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Dedicated to all the boys who’ve made
the right decisions through the years
and have become men of righteous
action that have made the path of
their families secure in the faith.
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Chapter One

Nightmare

It was three o’clock in the morning
and the pleasant dream of walking by the
seashore had changed abruptly from a
scene of tranquility to one of a
tumultuous tempest.

He was now on the bucking deck of a
ship caught in a gale force wind as it
plowed up and down the giant troughs
between the walls of water. Sea spray
lashed the deck and it was impossible to
stand unless one held onto something.

The ship felt like it was about to be



torn apart and just when it couldn’t take
any more abuse a sudden calm happened
and when he looked down he saw that he
had been holding a Bible all through the
storm.

Suddenly everything went 
oppressively black and devoid of light. 
A single candle’s flame punched its way 
into the darkness. From its light he could 
see a woman bent over on her knees 
with her face to the floor.  

She appeared to be praying and
crying, her body shaking from the force
of her emotion. In the castoff glow of the
candle sitting on the floor in front of the
woman, darker shadows in the
background seemed to be twirling
sinuously closer to the woman’s bent
over form.

He wanted to reach out and warn the



woman somehow, but he was helpless to
do so. The menacing presence of the
darker shadows crept closer and
encroached on the single flickering
candle flame, with all manner of dark
mutterings, growling, and wicked glee.

The candle’s light flickered once and
the cacophony of dark voices grew
louder and more eager. As the candle
light flickered and sputtered, and looked
to be on the point of going out the
woman looked up.

She was looking directly at him, as
her face streaming with tears and
anguish testified to the fact that she was
without hope. Her features were
different than any person he had ever
seen before.

Her shouted plea wrenched his heart
as she screamed, “Please help us!” The



candle went out and darkness closed in
on the woman. He heard screams of
horror and pain, as she was consumed
by the dark horde gathered all around
her!

Her screams echoed out into the
darkness so loudly that he thought his
head was going to explode! He couldn’t
take it anymore he just couldn’t and
screamed his own wail of pain, as he
clutched at his head and tried to shut out
the sound of the woman’s tormented
scream, but he couldn’t!

 
Gavin almost bolted completely out of

his bed, as he clutched at his head with
his hands. The woman’s screams faded
from his consciousness until all he heard
was the pleasant good morning chirps of
the summer’s symphony of insects



outside his window.
He dropped his hands away from his

head and tried to regain control of his
breathing. He was covered in sweat and
his heart felt like what a deer’s must feel
like after having been chased by wolves
for hours.

He sat down heavily on the side of his
bed and wiped the sweat from his face
and then held his head in his hands
again. He didn’t know how much more
of this he could take.

This was the fifth time in seven nights
that he’d had this hellish dream and to
say that it was beginning to affect him
was to put it mildly.

The dream was so intense and the
woman’s agony so acute that he stayed
awake at night for fear of having to
experience the dream over again. The



dream, nightmare, vision whatever you
wanted to call it haunted him throughout
the day.

He had prayed to the Creator over and
over about it. If it was of the enemy that
it would depart from him and if it was of
the Creator that he would be shown the
meaning of the dream. He couldn’t keep
this to himself any longer. Maybe father
would know what to do.

 
Roric looked through his cracked

open door at the last person he would
have ever have expected to see pounding
on his door in the early hours of the
morning.

Gavin stood there illuminated in the
hall lantern waiting for his father to say
something like, “What in the world are
you waking me up right now for?” or



something else like that, but Roric said
nothing and just continued to study
Gavin.

Roric had noticed how beat Gavin had
appeared all this last week and had
wondered what had been up with his
usually indomitable son, who never
showed much emotion unless he was
busy in his blacksmithing work or
preaching the word of God.

This early morning visit by his 22-
year-old son must have something to do
with what had been stealing his peace
and rest the whole of this past week.

“Give me a moment son okay?” Roric
said and Gavin nodded.

Roric closed the door and Krista
asked, “Who is it?”

“Gavin!” Roric said and saw the
answering surprise on her face.
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