make it—”
 “About 9:00 am,” Dr. Elliott said. He peered out the win-

dow at the risen sun. “It’s probably close to the third hour 
now. How do we get back to the portal?”

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   168 8/14/17   9:33 AM



THE RAcE TO THE pORTAl

169

“We came into this time in the caverns,” Mrs. Elliott said.
“No, that’s not it,” Brianna said. She turned to Seth. “You 

remember what Mr. Clarke said. The portal that Mom and 
Dad entered would not necessarily be the way we return. He 
said they would need our faith to guide us.”

“What does that mean, though?” Seth asked. “How will 
our faith guide us to the portal?”

Brianna paced the floor, tugging at the ends of her hair. 
She finally tossed up her hands. “Oh, why did Mr. Clarke have 
to make this so difficult? If only we had the magical book like 
before to send us back.”

“Wait a minute!” Seth exclaimed, snapping his finger. 
“When we returned, do you remember what came of that 
book?”

“Hmmm. I didn’t until just now. Didn’t you find Dad’s Bible 
in your hands, and we couldn’t figure out how it got there?”

“So that’s how you got ahold of my Bible,” Dad said. “But 
what does that have to do with your faith guiding us?”

“I’m thinking the answer is in the Bible,” Seth replied.
“But the books that have come to be the Holy Bible were 

not even canonized until about the fourth or fifth century,” 
their mother said. “At this point in time, none of the New 
Testament books or letters had even been written. How do 
you suggest you research them now?”

“Yes, but our faith was established in our time. If the 
answer is in the Bible, we have to recall it from memory. 
Quick, Brianna. Can you think of any verses that have the 
word ‘guide’ in them?” Seth asked.

Brianna closed her eyes and began to think. If only she 
could remember facts and information as well as Seth. Why 
was he asking her? Wouldn’t he know more than she would? 
And then a verse—at least a part of one—dropped into her 
thoughts.

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   169 8/14/17   9:33 AM



TREASURE QUEST

170

“Didn’t Jesus tell His disciples that ‘when the Spirit of 
truth is come, he will guide them into all truth’?”

“That’s right,” Seth said, his eyes widening. “And we know 
the Spirit of truth is—”

“The Holy Ghost,” said Brianna, completing his thought. 
“Come on everyone. I think I know where the portal is.”

She hurriedly left the house, racing down the streets of 
Jerusalem as if she was running for her life. And, in fact, she 
was. 

“Slow down Brianna. We can’t keep up,” Seth called after 
her.

Brianna ignored him. Time was too short. 
Tamir caught up with Brianna. “Where are we going?”
“To the upper room,” she announced. “Mr. Clarke said the 

time portal would not be where Mom and Dad entered this 
time. But, he didn’t say it wouldn’t be where we entered. And 
that’s where the Spirit of truth first fell.”

They soon arrived at the simple white stone building that 
was once occupied by Jesus and His disciples during His last 
meal on earth and the place where the Holy Ghost first fell on 
humankind. Brianna waited for the others to catch up while 
she caught her breath.

“Okay, where’s the portal, Bree?” Seth asked.
“Maybe it’s upstairs.”
Seth pointed at the steps. “Up there? After that run? I’m 

dying.”
“Come on, little man. Suck it up. You’ll be parked in front 

of your video games in no time.”
“Ha ha. Very funny. Let’s go then.”
Brianna scaled the steps with Seth and her mom and dad 

right behind her. Tamir looked on from the bottom of the 
stairs next to his parents and Omar. Brianna gave the door-
knob a turn. It didn’t open. 
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She glanced back at Tamir.
“What’s wrong?” he asked.
“It’s locked,” she replied. “What do we do now?”
Tamir raced up the steps. “Here, let me try,” he said.
He gave the door a tug and the door gave way. “It just got 

stuck.”
Brianna felt a little embarrassed. Not just because she had 

to have help with the door, but it had to be Tamir who helped.
Tamir smiled gently at Brianna. “I wish you didn’t have to 

go.”
“I wish I didn’t either.” She smiled shyly, tucking a loose 

strand of hair behind her ear.
“Will I ever see you again? Do you think this Time Chron-

icler friend of yours will ever send you back on some other 
daring mission?”

Brianna gave a nervous shrug. “Who knows? Either way, 
we’ll see each other again. One day.”

“Oh yeah? How can you be so certain?”
“Because, with Jesus inside, we have the promise of eter-

nal life. We’ll always have Heaven.”
Tamir bowed to her with a smile. “Until Heaven then.” He 

stepped back to allow the Elliotts to enter the room. When 
Brianna turned back to say goodbye, he was already down the 
steps. Her heart hurt a little.

“Okay, what do we do now?” Dad asked. 
“We arrived somewhere around—” Suddenly she realized 

she had made an awful mistake.
“What’s wrong?” inquired Dr. Elliott.
“We didn’t arrive here. We fell into a goat pen several 

blocks away.” The realization landed like a ton of bricks on 
her head.

“Oh no!” Seth exclaimed. “You’re right! What do we do 
now? Should we find this goat pen?”
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“There’s no time! We’ll never make it! But I was so sure it 
was here that we needed to be.”

“Okay, so what drew you to this place?” her mother asked.
“Mr. Clarke said our faith would guide us. What can be 

the most important step of faith that anybody can take other 
than to surrender your heart to God and receive His Spirit?”

“Maybe you’re on to something, dear,” Mrs. Elliott said. 
“Go on. Explain more what you mean.”

“Well, think about it. To have faith in God means you have 
to be willing to give up control to Him. That’s what Grandma 
always said, anyway. And these people that stood in this 
room were willing to give up their reputation, their standing 
in Jewish society, and eventually their freedom to prove their 
love for a man who had been beaten and hung on a cross. It 
just seemed like the right place.” She drew a hand through 
her hair. “But maybe I was wrong.”

“Then again, Bree, maybe not. Maybe it doesn’t matter the 
location. Maybe what Mr. Clarke meant was that it’s not a 
place, but our faith that will open the portal,” Seth said.

“What do you mean, Seth?” Brianna said.
“Look, we have fulfilled our mission. We found Mom and 

Dad. You saw how God worked for us to make that happen. 
He led us to people who helped us—all of us.” He motioned to 
his parents. “We had Omar and Tamir. Mom had Miriam and 
Dad had Mal’akhi. We have to believe that God has prepared 
a way for us to get out of here in time, too.”

“So just believe and the portal will open?”
Seth lifted a shoulder. “Yeah. But, you and I both know 

that belief takes more than just saying you believe some-
thing. You have to act. You have to do something.”

“Like what?”
“Well, think about Peter. How did Peter answer the Jews 

on the Day of Pentecost who asked what they had to do to be 
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saved? ‘Repent and be baptized.’ The Jews repented because 
they felt guilty about killing Jesus. In response to His death 
on the cross, we feel guilty about our sins, and we need to do 
something. We respond in faith. We believe, we repent of our 
sins, and then we’re baptized in Jesus’ name. So, what do we 
need to do now to demonstrate faith?”

Brianna cracked a smile. “Little brother, you’re a genius. 
We pray!” She grabbed his hand and reached for her mother’s. 
They all took the cue and formed a circle.

“Lord, we believe you sent us here for a purpose,” Brianna 
said. “And we believe that you can send us back home. We ask 
that you open the portal and take us back where we belong. 
In Jesus’ name!”

Brianna felt a gust of wind tussle her hair. She opened her 
eyes and watched as the air began to thicken around them to 
form a cloud. The wind picked up speed, encircling them in a 
billowy mass. The faster the wind swirled around them, the 
louder the noise until it became almost deafening.

“It’s happening!” she shouted, her voice was swallowed by 
the ear-piercing winds.

Seth let out a boisterous laugh.
Brianna looked down and saw that her feet were lifted 

above the ground. No one’s feet touched the earth. Before 
long they drifted up to the ceiling. Then through the ceiling. 
Soon they were hovering like wingless birds high above the 
city of Jerusalem.

At this point, everyone was giddy with laughter. 
The thick cloud engulfed them on all sides. Their vision 

could not penetrate the dense swell of clouds.
And, just as quickly as the clouds formed, their feet landed 

on solid ground.
The air cleared. Before them stood a gigantic oak door, and 

behind them lay a long corridor lit on either side by torches. 
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The flames licked the dark passageway and flickered against 
the bronze ring door handle. 

Brianna reached for the handle and pulled opened the 
heavy wooden door. It creaked as it moved along its rusty 
hinges. A brilliant light flooded the doorway, opening to a 
gigantic library filled with books. The shelves reached toward 
a crystal-clear glass ceiling and stretched for what seemed 
like miles in front of them. White puffy clouds passed lazily 
overhead in the rich blue sky.

The four of them stood speechless, gaping at the breath-
taking scene.

“Where are we?” breathed Dr. Elliott.
“I’ve never seen such a place,” Mrs. Elliott remarked.
“We’re in the archives!” yelled Seth. “We made it back!”
“And allow me to be the first to welcome you back,” a voice 

spoke from behind them.
They all turned to see who addressed them.
Brianna’s face immediately beamed with recognition. “Mr. 

Clarke!” she cried. She raced into the open arms of the portly 
archive caretaker.
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 chapter sixteen 

“I see you’ve discovered the power of faith-filled prayer,” 
Mr. Clarke said. “It opens doors when nothing else can.”

Brianna peered up into the bushy face of the Time Chroni-
cler. “That it does.” She turned to her parents and grinned. “It 
also reunites families.”

Mr. Clarke strolled toward Dr. and Mrs. Elliott. “It’s good 
to finally meet the man and woman responsible for these fine 
children.” He extended his hand. “My name is Horatio Clarke. 
The children know me as the Time Chronicler.”

“Brianna has told me about you,” Dr. Elliott said. He 
glanced around the room. “Quite a collection of books you 
have here.”

“These are the memoirs of the servants of the Most High. 
All of the blessings and all of the trials of His followers are 
chronicled in these sacred tomes. This is only part of the col-
lection. There are numerous other archives like this scattered 
throughout time and space. There are even storehouses that 
preserve the tears of His beloved.”
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“This is quite extraordinary,” said Dr. Elliott. “You must 
forgive me, but I find this all so hard to believe. Surely, this 
is a dream.”

“Oh, my good man, with our reasoning alone, many of 
God’s works are impossible to understand. For example, how 
could one be transported in time unless by the One who has 
created and controls time? How can one’s sins be washed 
away by water? How can one’s tongue yield to a language he 
has never learned? If not by God, and our faith in Him, none 
of these things could be possible. With men this is impossi-
ble; but with God all things are possible.”

“Matthew chapter nineteen verse twenty-six.”
“My word, you do know your Bible, Dr. Elliott.”
“I was raised in church. I picked up a thing or two.”
“And yet, you have forgotten how to believe.”
Dr. Elliott gave a nervous laugh. “I would not say I have 

forgotten. More I gave up on childish notions. I . . . evolved.”
“Anyone who will not receive the kingdom of God like a 

little child will never enter it,” Mr. Clarke retorted. Dr. Elliott 
opened his mouth to protest, but the Time Chronicler stopped 
him. “Look at your wife, Dr. Elliott. Do you see anything dif-
ferent about her?”

“Now see here—”
“Please, Dr. Elliott, humor me.”
Dr. Elliott faced Mrs. Elliott. “I don’t see anything differ-

ent about her except she’s gotten a bit thinner. Of course, she 
was held prisoner for several days and fed meager rations. 
She almost died, you know.”

“Oh, she was not near death, Dr. Elliott. She was more in 
a—how would you describe it—a trancelike state.”

“What?” Dr. Elliott wagged his head. “A trance? I have 
never in my life heard such a ridiculous—”

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   178 8/14/17   9:33 AM



RETURN TO THE ARcHivES

179

“It’s true, dear,” Mrs. Elliott said. “I saw something while 
I was out.”

Dr. Elliott grasped her hands in his. “Sweetie, you were 
weak. Dehydrated. These past several days have played havoc 
on your body. Your blood pressure dropped to a dangerous 
level. You know as well as I do that your poor health had 
nothing to do with the spiritual. It was physiological. For 
goodness sake, Candace, you’re a scientist.”

“I wasn’t always a scientist. I used to believe, too.”
Dr. Elliott’s face contorted. “What? You never told me 

this.”
“You never asked. You made it very clear you never wanted 

to talk about God. You said it brought back memories of being 
suppressed as a youth. Being forced to go to church. Being 
made to memorize verses you never believed. Watching your 
mother make a spectacle of herself in public by dancing and 
speaking in tongues. You said it was all emotion. A show.”

“I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t know. When was this?”
“I was just a little girl. My parents took my brother and 

me to church. We sang hymns, recited prayers from a book, 
heard a sermon from a minister. We had communion every 
Sunday and church picnics every first Sunday of the month. 
As a teenager, I stopped going. Then I went to college, forgot 
all about God, and then I met you.”

“What brought all this up for you again?”
“Miriam, for starters.”
Dr. Elliott scratched his head. “Mal’akhi’s wife? How?”
“She was so genuine. In the prison cell when I thought 

I’d never see you or the children again, I longed for death. 
Then she came. Her face was bruised. She, like me, had been 
separated from her husband and child. Yet, she started sing-
ing. Singing! In prison! She had joy. Not some superficial, 
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Pollyanna kind of joy. Real joy! And hope! She talked to me 
about Jesus. And then I remembered Sarah from high school.”

“Sarah?”
“You remember from the high school reunion.”
“You mean the one you called the crazy Christian?”
“Yes. She had that same joyful look on her face then as 

she did in high school. Still dressed the same. Still smiled the 
same. Like nothing had changed. She was the one I saw in my 
trance.”

“What did you see?” Dr. Elliott asked.
“I saw her singing. Singing the same song as Miriam. I rec-

ognized the melody, but I couldn’t understand the words. It 
was in a foreign language. Then, just before I came to, I saw 
Peter.”

“Peter who?”
“Peter the apostle. He approached me at the Temple. In 

my dream, he repeated the words he said to me there, ‘You’ve 
heard enough. You’ve seen enough. It’s time to believe.’ And, 
when I awoke, I heard the same words Sarah used in my 
dream in that strange language. But it wasn’t coming from 
my head. It was coming from Brianna. She was speaking the 
same words, Allistair! Our daughter was speaking those same 
words in a language I could not comprehend.” 

“It was a trick of the mind. You had a fever. You were delir-
ious. In your delirium, you must have heard Brianna and your 
mind made you believe it was this Sarah person.”

“No, Allistair, no. Not my mind. As you said, I was fever-
ish. But then, seconds later, when I came out, I was completely 
well.” Mrs. Elliott’s voice broke. “And it was Brianna’s face 
I immediately saw. Her face glowed with joy! Real joy! Like 
Miriam. Like Sarah. Try to explain that with science, dear.”

Dr. Elliott’s mouth fell open. He stared at Brianna, whose 
face was now wet with tears. “I heard her, too,” he whispered. 
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“I thought it was more of whatever magic had allowed us to 
speak Aramaic and Hebrew. You know how bad my Hebrew 
is.” 

“Your Aramaic isn’t that great either, honey,” Mrs. Elliott 
said with a chuckle. 

“It’s true,” Dr. Elliott laughed. He paused. “And now that 
you mention it, she sounded like Mother when she . . . .” Now 
his voice cracked.

Mr. Clarke laid a hand on Dr. Elliott’s shoulder. “Your 
mother has a lot to do with your little excursion through 
time, just as she did with Brianna and Seth on their first visit 
through the portal.”

“I don’t understand,” Dr. Elliott said.
Mr. Clarke pointed to two books that sat on the desk 

behind him. “Those books are for you and your lovely wife. 
It’s time to chronicle a new chapter in your lives. Or rather, 
your new lives.”

Dr. Elliott hesitated.
“If I may use the words Peter used to your bride. You have 

heard enough. You have seen enough. Time to believe, sir.”
“I don’t know where to begin,” admitted the doctor.
“Begin at the beginning. Begin with believing. Then repent. 

You’ve allowed things to stand between you and God. You’ve 
said things, done things, thought things that have caused 
you to lose faith. Jesus stands at the door of your heart. He is 
gracious to forgive you of your shortcomings. He’s waited an 
awfully long time.”

Dr. Elliott fell to his knees. A cry deep from within him 
sprung forth. Brianna had never seen her father cry. The air 
around her felt electric. Alive. In this surreal moment, Bri-
anna realized something. He and Mother were on a quest to 
find the most elusive and sacred of religious treasures known 
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to humanity. In reality, their expedition led them to discover 
the greatest treasure of them all—new life. Eternal life.
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 chapter seventeen 

As the day waned, Brianna found herself seated on the 
floor with her back against a bookshelf. Her parents stood 
beside Mr. Clarke just a few feet away, engrossed in a discus-
sion about the repopulation of the earth following the Flood 
and the eventual migration of humanity into the western 
world. She figured the discussion was rich with deep knowl-
edge on the diversities of human culture. In other words, a 
snooze fest. It’s not that she didn’t care to learn. She just pre-
ferred to leave the learning to that small window of time she 
had to learn—in school. Besides, there were more interest-
ing subjects to ponder at the moment, such as her parents’ 
salvation.

Seth dropped beside his sister. “You look like you’re a mil-
lion miles away,” he said.

“I was just thinking,” Brianna said. “A few days ago I was so 
worried about sharing my faith with Mom and Dad. I thought 
they would get upset and try to talk me out of it. Saying it’s 
emotion and that it’s just not rational. Now look at them.”
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Seth glanced over at his parents. “It’s pretty amazing. Wait 
till Grandma gets a load of those two when we get home. I’ve 
never seen them smile so much.”

“You know what’s also amazing? The persecution that 
those early Christians suffered for their faith. And that was 
barely the beginning.”

“You’re right. It got worse.”
“A whole lot worse.” Brianna let out a sigh. “Did you see 

fear in them? No, because they had faith. They believed that 
no suffering on this earth was severe enough to give up 
Heaven. Anyway, it made me look at myself differently. What 
was I afraid of? I can have courage to stand up for what I 
believe, no matter what others’ reactions might be. Including 
Mom and Dad.”

 “I can’t wait to see what happens when they get baptized 
by Pastor Simmons. Grandma might shout her bun down,” 
Seth said.

Brianna chortled. “I always like to see that.” Her demeanor 
turned serious. “So, do you think we’ll remember any of this?”

“Mr. Clarke erased our memories last time. Completely 
wiped us from the timeline. I can’t see why he wouldn’t do it 
this time.”

“Let’s ask him.” Brianna rose to her feet and sauntered 
over to the Time Chronicler. He was midway through a his-
tory lesson.

“So the Sumerians finally realized that they could inscribe 
wedge-shaped pictographs on clay tablets to communi-
cate with people. These clay carvings came to be known as 
cuneiform.”

Her father acknowledged Brianna’s arrival. “Oh hello, 
sweetie. Mr. Clarke was just discussing the evolution of 
writing.”
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“Fascinating,” Brianna said. There was a touch of sarcasm 
in her tone. She looked up at Mr. Clarke. “Seth and I were 
wondering if we’d be leaving for home soon.”

“Oh, my, I almost forgot.” He slapped his hands together. 
“Yes, of course. Where are my manners? I’ve enjoyed our little 
talk so much that I have completely lost track of time. I’m sure 
you’re ready to get back to more familiar sights. But first—” 
he rubbed the hem on Dr. Elliott’s tattered sleeve, “we need to 
make you more presentable. I have clothes that I’m sure will 
meet your approval. And facilities to wash up. The kids can 
put on the clothes they wore before they changed into their 
first-century costumes.”

He ushered the four of them to a set of rooms off to the 
side of the library. He pointed to a room with a mahogany 
wardrobe full of clothing. “You should find whatever you need 
in here. And, down the hallway are dressing rooms. There are 
also shower rooms if you want to freshen up. I must apologize 
to you, Dr. Elliott, but I’m afraid I do not have a razor.” Mr. 
Clarke rubbed his beard. “I haven’t had need of one for quite 
some time.”

“Oh, that’s quite all right,” Dr. Elliott said. “This will do. 
Thank you.”

Mr. Clarke made a slight bow. “Now, I will leave you to it.” 
He turned to Brianna. “May I have a quick word?” 

Brianna obediently followed him into the hallway.
“Remember when I mentioned that my hearing was keen?” 

Mr. Clarke asked, not waiting for a response. “I overheard you 
and Seth talking about whether or not I will wipe your mem-
ories like before.”

Brianna acknowledged him with a nod.
“In this case, it will not be necessary. In fact, it’s impera-

tive that you all remember. You see, unlike you and Seth with 
your childlike faith, your parents’ faith is still a little shaky. 
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To erase their memory may revert them back to their more . . . 
rational state.”

“Oh, I quite understand,” Brianna said. “Thank you for 
that.”

“There’s another reason. You are not going straight home 
from here. You will arrive back in modern-day Israel. It is 
there that your father will face difficult challenges. He’s going 
to have to make wise decisions that will affect all of you. He 
will need God to help him. Like you, he will need to muster 
courage to do what must be done.”

“Like what?”
Mr. Clarke glanced at the ceiling. Brianna knew that look. 

He was deliberating about how much information to share.
“Let’s just say that the danger is not quite over. It just 

changed antagonists. He must be willing to trust in God in 
order to right an injustice and to remove a threat.”

“But you can’t say what, can you?”
Mr. Clarke shook his head.
“I understand. I trust your judgment,” Brianna said.
Mr. Clarke chuckled. “Oh, my dear, it is not my judgment 

you should trust. Rather the Almighty’s. But, I appreciate the 
sentiment.”

“So does this mean that the people we came in contact 
with back in ancient Israel will also remember?”

Mr. Clark gave her a knowing smile. “By people, I assume 
you are referring to one person in particular.”

Brianna blushed.
“You ask about Tamir?” Mr. Clarke said. 
Brianna’s timid smile was all the answer the old archivist 

needed.
“He will remember. He will always remember the pretty 

girl with the cinnamon hair and hazel eyes. But more impor-
tantly, he will remember your fearless belief in Jesus.” These 
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words surprised Brianna. Fearless was not a word she’d ever 
use to describe herself. At the same time, she felt happy. 

“He will go on to do great things for God,” continued Mr. 
Clarke, “in part because he will think of your courage. Sadly, 
he will lose his life at the hands of the ruthless Romans for 
his faith.”

Brianna felt her eyes grow wet. “No,” she breathed.
“His name will never be recorded in the annals of church 

history,” Mr. Clarke continued. “His will be one of a sea of 
unknown faces whose unflinching allegiance to Jesus helped 
to spread the gospel around the world.” Mr. Clarke laid a 
hand on Brianna’s shoulder. “Don’t worry, child. He cared for 
you as much as I believe you cared for him. Do you know why 
God allowed you to have these feelings for someone that you 
would never see again?”

“No, sir. I don’t,” she replied.
“He wanted you to understand how His heart feels for 

humanity. His pursuit for us is no less an epic love story for 
all ages. Some accept Him. Others reject Him. Regardless, 
His love extends to whosoever will return His love in sweet 
abandon.”

“But it hurts,” cried Brianna.
“Love hurts. Love took Jesus to a cruel cross. Love took 

the stripes for our healing. Love took the crown of thorns so 
that we can wear crowns as princes and princesses in a heav-
enly realm.”

“Why did He do that? What have we to offer?”
“My dear, we have our lives to give Him. In repentance we 

relinquish our wills so that we might serve Him according 
to His will. As His bride, the church, we take His name in 
baptism. In return, for His death—and our death to our old 
selves—He has given us the promise of eternal life.”

“I still will miss Tamir,” Brianna said. 
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“I know. But the thing about young love is, it’s fleeting. 
God has a long-term plan for you. For now, that plan meant 
that your life had to intersect with Tamir’s. Through it, you 
both have grown. God has accomplished what He needed to 
be accomplished through you together. Such is the work of 
the church. Separate people with unique lives and ministries 
come together for one common purpose—the work of God 
on earth.”

Seth poked his head out of the room. “Are you going to get 
dressed, Bree?”

Mr. Clarke made a gesture toward Seth. “Go on, Brianna. 
Get ready. It’s about time for you to leave.”

Less than ten minutes later, Mr. Clarke escorted the 
Elliotts to the main entrance of the library—an expansive 
polished brass door that reflected their bewildered faces. He 
tugged on the decorative handle. As the door swung open, 
a brilliant light spilled into the room. After Brianna’s eyes 
adjusted to the radiance, she noticed a swirling mass just 
beyond the doorway. Its translucent shape glimmered as it 
spun around a glossy vortex. 

“Is that a time portal, of sorts?” asked Dr. Elliott. His face 
expressed concern. Mr. Clarke noticed his hesitation.

 “Do not be afraid,” the Time Chronicler said. “As soon 
as you pass through, you will be back in Israel—in your 
timeline.”

“That’s good to know,” the doctor said. “But where exactly 
will we be?”

“Yeah, we were being chased when we were last there,” 
said Mrs. Elliott. “I’d hate to end up back in that situation.”

“So were we,” Seth said. “Probably by the same goons who 
chased you.”

“No need to worry. The same number of days have passed 
in your timeline as it did in ancient Israel. Your pursuers have 
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assumed you have given them the slip.” Brianna gave a sigh of 
relief. Mr. Clarke held up a finger. “But, that is not to say that 
the danger has subsided.”

“So they could be anywhere,” Brianna groaned.
“True. But, when you arrive, you will find yourself near the 

Bank Shalom. They will not be looking for you there.”
Dr. Elliott jabbed the side of his head with the tip of his 

finger. “Good thinking,” he said. He approached the portal. 
“So how does this work? We just step into it and find our-
selves back in Israel?”

“Of course,” Mr. Clarke chortled. “I can only imagine how 
anxious you are to get back.” He stepped to the side of the 
doorway. “Dr. Elliott, will you be so kind as to lead your fam-
ily home?”

“Delighted to,” Dr. Elliott said, grabbing Mrs. Elliott’s 
hand. “Shall we?”

She motioned to the portal. “After you.”
Dr. Elliott stepped into the portal clasping his wife’s hand. 

As they entered the vortex, they faded from sight. Seth raced 
after them; his body became translucent before it disap-
peared from view. 

Brianna advanced toward the swirling vacuum. At the 
doorway, she paused and looked back at Mr. Clarke.

“Thank you for everything. I don’t want to think where we 
might be without you,” she said.

“My dear, Brianna,” Mr. Clarke said with a smile. “I’m not 
the one to thank. Your grandmother’s prayers and a merciful 
God are more deserving of your appreciation.”

She gave the old Time Chronicler a last hug before she 
plunged into the luminous abyss.
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 chapter eighteen 

When Brianna’s feet touched earth, she found herself 
beneath a neon sign in front of a chic patio restaurant at the 
corner of a cobblestone market square. The scene bustled with 
life. Throngs of pedestrians strolled in and out of plaza shops.

She looked around for her family. When she could not find 
them, dread washed over her like a frigid ocean wave. Had 
she arrived at a different spot? Did her delay with Mr. Clarke 
cause her to become separated from her family?

“Brianna!” She heard her named shouted. She turned 
toward the sound. Her eyes fell on her brother who waved 
at her from beneath an oak tree planted in the middle of the 
plaza square. Her parents stood behind him motioning her 
over with opened palms.

Crossing the walkway, she glanced at a white sandstone 
structure fronted by concrete steps that led to a set of tinted 
sliding glass doors. Above the doors hung an electric sign in 
the blue and white colors of Israel that read Bank Shalom in 
Hebrew and English script.

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   191 8/14/17   9:33 AM



TREASURE QUEST

192

She stepped next to her father and pointed toward the 
building. “There’s the bank. Just like Mr. Clarke said.” She 
glanced over to her dad. “All right, where to now?”

Dr. Elliott nodded in the direction of the bank. “There,” he 
said.

Brianna furrowed her brow. “Why? Do we need a loan to 
get home?”

“Not exactly,” he replied. “When your mother and I found 
out how dangerous of a man Dr. Cohen could be, we took 
extra precautions with our safety. One of the things we did 
was to leave our passports and money with Yosef, a banker 
friend of mine. We told him that if we weren’t back by . . . 
what is today?”

Mrs. Elliott pointed to a television monitor on the side of 
the bank that gave the time and date.

“Back by today,” continued Dr. Elliott, “that he was to 
hand them over to the US Embassy and inform them that we 
had been kidnapped.”

“Or worse,” Mrs. Elliott added.
“Or worse,” he repeated. “Thankfully, that didn’t happen.” 

He waved them onward. “Let’s go see Yosef.”
The four of them crossed the street and climbed the front 

steps. The automatic doors to the bank slid open. Dr. Elliott 
crossed the glassed-in vestibule, swung open the lobby door 
and waved the others through. 

Inside the lobby, four massive white marble pillars reached 
toward a vaulted glass-dome ceiling. Natural light flooded 
the room and made the polished blue slate floor glisten. 

A lady dressed in a dark blue business suit greeted them 
with a polite smile. A brass name plate inscribed with Hebrew 
letters was affixed to her jacket lapel. She addressed them in 
Hebrew, but Brianna could no longer understand the lan-
guage. That gift only worked in time travel, she supposed. 
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“I’m sorry,” said Dr. Elliott. “My Hebrew is not so good. Do 
you speak English?”

The lady nodded. “Of course. Are you from America?”
“We are,” Dr. Elliott replied. “I assume you work here.”
“I do. How may I help you?”
“Yes. Would Yosef Ben-Asher happen to be in today?”
“I’ll be glad to check for you. Whom shall I say is asking?”
“Allistair Elliott,” he replied.
The woman dipped her head then turned toward the offices 

at the back of the building. Her high heels clicked across the 
lobby floor. 

Dr. Elliott motioned to a collection of chairs just off the 
lobby. “Let’s take a seat while we wait.” 

Brianna had just selected a magazine nestled on the wait-
ing room table when the bank employee returned. With her 
strolled a tall, lanky man with square-rimmed glasses. He 
held out a hand as he came toward Dr. Elliott. 

“Allistair, my friend,” he said, grabbing Dr. Elliott’s hand. 
The female bank employee slipped away and returned to her 
post. “So good to see you. And, right on time, I see. I admit 
I was getting a little worried. I trust all is well with you and 
Mrs. Elliott.”

“We are doing well, Yosef. That’s not to say we didn’t have 
a little—shall we say—setback. But, we are here, and that’s 
well enough for now. Yosef, allow me to introduce my chil-
dren.” He motioned toward them. “This is Brianna and Seth.”

Yosef gave a slight bow. “It is good to meet you.” To Dr. 
Elliott he said, “My, Allistair, you and your wife sure have 
some handsome children.” He held out a hand back toward 
the lobby. “Why don’t you come to my office and visit for a 
while? I can have some tea brought in.”

“Thank you, Yosef. That is a kind offer. But, we don’t have 
much time. We hoped to collect our things and be on our way.”
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Yosef’s smile fell. “Oh, that is too bad. I would like to have 
found out what you have been up to. I see you’ve grown a 
beard. Very becoming. Now, let’s get your things so you can 
be on your way.” He spun around and motioned over his 
shoulder. “Follow me.”

Yosef escorted them past the teller booths and into the 
section of the bank where the account representatives’ offices 
were stationed. The offices were lined with frosted glass. Each 
had an open entryway where a door might have been. He led 
them into the office at the end of the hallway.

“Please have a seat.” He motioned to the two chairs in 
front of his desk. Brianna stood near the doorway so her par-
ents could take the seats. Seth made a move to one of the 
chairs, but Brianna caught him by the arm. He took the cue 
and parked himself next to Brianna.

Yosef planted himself in the high-back vinyl chair behind 
the desk, leaned to the side, and withdrew a set of keys from 
his pocket. He selected a key from the ring and plunged it 
into the drawer on the left side of his desk. He brought out 
a manila envelope, opened the flap, and poured out its con-
tents. Out fell two small blue passport books, a wallet, two 
cell phones, and a set of keys. Brianna recognized the key 
chain—a carved wooden elephant that her mother bought at 
an open market in India.

Reclining in his chair, Yosef formed his fingers into a stee-
ple beneath his chin. “I trust it’s all there,” he said.

Dr. Elliott rummaged through the items on top of Yosef’s 
desk. “Where’s the paper?”

“Paper?” asked Yosef.
“There was a sheet of paper with a drawing on it. I’m cer-

tain I gave that to you as well.”
Yosef picked up the envelope and peered inside. “Ah, here 

it is,” he said, pulling out a twice-folded sheet of white copier 

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   194 8/14/17   9:33 AM



THE mAp

195

paper. He gave it to Dr. Elliott. “It must have gotten lodged in 
the bottom.”

Dr. Elliott unfolded the document. “Do you have a pen?” 
“Of course,” Yosef replied. He reached into a pen holder 

beside his computer screen, retrieved a pen, and handed it to 
Dr. Elliott.

Dr. Elliott nodded his thanks then turned the paper over 
to the blank side. For several minutes, the room sat in awk-
ward silence as Dr. Elliott scribbled a note. Once complete, he 
looked up at Yosef. 

“May I use your phone?” Dr. Elliott asked.
“Why don’t you use your cell phone, Dad?” Brianna asked. 
Dr. Elliott pressed the activation button on his phone. “As 

I expected, it’s dead.”
“My phone is dead, too,” Mrs. Elliott said.
Yosef slid his desk phone toward Dr. Elliott. “No worries. 

You are more than welcome to use mine.”
Dr. Elliott picked up the receiver then set it down again. 

“Yosef, I have one more favor to ask. Could you look up the 
number for the Israeli Secret Service, please?”

Yosef hesitated. “This sounds serious, but I will do as you 
ask.” As his fingers traversed the keys on his computer key-
board, Brianna’s mind traveled back to ancient Israel. While 
in the caverns, her father revealed how he came to learn of 
the true identity of the director of antiquities at the Jeru-
salem Museum. He mentioned that he discovered that Dr. 
Cohen was a supposed weapons smuggler from a contact he 
knew at the Israeli Secret Service. She wondered if his inter-
est in phoning the agency had anything to do with Dr. Cohen. 
Even if it did, she still didn’t see the connection it had with 
the piece of paper her father held in his hand.

4411275 Treasure Quest sigs.indd   195 8/14/17   9:33 AM



TREASURE QUEST

196

Yosef read off the phone number he found on their web-
site. Dr. Elliott punched the digits into Yosef’s office phone 
and waited for someone to pick up the line on the other end. 

“Yes, could I speak to Agent Ackermann please? Yes, I’ll 
hold.”

As her father sat on the phone waiting to speak to this 
Agent Ackermann, Brianna slipped up behind her father and 
peered down at the sheet of paper. She only caught a glimpse 
of the note. Something about Jeremy Baker and the location 
of a . . . bomb? Brianna’s heart jumped into her throat. She 
glanced back down at the paper and could only make out a 
faint outline of the drawing on the other side. 

“Agent Ackermann, this is Dr. Allistair Elliott. Listen, do 
you remember when you told me that you needed more evi-
dence on this Jeremy Baker fellow, a.k.a. Dr. Kobi Cohen, the 
director of antiquities at the Jerusalem Museum? Well, I may 
have something that you will find useful. Could we meet?”

Her father jotted something on the corner of the paper. 
“Okay, good. My family and I will be there. We’ll catch a cab 
now.”

He hung up the phone, scooped up the items from the 
desk, thanked Yosef once more, and then quickly made for 
the bank exit.

Outside the bank, Dr. Elliott raced down the steps. Bri-
anna, Seth, and their mother struggled to keep up with his 
furious pace. Her father was a man on a mission. At the foot 
of the steps, he hailed a cab. Thankfully, it was a minivan, but 
only just big enough to fit them all. 

They squeezed into the small back passenger seats, and, in 
broken Hebrew, Dr. Elliott instructed the driver to take them 
to the Old City Market. 

The cab driver laughed. He peered at him through the 
rearview mirror. “If you like, English I speak.”
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Dr. Elliott gave the man an acknowledging wave. He leaned 
his head back against the seat and closed his eyes as the cab 
driver eased into the flow of traffic. 

“So what’s the plan, Allistair?” her mother said. Brianna 
turned her attention to her father. She spotted sweat beads 
on his brow. She didn’t remember when she saw him act so 
nervously.

Dr. Elliott pulled out the piece of paper he had stuffed into 
his shirt. “I’m turning this over to the authorities.”

“What is it?” Brianna asked, nodding to the paper.
“It’s the map of the ancient tunnel system under Jeru-

salem. I’m hoping it’s the missing link Ackermann needs to 
throw the book at that con at the Jerusalem Museum.”

Given the map had to be thousands of years old, Brianna 
had expected it to be carved into stone. 

Seth jabbed Brianna in the arm.
“Ouch, Seth. What was that for?” bellowed Brianna.
He pointed to the television screen that had been installed 

into the back of the front seats. The sound had been muted, 
but it was easy to recognize that the program was set to 
an Israeli news station. There, on the monitors, next to the 
close-up of the news reporter, were the photographs of their 
parents. Their passport pictures. She could no longer read 
Hebrew, but, without knowing the words on the headline, 
she knew something was wrong. The only reason that their 
images would be on the news was because her parents were 
wanted fugitives! 
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doctor elliott'splan

 chapter nineteen 

Brianna could tell the news caught her father by surprise. 
His eyes, wide with shock, were glued to the screen. The color 
in his face had paled to almost white.

She glanced over at her mother whose mouth hung open.
“What’s going on?” Brianna asked.
Her father parted his lips, but no sound came from his 

mouth. He bent forward and dropped his head into his hands. 
She thought he might vomit.

“Are you all right?” Brianna asked her father.
He looked up and leaned toward the cab driver.
“Please, stop the car,” he said.
The driver glanced up into the rearview mirror. “Is there a 

problem?” he asked.
Dr. Elliott peeled off two one-hundred-shekel bills and 

handed them to the driver. “No problem. We’d rather walk. 
Tourists.” He coughed out a forced laugh. 
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The driver drifted to the side of the street and parked 
along the curb. The Elliotts piled out of the cab onto a busy 
sidewalk. 

The cab pulled back into the heavy traffic. “Do you think 
he recognized us?” Mrs. Elliott asked.

“I don’t think so.” Dr. Elliott replied, rubbing his bushy 
chin. “I’m glad now Mr. Clarke didn’t have anything for me 
to shave my beard.”

“True. And I guess those ten pounds I lost being starved to 
death helped. My face is much thinner, and without makeup 
. . . well, I might not be so easily recognized. But, Allistair, 
what’s going on? Why are we wanted by the police? We hav-
en’t done anything wrong.”

“I don’t know, but I’m about to find out.” Dr. Elliott 
motioned to an electronics store across the street. They 
waited until there was a break in the traffic and then raced 
across the road. As they entered the shop, Brianna stepped to 
the side and pretended to look out at the busy street through 
the showroom window. In truth, she looked to see if they 
were being followed. She scanned the faces that passed by 
half expecting to see a creepy guy with sunglasses and an 
earpiece. Instead, the cars and people moved along with eyes 
focused straight ahead, unaware of the nervous Americans 
who just entered the electronics shop.

She turned to the register in time to see her dad stack 
three disposable cell phones onto the counter. The sales-
person rang up the charges and placed the purchases into 
a plastic shopping bag. Her father pulled out his wallet and 
handed the man a stack of bills. Dr. Elliott grabbed the bag 
and headed toward the exit.

Outside, he tore open the phone packaging and tossed 
the plastic and shopping bag into a nearby trash receptacle. 
He shoved two of the phones into his front pants pockets, 
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gripping the remaining phone tightly in his hand. He then 
hurried his family into a secluded alleyway. 

Once out of sight, he punched the on switch on the phone 
that he held. When the phone came to life, he dialed the num-
bers he recalled from earlier.

“Yes, Detective Ackermann, please. Tell him Dr. Allistair 
Elliott is calling. It’s urgent.” He held the phone to his ear, 
waiting.

“What if he’s already left for your rendezvous point?” Mrs. 
Elliott asked.

“You can bet that once they drop my name, they will patch 
me directly through to his cell phone.” He no more got the 
words out of his mouth when the secret service agent came 
on the line. Dr. Elliott punched the speakerphone button. 

“What’s going on Ackermann?”
“Whatever do you mean?” the agent asked coyly. “I’m here 

in the market waiting for you. Where are you?”
“Cut the charade! You know well enough what I mean! 

Now, start talking!” Brianna could not remember the last 
time her father raised his voice. His irritation spilled over to 
the other end of the phone.

“No, Elliott, you cut the charade! I got a lead that you are 
planning to plant that bomb. I also heard about the map—
the one with tunnels underneath the Temple Mount. Is that 
how you plan to gain access to the Dome of the Rock? And, 
guess what we found in your hotel? By the way, it’s trashed 
and the hotel manager wants your hide. Looks like trouble 
just follows you around.”

“I didn’t trash it, and you know who did. Kobi Cohen did, 
or whatever his latest alias is.”

“Did he also leave instructions for making a bomb taped 
underneath the bathroom counter? Did he leave explosive 
residue in the tub?”
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“Yes!” Dr. Elliott shouted. “I’m an archeologist, not a 
terrorist.”

“Then how do you explain your meeting with a leader of an 
Israeli terrorist cell in Brazil?”

“I have no idea what you are talking about!”
“Matthias? Does that ring a bell?”
“Matthias? Have you lost your mind? He’s no terrorist. 

He’s the one that led me to the Jewish community that pro-
vided me with the map.”

“Ah, yes, the map that shows the underground access to 
the Dome of the Rock.”

 Silence.
“Come on, Allistair,” Ackermann said in a friendlier tone. 

“Just meet with me. We can talk this out. You know that I 
have men all over this city looking for you. You can’t run for-
ever. Let’s sit down and maybe we can sort this all out.”

“I’ll call you back,” Dr. Elliott said, abruptly ending the 
call.

He marched out of the alley and found another trash can. 
The phone rang as he tossed it into the receptacle.

“Why don’t you just buy a charger, Dad?” Brianna asked. 
“That seems cheaper than throwing away good cell phones.”

“We can’t. If we turn any of our phones on, they can track 
us.” Brianna was glad her phone died when they were flee-
ing from Cohen’s men. “That’s why I bought these disposable 
phones. They are untraceable. To a point. The cops can trace 
the number back to the shop that sold it. But, by then, hope-
fully this will all be cleared up.” He glanced over at the elec-
tronics store then back to his family. “Wait here.”

He crossed the street and went back into the store. Less 
than five minutes later, he exited the shop. In his hand, he 
carried another plastic shopping bag. He reached inside and 
pulled out an object that he immediately dropped into his 
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pants pocket. The bag blocked Brianna’s view so she could not 
make out what he pocketed. Then he crossed the road and 
rejoined his family. 

“So what do we do now?” Mrs. Elliott asked.
“Now, we walk into the lion’s den and pray we’re not on 

the menu.”
With that cryptic statement, Dr. Elliott reached back into 

the plastic bag and withdrew four baseball caps. The words “I 
love Israel” were stitched in white thread across the crown. 

“Put these on and pull them over your eyes. Act like tour-
ists, but keep your eyes open for anyone who might be follow-
ing us.” He shoved the cap onto his head and pulled the bill 
low over his brow. 

“Eyes open,” he said, pointing ahead. “Now let’s take a 
walk.”

The four of them meandered through the city sidewalks, 
back alleyways, and thoroughfares. They kept to the shadows 
as much as possible. As they passed large groups of people 
and crossed streets, they pulled their hats further over their 
eyes and kept their heads down. At one point, three police 
vehicles passed with lights flashing and sirens blaring. Bri-
anna’s breath seized in her lungs. She thought they had been 
found, but the cars sped past them.

After some time, Dr. Elliott suddenly stopped and formed 
a huddle. Brianna glanced up at the building across the road. 
She recognized it—a distant memory at this point, but one 
that curdled the blood in her veins. The Jerusalem Museum.

“Why are we here?” Brianna asked, worried. 
“Welcome to the lion’s den,” Dr. Elliott replied.
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“You can’t be serious, Allistair,” Brianna’s mother cried. 
“Are you crazy? Aren’t Cohen’s men on the lookout for us?” 

Dr. Elliott shrugged. “Possibly. But so are Ackermann’s 
men. It’s time to make a deal with the devil.”

“What are you talking about?”
“He wants the map. Let’s give him the map. But, I have a 

notion that it won’t do him any good.” He pulled out another 
burner cell phone. “Just out of curiosity, how long do you 
think it will take Ackermann to get here if I call him and tell 
him where we’re at?”

“You’ve flipped, Allistair,” Mrs. Elliott commented. 
“Humor me.”
“I don’t know. Depends on where he is. You said the Old 

City Market, right?”
Dr. Elliott nodded.
“Maybe ten minutes.”
“That should be enough time.” He pressed the activation 

button and waited for the screen to indicate a signal. He dialed 
two numbers then looked up from the phone. “Listen, I’m 
not sure this will work, but I sense it is the only way to clear 
our name and implicate Cohen. But, before I do this, I think 
there’s something we need to do. Blame it on my encounter 
with God back at the archive, but I feel like we should pray.”

These words warmed Brianna’s heart. They clasped hands 
and bowed their heads. Brianna knew that a family grouped 
together on a street corner could raise a few eyebrows. Some-
one might even notice just how similar the man and woman 
were to the people in the news. But, Brianna didn’t care. 
All she cared about was her family living for God. Together. 
Whatever happened, God would help them. 

She didn’t remember the words her father prayed. She 
just knew he did. For now, that was enough. When he had 
finished, Dr. Elliott returned to his phone and punched the 
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rest of Ackermann’s numbers into the dial pad. He didn’t wait 
very long before he was again patched through to the agent’s 
cell phone.

“Okay, Ackermann. I’m willing to talk now.”
“Great. Where are you?”
“Jerusalem Museum,” he replied. Dr. Elliott ended the call 

before Agent Ackermann could respond. He glanced up at his 
wife. “Let’s go.”

He ran across the street, his family right behind him. He 
strolled through the front entrance like he owned the place. 
Instead of going up to the receptionist desk to announce his 
arrival, he walked up to a security camera and held up the 
map to the lens.

He then shoved the paper back in his shirt pocket, dug 
his hands into his pants pockets and rocked back and forth 
on his heels as if he had no care in the world. In less than a 
minute, the door to the security office burst open. Out came 
two security officers who made a mad dash toward Dr. Elliott.

Dr. Elliott held up his hands as if in surrender. “I want to 
see Cohen.”

The guards each placed a hand under his arms. “That’s 
where you’re going.”

“Nuh uh,” he said, jerking away. “You tell him to come out 
to me. Out here. In plain sight, if he still wants the map.”

One of the guards whispered something in Hebrew into 
his radio. A minute later, Dr. Cohen eased out the same door 
the guards had exited. He sauntered up to Dr. Elliott with a 
smirk fixed to his face. 

“Dr. Elliott, so good to see you,” he said, flapping his arms 
in the air. He gestured to Mrs. Elliott. “And your lovely bride.” 
Glancing at Brianna and Seth, he added, “And I see your chil-
dren were successful in finding you. Now, what can I do for 
you?”
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“You know well enough why I’m here.”
“Ah, yes. You have something that belongs to me. Is that 

it?”
“I’d like to make a deal. I’ll sell it to you.”
The museum director scratched his chin. “A deal, huh. Like 

you’re in a position to make a deal. But, I’ll play along. How 
much?”

“All I want is information. I’m sure you’ve seen the news.”
Dr. Cohen smiled. “Tsk, tsk. It seems you’ve been a very 

bad boy, Dr. Elliott.”
Brianna felt anger well up inside of her. She wanted to 

walk up to the man and slap the smirk off his face. Instead, 
she bit her tongue and prayed silently in her mind.

“Go on. What do you want to know?” Dr. Cohen said.
“Tell me why. Why did you frame me? Why is this map so 

important to you that you would plant bomb-making mate-
rial in my hotel room?”

“I needed to get your attention to bring you out of hiding. 
By the way, where have you been?” Dr. Cohen’s eyes drifted 
to Dr. Elliott’s chin. “I like the beard. I suggest you keep it for 
prison.”

“Okay, so tell me about Matthias.”
Dr. Cohen chuckled under his breath. “Ah, Matthias. Poor, 

naïve Matthias. He is such an idealist. For so long, I have 
sought the information you now hold. Even tried persuad-
ing him that I could further his cause—his hatred for what 
he calls the intruders of Jerusalem who ‘stole’ his people’s 
precious Temple Mount. But, he was timid. Scared. Then you 
somehow found a way to talk him into giving up the goods. 
And for what? An old golden chest filled with rocks. The Ark 
of the Covenant. When you came into my office and pre-
sented your theory to me about the location to the Ark, I just 
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about fell out of my chair. Of course, I’d help you with funds 
and permits, just as long as I got the map.”

“But you’re willing to blow up the Dome of the Rock—a 
sacred Muslim shrine. For what? To start a war?”

“Ah, I see. Another idealist.” Dr. Cohen stepped closer and 
gave Dr. Elliott a piercing stare. “War is money, you idiotic 
relic digger. War is power. Enough with the questions!” he 
shouted. “You’ve worn out my patience. Hand over the map. 
Now!”

Dr. Elliott reached into his shirt pocket and took out the 
crumpled paper. Dr. Cohen greedily snatched the document 
from his hand. He smiled as he scanned the drawing. Then he 
flipped the paper over. 

 “What’s this?” His eyes scrolled over the note Dr. Elliott 
had written. He let out a derisive chuckle. “So you thought 
you could trap me with this note. Who were you planning on 
giving this to? That bumbling detective at the Israeli Secret 
Service? He’s been after me for years and can’t pin a thing on 
me. I’m too good.” He folded the map. “Now it’s time to say 
goodbye, Dr. Elliott. We must continue our little chat behind 
closed doors. I’m sure you understand.”

Two other guards appeared and joined the two that were 
already there. They each grabbed an arm of one of the Elliotts 
and began to drag them toward the security office. 

At that moment, the front door flew open. In raced sev-
eral uniformed officers, guns drawn. In the midst of the offi-
cers stepped a broad-shouldered man dressed in a black suit 
and tie. His hair was raven black and slicked back. He wore a 
bushy mustache that hung underneath his prominent nose. 

Agent Ackerman, thought Brianna.
“Game’s over, Elliott,” the man shouted.
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The police rushed Dr. Elliott and threw him face down to 
the ground. They pulled his arms behind his back and slapped 
a pair of handcuffs on his wrists.

“I’m so glad you arrived when you did,” Dr. Cohen said. 
“This man burst into this establishment and threatened my 
workers. He needs to be locked up.”

Dr. Elliott called after the secret service agent. “Reach into 
my front pocket, Ackermann.”

“Why?” Ackermann said.
“Just do it.”
“This better not be one of your tricks.” 
Agent Ackermann felt in his pants pocket and pulled out a 

slender electronic device. “What’s this?”
“It’s a recorder.” Dr. Elliott pivoted his head toward the 

museum director. “Hit play. I think you will find the conver-
sation I just had with our Dr. Cohen very enlightening.”

Dr. Cohen began to protest, but Agent Ackermann held up 
his hand to stop him. He hit the button and played back part 
of the recording. He only got a minute or two into the discus-
sion when he stopped the recorder. 

“Release Dr. Elliott and take Dr. Cohen into custody,” 
Agent Ackermann commanded. “I would like for us to hear 
the rest of this together—at the station house.”

“You can’t use that,” argued Dr. Cohen as the officer cuffed 
him. “It’s inadmissible in court,” he shouted while they 
dragged him toward the entrance door. “It’s entrapment. You 
will hear from my lawyer about this.”

Ackermann ignored the man. He kept his eyes locked on 
Dr. Elliott. “Where’s the map, Dr. Elliott?”

“Cohen has it. And if I were you, I’d lose it forever.”
“We’ll take that under advisement.” Agent Ackermann 

wagged his head. “You’re crazy. You know that, right? You 
could have gotten yourself killed,” he said.
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“I had nothing to worry about. I knew God had my back.”
“I didn’t know you were a religious man, Dr. Elliott.”
“Let’s just say I had a recent conversion.”
Ackermann shook his head once more. “So tell me. I’ve just 

got to know. Where were you these past few days?”
Dr. Elliott glanced over at Brianna and smiled. “You 

wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”
“Try me.”
“I was here in Jerusalem the whole time. I spent time in 

a jail cell at the Temple. A little time in Herod’s Palace. And 
some time quarrying rock in Zedekiah’s Cave.”

Agent Ackermann studied Dr. Elliott for several seconds. 
“Impossible. The last time there was a Temple and Herod’s 
Palace was around ad 70. And they haven’t quarried rock in 
that cave for thousands of years. Is this more of your games?”

“No games. I told you that you wouldn’t believe me.”
Agent Ackermann turned toward the door. He called out 

over his shoulder. “You spend too much time in caves and 
graves, Dr. Elliott. You need to take a long vacation with your 
family. I suggest someplace sunny. I hear Hawaii is nice.”

“I think the only place we want to go is home,” he said. “I 
trust all the alerts for our arrest have been lifted so we can 
fly home.”

“Already working on it,” Ackerman said. He gave a final 
wave, then walked out of the building.
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goinghome

 chapter twenty 

Brianna belted herself into the cabin seat next to the win-
dow. She looked down the airplane aisle and watched as Seth 
boarded the plane with their parents. 

Seth shrugged off his backpack and plopped down in the 
seat next to Brianna. Mom and Dad took the seats across the 
aisle from them. 

Seth placed the backpack in his lap and pulled out his iPad. 
“Boy, I thought I’d never see this again. Did you see how mad 
the hotel manager was when he saw Dad walk into the hotel?”

“How could I miss it? He was firing off words in Hebrew 
like a machine gun. Then he started swinging his arms in the 
air like a crazed orangutan.” Brianna imitated his motions 
with her own hand gestures. This made her and Seth laugh 
out loud.

“Yeah, when Dad finally got his phone charged, he said 
there were over twenty voicemails from him about the dam-
age to the room.”
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“I think some of it was from the police. It looked worse 
than I remembered when the manager finally let us into the 
room to get our stuff.”

“You know, Dad’s changed. He would have argued with 
the man. Instead, he apologized, explained how it was Dr. 
Cohen’s men who made the mess, and suggested he bill the 
museum for the damages.”

Brianna plugged her earbuds into her phone and dropped 
them on her lap. “I’m just ready to go to sleep and wake up 
back at home.”

“So do you think we’ll ever see Mr. Clarke again now that 
Mom and Dad have the Holy Ghost?”

“I’m not sure,” Brianna replied. “I hope so.”
“I heard Dad talking to Grandma last night about he and 

Mom getting baptized. Dad was baptized as a kid, but he 
wants to get rebaptized in Jesus’ name with Mom.”

“Grandma’s pretty excited about it,” Brianna said. “She 
texted me after they talked. She’s already made arrange-
ments with Pastor Simmons. I would not be surprised if she’s 
waiting at the airport when we get back to take them straight 
to the church.”

“Wow! I’m surprised.”
“Surprised? You mean about getting them baptized as 

soon as we land?”
“No,” chuckled Seth. “That she can text.”
Brianna let out a laugh. “You know Grandma. When she 

sets her mind to something, she’s going to get it done.”
“Tell me about it. Just look at what her prayers can do.”
The stewardess walked to the front of the plane, grabbed 

the intercom and began to talk through the safety instruc-
tions. As she did, Brianna slipped the earbuds into her 
ears. She didn’t immediately start her playlist. Instead, she 
allowed the memories of these past few days play over in her 
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mind. She thought about how she and Seth were sent to res-
cue their mom and dad so Dad could, in turn, save the world 
from a terrorist attack that could have started a world war. 
Yet, through it all, the best part of the experience was seeing 
God save them. 

Her thoughts quickly turned to Omar. God saved him from 
himself—a cruel and evil man. Who would have thought 
Omar would play such an important role in helping them find 
their parents? This, of course, made her think of Tamir.

Tamir. 
Her heart broke at the thought of him. Not just because 

she’d never get to look into those dark, kind eyes again, but 
because he would eventually give up his life for his faith.

Brianna was suddenly overcome with emotion. She turned 
her face to the window and allowed fresh tears to drip from 
her eyes. 

She wasn’t crying because she’d never see Tamir again, 
although that made her sad. Her tears flowed for the brave 
men and women who thought their lives were less important 
than their own salvation.

She cried because had it not been for their willingness to 
lay down their lives for their faith, she may not have expe-
rienced that same life-changing power for herself. She cried 
because the lives of these faceless and nameless early found-
ers of faith mattered.

But, most of all, she cried because her life mattered to 
Him.
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Author's note
The true location of the Ark of the Covenant has intrigued 

treasure seekers for centuries. There have been several the-
ories as to its location. For example, some believe that it 
was transported to Ethiopia where it has been kept under 
the watchful eyes of an obscure and isolated sect of monks. 
Another theory suggests that the Knights Templar discov-
ered it during one of their crusades to the Holy Land, and 
they buried it somewhere. The story you just read draws from 
one man’s claim to have found the Ark directly beneath where 
he believed to be the actual site where Jesus was crucified. 

The truth is that no one really knows where the Ark finally 
came to rest. However, as Christians, we understand that 
its discovery has no relevance to our salvation. The Ark was 
important in a time when God had a covenant with Israel 
during the time of Moses. This covenant, known as the 
Law, required ritualistic sacrifices and elaborate ceremonies 
to garner God’s atonement for humanity’s sins. Because of 
Jesus’ death, burial, and resurrection—the acts of Christ we 
call the gospel—we have a new covenant, or promise, from 
God. We can be free of our sins when we die to our old ways 
through repentance, are buried with Jesus in baptism calling 
on His name, and rise to walk in newness of life (Romans 
6:4). God initiated this new promise with humanity begin-
ning fifty days after His death at Calvary on the Day of Pen-
tecost. And, God is still honoring that promise with the out-
pouring of His Spirit on people just like He did in the Book 
of Acts. 

The Book of Proverbs instructs, “Buy the truth, and sell 
it not” (Proverbs 23:23). Our faith, and the doctrine upon 
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which our faith stands, is beyond worth. It truly is the price-
less treasure that people everywhere should seek to find. The 
question is, have you found this treasure for yourself?
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