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Three ordinary kids, six extraordinary adventures,  
one incredible quest!

Sister Maria Grace grew up in Springfield, Virginia, and has 
one older brother and four younger sisters (and twenty-two 
nieces and nephews—so far). She met the Daughters of Saint 
Paul when she was fifteen years old and felt God calling her 
to help people know and love him. As a sister she has edited 
a Catholic children’s magazine (My Friend), authored several 
children’s books, and now serves in the Pauline Books & Me-
dia Center in Alexandria, Virginia. Sister Maria Grace would 
love to recommend a good book to you!

 
When Caleb, Hannah, and Noah 
are whisked away back to Gospel 
times, they find themselves in a 
city full of soldiers and an eerie 
darkness. Something terrible 
has happened. Have they come 
too late to find Jesus? Join the  
Gospel Time Trekkers as they 

reach the exciting end of their quest—and the beginning 
of a lifetime of adventures! 

 “No, no, no!” said Noah. “We have to see him. 
All these trips and we were so close. Please!”

 … He didn’t finish what he was going to say 
because at that moment we heard the sound of 
marching feet again. But it sounded like many  
more feet than last time. We listened for a second, 
and then all of us started running away from the 
soldiers and down a narrow street. 
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Chapter One

Trek to the City

“Not that one, Caleb!” said Noah.
“We have to give some good ones,” I said. 

“You can’t give only the yucky vegetables to 
the poor.”

Mom had told me, my sister Hannah, and 
my brother Noah to fill a bag with canned 
goods for the food drive at church the next day. 
My little brother Noah only wanted to give the 
beans and beets. He didn’t want me to put any 
corn in the bag because he likes it. But he’s 
only six, so what can you expect?

“All right,” he sighed. “Give them one 
can.”
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I took it and put it in the bag.
“Wait! Not those!” I said as Hannah put two 

cans of mini ravioli in the bag.
“Caleb, you just said we have to give some 

good stuff. We can’t just give the stuff we don’t 
like.”

“He meant good vegetables,” said Noah. 
“Not ravioli. I like that, too.”

“Mom can get more,” said Hannah. “It’s 
not like you’re never going to have any ever 
again.”

Hannah’s eleven and sometimes acts like 
she’s grown-up.

“But I wanted it for lunch,” said Noah. 
“Those are the last two cans.”

Noah and I looked at each other. I was 
planning on ravioli for lunch, too. Mom let us 
have it on Saturdays. But I thought of some 
little kid who would be happy when his mom 
came back from the food pantry with ravioli.

“Noah, let’s give them one. You can have 
the other one for lunch,” I said.

Noah looked at me and sighed again. “No, 
let’s give them both. We can get more.”
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“Okay, I think this is enough. Let’s show 
Mom,” said Hannah.

We got up and Hannah and I each took a 
handle of the bag. We had only gone a few 
steps when it happened. We began moving in 
slow motion, as if the air had become thick. 
And then, a few seconds later, we were stand-
ing still. The bag was gone. The air was back to 
normal, except for the smell. It really stunk!

“Yay! Yay!” yelled Noah, jumping up and 
down. “It happened! It happened! We’re 
here!”

Noah’s T-shirt and jeans had disappeared. 
He was now wearing a tan-colored robe that 
went down to his knees. It was tied with a rope 
belt. It didn’t look odd, though. Hannah and I 
were wearing the same things, except hers had 
decoration around the neck. They’re called  
tunics.

Hannah and I looked at each other and 
smiled. We were back in the time of Jesus! This 
had already happened to us five times, but we 
were always amazed when it did. We couldn’t 
figure out how to tell when it was going to  
happen.
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We looked around and saw that we were 
standing in a dirty alley. It was smelly because 
of the piles of garbage lying around. A few feet 
away from us, a dog was eating something off 
the ground.

“This time,” I said, “we are going to see 
Jesus! I know we are!”

“We’ve been so close,” said Hannah.
“Rrrrrrruff!” I turned to see the dog snap 

at Noah.
“Watch it, Noah,” Hannah said. “Don’t try 

to pet a dog like that. You don’t know if it’s 
friendly.”

“I just went to look,” said Noah. “I didn’t 
pet him.”

“Yuck, what’s he eating?” I said.
“I don’t know, but he doesn’t have a col-

lar,” said Noah.
“Noah, I don’t think dog collars have been 

invented yet,” said Hannah.
For some reason that made us laugh and 

we all stood there laughing until the dog start-
ed barking at us. We stopped and it ran off 
down the alley.
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“I don’t remember it being so stinky when 
we were here before,” I said.

“Well, maybe we’re not in a place we’ve 
been. We’ve never come back to the same 
place twice,” said Hannah.

In my head, I counted back over the towns 
we had been to: Bethlehem, Cana, Gennesaret, 
Capernaum, and Jericho.

“Come on! Let’s go look around!” said 
Noah.

As we walked down the alley to the larger 
street, I thought how funny it was that we act-
ed like this was completely normal. The first 
time it happened, we were confused and kind 
of scared. But now, it was just a great adven-
ture.

We had given up trying to make it happen, 
but I still thought that if we could figure out 
how it worked, we could come back whenever 
we wanted. The neat thing was, it didn’t take 
any time. I mean, we were always gone for two 
days, but each time we came back, only a few 
minutes had gone by in our time.

“Wow,” said Noah when we reached the 
street.
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Wow was right. This was definitely a big-
ger city than any we had been in before. There 
were houses crowded close together in every 
direction. They were made of stone and most 
seemed to have two stories.

“Look at that!” Noah said. We looked where 
he was pointing and saw in the distance the 
high wall of a building. It was up on a hill all 
by itself, so we could see it from where we 
stood.

“Yeah, this really is a big city,” I said. “Where 
do you think we are, Hannah?” Hannah was 
the one who spent the most time looking at 
the maps in our Bible at home.

“I think,” Hannah said slowly, “maybe this 
is Jerusalem.”


