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The Escape 
 

 

It was sometime shortly after the year 1500. In a valley surrounded by high hills sat a small, 

Medieval town. Wood smoke wafted up through brick chimneys and into the night air like the 

breath of a dragon. A man carrying a torch walked down one of the crooked, twisting streets 

which meandered through the length of the town. Walking beside him, his friend whispered, 

“We need to make sure to run fast once the time comes.” 

 

A pointy, church steeple jutted into the starry sky, and a five-storied, stone jailhouse rose high 

above the roofs of the town’s half-timbered buildings. Atop the jailhouse stood a sentry armed 

with a crossbow. The small town of Mankind (in the country of Humanity) was fast asleep, 

except for some night watchmen, who walked along the top of the town’s fortified outer walls. 

These few sentries were armed with crossbows, swords, and halberds.  

 

(Halberd (definition): It is a Medieval weapon which combines an axe blade with a pick on  

a long handle. A spearhead appears above the axe head on the halberd.) 

 

Just then, the hinges of one of the town gates began to slowly squeak open. When the gate was 

wide enough to admit a person, it stopped swinging, and two men appeared in the light of a 

torch one was carrying. The orange light cast shadows all around them and revealed their 

concerned facial expressions. For half a minute, they stood still, looking out at the farm fields 
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which had begun to sprout. Beyond the fields lay a dense, dark forest consisting of maple, oak, 

and other hardwood trees.  

 

The man with the torch whispered to his friend: “Andrew, should we have waited until the 

morning to leave?”  

 

“Markus, I don’t think you understand how serious it is that we leave tonight,” Andrew said 

with some tension in his voice. “Tomorrow, the armies of Count Claus the Covetous, the ruler 

of Greed, will arrive at our town, and they will besiege it, as you know.” 

 

“I know, Andrew,” Markus Christian said, scratching his stubbly face. “I just wish we had 

more time to plan our escape. The guards will likely see us.”  

 

Markus and Andrew both wore brown, hooded cloaks; trousers; tall, leather boots; Medieval 

greatcoats; and long tunics underneath to protect from the cold. Both had stubbly faces and 

short, brown hair. Andrew was half a foot taller than his friend, and was last measured to be 6 

feet and seven inches in stature (height). 

 

“I have an idea,” Andrew Strong-heart’s face brightened up as he faced Markus.  

 

“What is it, my friend?” Markus said. 

 

“I will take the torch and run to the right. You run slightly to the left. We will meet each other 

at the top of that hill,” Andrew said, pointing to a wooded hill that rose above the forested 

valley floor.  

 

Markus stared at the hill and frowned. Beyond the hill, the forest continued and marched up 

over a mountain, to the north.  

 

“I don’t like the thought of being separated,” Markus said with a strain in his voice. “What if 

we lose sight of each other. I think we should just run together.” 

 

“Okay, you have a point. But, we need to decide quickly,” Andrew said, turning his head 

quickly to glance behind him. When he face facing Markus, he said, “The guards will soon spot 

us.”  

 

Just as Markus uttered those words, a soldier on top of the wall suddenly turned and stared at 

the two men. Then, after a second of hesitation, he came running toward a set of stone stairs 

that descended along the side of the wall facing the town.  

 

“Stop!” he shouted at the two men below as he scurried down the steps, almost slipping once or 

twice. 

 

“Run!” Andrew said with a hoarse whisper. Then, he squeezed through the opening in the 

wooden gate and sprinted away toward the fields and the forest beyond. His haversack (a 

strong rucksack) bounced up and down as he charged forward. 

 

Markus hesitated a second to say a quick prayer for protection before he bolted after his friend. 

His own haversack, bouncing as he ran, slowed him down slightly, but his adrenaline and 
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God’s assistance overcame the weight on his back, and he soon caught up with his friend.  

 

As they ran, they heard soldiers shouting from the wall. “Stop them!”  

 

Then, the frightening “zipping” sound of crossbow bolts shooting past their heads followed the 

soldiers’ cries. Zip! Zip! The narrow shafts plunged into the ground just yards ahead of them. 

Zip! Zip! Zip! One lethal crossbow bolt punched the ground just a foot from Markus’s left leg.  

 

They kept running until they were well beyond the range of the crossbows. Then, they slowed 

their pace, breathing heavily. Markus turned back to see if they were being pursued. Sure 

enough, to his horror, three soldiers were running toward them with angry expressions like 

angry shopkeepers pursuing a thief. The three were armed with swords, shields, and spears. 

Markus and Andrew only had a torch between them. And, a torch was not much of a weapon 

when facing a sword or spear. 

 

Without wasting a moment, the two fugitives increased their running pace. But, their 

haversacks with their food and supplies were slowing them down. And, the soldiers were 

gaining on them. Markus made a quick decision that some might have thought was wise, and 

others foolish. He slipped out of his straps and dropped his haversack. Now, he had no more 

food or survival gear. But, he was going to trust in God. Without the burden, he could run much 

faster. 

 

Seeing his friend suddenly speed up after having dropped his pack, Andrew also threw off his 

haversack. It thumped against the ground like a sack of potatoes. Together, running as fast as 

they could, unhindered by their bulky packs, the two began to gain on their foes, until the 

soldiers were in the distance. And, the edge of the forest was now just yards away.  

 

“We can make it, with God’s help,” Markus said, breathing heavily as his feet pounded the turf.  

 

The forest soon surrounded the escapees. In the light of Andrew’s torch, and in the dappled 

moonlight, the two men slowed down to a jogging pace and headed down a three-foot-wide 

footpath which was marked with a wooden sign. The sign read, “Narrow is the way that leads 

to everlasting life. Take this trail and you will reach the narrow gate.”  

 

Hustling down the forest trail, the two men had gone just a quarter of a mile (1,320 feet) before 

they saw a tall, stockade wall with a solidly-built, narrow, white-painted gate. Tall, wooden 

sections (stocks) of trees were embedded deeply into the ground. Each wooden stock, or beam, 

was sharpened to a point at the top.  

 

The two fugitives were within twenty feet of the strong, white gate when they caught sight of 

five soldiers, who were armed with spears, swords, and crossbows, suddenly emerging from 

the woods a few dozen yards behind them. The armed men had stepped into openings in the 

forest where pale moonlight could spotlight them. Each soldier wore chain mail, a helmet, a 

breastplate, and he appeared determined to kill his prey.  

 

“Run, Markus,” Andrew said suddenly just before he gritted his teeth and darted toward the 

gate as fast as he could sprint.  

 

Markus charged forward, not wanting to encounter a crossbow-bolt “stinger.” Just as Andrew 
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reached the gate, it swung open, and a friendly man beckoned him in. A bolt zipped through the 

air and missed Markus by a few inches, punching into a thick beam in the stockade wall. With 

his heart throbbing in his chest, Markus flew through the narrow gate, and the gatekeeper shut 

the sturdy door seconds later. A crossbow bolt thumped against the wooden gate the next 

moment. The keeper slid an iron drawbar through some slots and across the door to lock it shut. 

 

 

The Gatekeeper’s House 
 

 

The steady, buttery light of a lantern clutched in his hand revealed the features of the 

gatekeeper. Tall and brawny, the man wore a gracious smile on his brown-bearded face. At 

seven feet in height, the gatekeeper towered above Andrew and Markus. 

 

“I see that you two are seeking safety through the narrow door,” the gatekeeper said kindly. 

“By coming through this door, you are trusting in Jesus Christ, the LORD of righteousness, to 

protect you, and to be your Savior, and to be your Lord, and you are choosing to forsake your 

old lord, the prince of darkness.”  

 

“Yes, that is what John Evangelist told us when he preached in our town,” Markus said. “He 

told us to run from the town and not look back.” 

 

“And,” Andrew added, with a smile, “Mr. Evangelist said for us to head toward the forest 

where a narrow gate was located.”  

 

“Well, you came to the right place,” the gatekeeper said. In a moment, his long, Medieval 

greatcoat rustled as he reached up, with one arm, to his feathered cap and adjusted it. As he did, 

a faint rustling sound came from the forest undergrowth.  

 

“Did you hear that?” Markus said. 

 

“What?” the gatekeeper said, facing him. 

 

“I heard a rustling sound some distance from us,” Markus said. 

 

“It could be a rabbit or a hare,” the gatekeeper said. 

 

“I hope it isn’t a predator, like a wolf,” Markus said with some concern. “Or, a soldier.” 

 

“You are safe with me,” the gatekeeper said with a reassuring smile as he pat both men on the 

back, in turn. “That stockade wall is hard to surmount. And, wolves hate fire, and we have 

plenty of torches on hand. Come this way. We have two rooms for you pilgrims in our keep 

[fortress].”  

 

He led the travelers toward a 25-foot-high, stone wall. Within it’s enclosure, a towering, 

fortified house, which resembled a castle keep, rose up like a mighty tree. The large structure 

was four-stories high and was defended with battlements and turrets on its four corners. Its 

well-cut stones glistened in the moonlight and presented a serious obstacle for any would-be 
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attacker.  

 

[Battlements (definition): Openings in a defensive wall (or parapet) for hurling stones and 

spears, and for shooting arrows. Battlements appear on castle keeps, castle walls, and on other 

Medieval structures.] 

 

After passing over a small drawbridge and through a heavy, oak gate in the wall, they reached 

a bailey or courtyard. Inside the courtyard, the two pilgrims felt very safe, seeing the castle 

walls rising up like huge cliffs on all sides. Thatch-roofed, half-timbered structures rested up 

against the outer walls, protected by their sheer size.  

 

They were heading toward the keep, or fortified house. The gatekeeper stopped before a huge 

oaken door in the keep, reached into a leather pouch on his belt, and drew out a ring of keys. 

The door unlocked easily and the keeper pushed it open, causing it to make a slight squeak.  

 

Still carrying his lit lantern in one hand, the gatekeeper led the two travelers down a cold, 

torch-lit hall. After covering some distance, they came to a door leading into a stairwell. 

Taking the spiral staircase up to the third floor, the gatekeeper brought them into a new hallway 

which was plastered and painted white. Five doors appeared in the left wall. The right wall had 

three windows looking out over the forest and the sable night sky.  

 

[Turret: A round, smallish tower that is attached to or juts out from a wall or corner of a large, 

castle building.] 

 

Opening two of the doors, the keeper said, “Here are your bedrooms. I will bring you a meal in 

a few minutes. If you need anything, just knock on my door. It’s the fifth door down the hall.” 

 

“Thank you,” Markus said, nodding.  

 

With that, the keeper trotted over to the stairwell door and descended the steps. 

 

Markus took a look inside his personal room and noticed that it was already lit by candles, 

which revealed its features. A single bed with a night table rested up against a plastered wall. 

Beside it sat an elegant, upholstered chair. Above the chair hung a framed painting of a 

waterfall, which made the room more interesting. From the ceiling hung a chandelier with 

burning candles, giving a cozy atmosphere.  

 

A large writing desk, surmounted by a seven-armed candelabrum (candlestick holder), drew 

Markus’s attention. In the light of the flickering, candle flames, Markus noticed a semi-thick, 

leather-bound book with golden lettering across its cover. It read, “Holy Bible.”  

 

He had seen the holy Book the previous day, but only the copy in the hands of John Evangelist. 

This Book of books looked very beautiful to Markus as he picked it up and gently opened its 

cover. He had heard that men had died in order to translate the holy Book from its ancient 

languages into the modern tongue (language). He turned the pages of the Bible to the Gospel of 

John chapter 3, and read.  

 

“[16] For GOD so LOVED the WORLD, that HE GAVE HIS ONLY BEGOTTEN SON, 

that WHOSOEVER BELIEVETH in HIM should NOT PERISH, but have 
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EVERLASTING LIFE. 

[17] For God sent not his Son into the world to condemn the world ; but that the world 

through him might be saved.  

[18] HE THAT BELIEVETH ON HIM IS NOT CONDEMNED : BUT HE THAT 

BELIEVETH NOT IS CONDEMNED ALREADY, BECAUSE HE HATH NOT 

BELIEVED IN THE NAME OF THE ONLY BEGOTTEN SON OF GOD.” 

[John 3:16-18.] [Emphasis added.] 

 

‘This is powerful,’ Markus thought to himself as he pondered the words of the Lord Jesus 

Christ. After hearing the preaching of John Evangelist, Markus had trusted in Jesus Christ for 

salvation and had chosen to forsake his old ways of living so he could walk with his Lord and 

Savior.  

 

Markus read a few more verses before he set the Bible down, and sighed. With pain stirring in 

his heart, he remembered the difficulty he had in trying to convince others about their need for 

Jesus. He had told his brothers, sisters, and parents about his new faith, but they had mocked 

him, ridiculed him, and begged him to forsake Jesus and the Bible. But, he knew that what God 

offered him was far better than anything man could offer him. John Evangelist had quoted a 

powerful and encouraging Bible passage to him from the book of Revelation. 

 

“[1] And he showed me a pure river of water of life, clear as crystal, proceeding out of the 

throne of God and of the Lamb. [2] In the midst of the street of it, and on either side of the 

river, was there the tree of life, which bare twelve manner of fruits, and yielded her fruit 

every month : and the leaves of the tree were for the healing of the nations.” 

[Revelation 22:1-2.] 

 

Hearing the passage and others from Revelation made Markus want to go to Heaven and enjoy 

its beauty. He wanted to see the river of God (Revelation 22:1), the streets of gold (Rev. 21:21), 

the tree of life (Rev. 22:2), and the other endless delights. He had heard also that a time of 

reckoning was coming when all the world would be judged. The only true, Almighty God, the 

righteous Judge, would hold men accountable for their sins.  

 

Mr. Evangelist had warned the people of the town of Mankind that this day of reckoning was 

coming soon. And, he said it will come sooner for those around the world who will die some 

hours into the future.  

 

 

The Preacher 
 

 

The day previously had seen a man wearing a cape, trousers, and a long tunic step onto a raised, 

wooden platform in the busy town square of Markus’s village. In his right hand, a Bible was 

open. And, with the other hand, he made gestures to emphasize points he was making in his 

preaching.   

 

John Evangelist had said: “It says in the Holy Scriptures, in Romans 6:23: ‘For the wages of 

sin is death ; but the gift of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord.’ [End quote.] 

Friends, don’t keep your love on what this world has to offer. Put your love in God, and call 
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upon the name of Jesus, and you will be saved.” 

 

Markus thought about this as he waited for the gatekeeper to come with his meal. And, before 

long, the keeper entered the room, carrying a warm bowl of soup and a spoon. Thanking the 

keeper before he left, Markus ate up the soup quickly. Once his bowl was empty, he picked 

up the Bible and read a chapter: James chapter 1. After he read the last verse in the chapter, 

Markus decided he was tired enough to sleep. So, he put out the candles, plopped down in the 

bed, and fell fast asleep under its covers. 

 

 

Surprise in the Night 
 

 

“Markus,” a voice called through his bedroom, “wake up, please.”  

 

A hand was urgently shaking him. Markus Christian sat up and blinked several times, adjusting 

his eyes to the flickering light of a torch, which Andrew held in his left hand. The room was lit 

up with the orange, wavering glow of the flames. The torchlight also sparkled off of shiny 

pieces of silvery armor which covered Andrew from head to foot. He was dressed for combat 

as a knight in shining armor, and wore a haversack on his back. 

 

A dull thump came through the air from some distance away. 

 

“What is it, Andrew?” Markus said, yawning.  

 

Thump! The sound came again. 

 

“The gatekeeper told me to wake you--” Andrew said just as the muffled sound repeated. 

 

Thump! 

 

“--because soldiers from our town--”  

 

Thump! 

 

“--of Mankind are searching for us,” Andrew said with some nervousness.  

 

Markus tried to ignore the constant thumping sounds as he listened. 

 

“They have climbed over the stockade wall,” Andrew continued, “and are now using a 

makeshift battering ram to try to break through the main gate in the defensive wall. The 

gatekeeper says there is a way of escape from this small castle. He sent me to wake you.” 

 

“We better hurry, then,” Markus said as he threw off his blankets and stood to his feet. He was 

wearing his daytime clothes.  

 

“You have some armor lying over there,” Andrew said, pointing at a corner of the room, 

“beside a haversack the gatekeeper had me bring you.”  
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Markus rushed over to the corner where the pieces of armor lay. Three feet from the armor 

rested the new haversack. He quickly donned the armor, with Andrew’s help, and put on the 

haversack. Before slipping it on, he had checked the sack briefly to see what it contained. 

Inside were: a flint and steel kit for starting a fire; a few other items for travel; and five 

miniaturized Bibles.  

 

Markus was very grateful for the armor. He believed that it would save his life in the near 

future, as they would likely face dangerous foes. The armor was a strong set of armor: a 

Medieval knight’s helmet with a visor, a breastplate, a thick belt, a shield, and a scabbard with 

a sword.  

 

With his armor and the haversack now on his back, Markus Christian was ready to face the 

dark forest and what lay beyond. He knew that there would be no human way to escape the 

soldiers of his lord, Baron Tyrannous Fear, the baron of Markus’s fief. But, he perceived that 

Andrew seemed fairly confident that the gatekeeper knew a way of escape.  

 

“Where’s the gatekeeper?” Markus said, keeping his helmet visor up. 

 

[Fief (definition): land granted to a nobleman by his lord].  

 

Andrew hurried to the door and peeked into the hall. 

“He is coming our way right now,” Andrew said, turning to face Markus.  

 
They stepped out into the hallway and the gatekeeper called out to them with some intensity in 

his eyes. He said, “Gentlemen, please hurry and follow me. There is a way of escape from this 

place that Baron Tyrannous Fear and his men do not know how to reach.”  

 

The two travelers followed their guide back down the spiral staircase and outside across a 

moonlit courtyard. Entering a stone building at the far end of the courtyard, they turned into a 

storage room, where a trap door in the wooden floor had been opened minutes earlier. Two 

oaken barrels had been pushed out of the way of the trap door and rested up against a stone 

wall. Through the underground entrance, Markus and Andrew could see stairs descending 

down. The gatekeeper opened a wooden chest and pulled out an unlit torch.  

 

The gatekeeper touched his unlit torch to Andrew’s flame and soon ignited it. “The last man 

should close the trap door once he has passed through.” 

 

“I’ll do that,” Andrew said. 

 

Then, the seven-foot-tall, bearded guide began descending the stone steps down through the 

floor. As Andrew descended the steps behind Markus, he reached for a rope tied to a handle on 

the underside of the trap door and pulled. It thumped into place, concealing their escape route. 

 

 

Journey Beneath the Ground 
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A few seconds later, strong men who worked for the gatekeeper shoved the wooden barrels 

back into place over the trap door and then hurried off to hiding places. 

 

“Where are we?” Markus said as he reached the last step of the underground staircase and 

peered down a long, granite tunnel as far as the gatekeeper’s torchlight would reach.  

 

The man turned and looked Markus Christian in the eyes. “You are now in the tunnel of faith. It 

will take you three quarters of a mile beneath the dark forest. Then, it will reach the cave of 

Decision. There, in that cave, you will have two openings to choose from. Be cautious to avoid 

the wide tunnel of False Works. It will be on your left once you reach the cave. And, be certain 

to go to the cave opening to your right. It will reveal the bridge of Trust in God’s Word. Go 

across that bridge, and you will be certain to escape the wicked soldiers of Baron Fear. Now, 

let’s hurry.” 

 

The gatekeeper turned around quickly and began jogging down the tunnel. Markus and 

Andrew followed him, hoping that no enemy soldiers would break into the fortified manor and 

discover the trap door. As they ran, their backpacks bounced up and down, slowing their 

progress. But, the pilgrims didn’t let their packs keep them from following their guide. 

 

After some time had passed, the men arrived at the end of the tunnel where a small cavern 

appeared. As they entered, they could see its sinister features. Tooth-like stalactites in the 

ceiling with stalagmites in the floor gave the cavern the appearance of a hideous mouth. These 

icicle-like mineral deposits appeared like sharp, pointy cones and cast long, dark shadows, 

which wavered in the torchlight.  

 

“My friends,” the guide said, turning back to face the travelers, “We are in the cave of 

Decision. I will have to leave now to see to the well-being of the manor. But, I must first point 

something out to you.”  

 

 

The Cave 
 

 

In the floor of the cavern ran a path made of paving stones of a sandy color. The paving stones 

ran from the tunnel they had passed through and split in two directions, at a fork. The left side 

of the fork meandered around dark-grey stalagmites and vanished into a gallery (underground 

passageway) entrance in the left side of the cavern wall. 

 

The gatekeeper pointed at that gallery entrance and said, “Friends, that is the tunnel of False 

Works, to your left. It is a dangerous path to take. If you go that way, and don’t turn back, you 

will fall off a precipice (a very steep rock face such as a cliff) and plunge into a lake of hot lava. 

Many travelers have passed through that tunnel and fell to their deaths. A sign has been put up 

there to warn travelers. Let me read it to you.” 

 

The gatekeeper walked for several yards until he reached the gallery entrance, which had been 

in the shadows until he brought his torch up close to the opening. Markus squinted and could 

make out a metal plaque. He hurried over to the plaque, followed by Andrew. 
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“Read the sign for yourselves, pilgrims,” the gatekeeper said with a calm but serious face.  

 

Markus said, “It says, ‘Pilgrim, take heed to this sign. If you go this way of False Works, you 

will only find death. The Holy Bible says: ‘[1] What shall we say then that Abraham our 

father, as pertaining to the flesh, hath found ? [2] For if Abraham were justified by works, he 

hath whereof to glory ; but not before God. [3] For what saith the Scripture ? Abraham 

believed God, and it was counted unto him for righteousness. [4] Now to him that worketh is 

the reward not reckoned of grace, but of debt. [5] But to him that worketh not, but believeth 

on him that justifieth the ungodly, his faith is counted for righteousness.’ [end of quote.] 

Below this scripture, the sign says, ‘Romans chapter 4, verses 1 through 5.’” 

 

“What is this about, sir?” Andrew said, looking at the gatekeeper.  

 

Looking with concern and compassion on the pilgrims, the gatekeeper said, “This is a warning 

to pilgrims and travelers that if you try to earn your way into Heaven, you will be in continual 

spiritual bankruptcy, and will not be able to repay your sin debt. Eventually, such a person will 

be cast into Hell because he persistently refuses to repent.” 

 

“So, if you break God’s laws, and have not be saved by Jesus Christ, you have a sin debt?” 

Andrew said. 

 

“That is right,” the gatekeeper said. “And, the soul who rejects Jesus Christ and His sacrifice on 

the cross by trying to earn blessings and eternal life from God will then have to suffer for his 

sins in Hell. A sinner cannot enter Heaven. Only a person that has the blood of Jesus Christ 

over him is truly saved.” 

 

The gatekeeper turned and glanced toward the granite tunnel leading back the way they had 

come. He frowned briefly with concern. Then, he turned back to his friends. Markus turned his 

head, thinking he might have heard footfalls coming down the tunnel. 

 

“And, only a person who believes on the nature (i.e. name) of who Jesus Christ really is, is truly 

saved,” the gatekeeper said. “The person who trusts in his own works will never be saved. And, 

Jesus Christ revealed His true nature in the Holy Scripture, especially in the Gospel accounts of 

his life, death, and resurrection. Our Lord Jesus Christ showed who He was by what He taught 

and by how He lived His life on the earth.”  

 

The gatekeeper suddenly swiveled his head toward the granite tunnel and said, “I can hear 

some sounds. I believe we are being followed. Come, let us go to the right.”  

 

The three hustled off toward the right fork and traveled briskly down the path between 

stalagmites until they reached a large opening in the cavern wall. At this opening they found 

another plaque mounted on the rock wall nearby. 

 

Stepping toward the plaque, Andrew said, “This sign says, ‘Pilgrims, cross the bridge of Trust 

in God’s Word. Put your trust in God and in His holy Word, the Bible. You will never go 

wrong as you do. The Holy Bible says these words in Proverbs 3:5-8: ‘[5] Trust in the Lord 

with all thine heart ; and lean not unto thine own understanding. [6] In all thy ways 

acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy paths. [7] Be not wise in thine own eyes : fear the 

Lord, and depart from evil. [8] It shall be health to thy navel, and marrow to thy bones.’”  
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“You know the way to go. Now, walk in it. I will see you later, friends,” the gatekeeper said 

before he abruptly turned and disappeared behind a large cluster of giant stalagmites. 

 

 

The Cavern with a Bridge 
 

 

Andrew turned toward the opening in the cavern wall and stepped in with his flickering torch. 

A giant cavern appeared before him. His eyes suddenly widened with awe as he saw a huge 

precipice which plunged far below into a lake. Running across the lake was a long, narrow, 

wooden bridge. A series of upright, metal poles attached to wooden railing on the bridge 

supported oil lanterns. The lanterns cast orange light down to the dark water below. Stone 

pillars rose up from the surface of the lake and supported the weight of the bridge.  

 

At the other end of the bridge, a rocky shelf continued on for some distance until it ran into the 

far cavern wall. A set of stone stairs ascended up from the hard surface of the distant rocky 

shelf and vanished into the cavern ceiling. Andrew guessed that those steps led up into the 

forest and the cool, night air. The only way to reach those steps was by the narrow, wooden 

bridge which lay before him.  

 

Markus was staring at the bridge now and thinking to himself, ‘This sure looks unreliable. It 

appears to be very old and rickety.”  

 

A few minutes of silence passed before some footfalls came from behind Markus. He started to 

turn toward the sound. A man suddenly came up behind Markus and said, “Excuse me, sirs, 

may I ask what you are doing here and who you are?”  

 

Wheeling around, Markus faced the stranger and saw an older man, who appeared to be past 

the age of 58. He wore a long, white beard and had a tall, blue hat, which looked somewhat 

conical in shape. It had no brim, and it’s top was flat. He wore a red cape and a long, blue robe 

underneath. 

 

“We are pilgrims and travelers. We were told to go this way to reach the exit to this cave 

system. We are headed toward the Kingdom of Heaven,” Markus said. “And, who might you 

be?”  

 

“That bridge is quite old and unstable. I’ve heard that some men tried to go across, but stopped 

halfway through. They wisely ran back once they realize how weak the bridge was,” the 

refined-looking elderly man said. “It has been here long before my time. You surely don’t want 

to risk your lives for something like that. Come with me, and I will show you a better way to get 

out of this cave and be on your way. I am Count Pious of the county of Self-Righteousness, and 

I have helped many travelers leave this gloomy cave of Decision safely.”  

 

“Well, I guess we could see what other options are available to us,” Markus said, pushing away 

some feelings of guilt at ignoring the gatekeeper’s instructions. 

 

“But, Markus,” Andrew said, “didn’t the gatekeeper tell us that there were only two directions 
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we could go, and that the one through the tunnel would lead us right off a precipice and into a 

lava lake?”  

 

“Let’s just see what other options are available,” Markus said. “Maybe, the gatekeeper wasn’t 

aware of another option.”  

 

“But, that is not wise, Markus,” Andrew said with caution in his voice. 

 

“I don’t agree. I think it’s wise,” Markus said with some defiance before turning back toward 

the count. 

 

The older man reached behind a rock and pulled out six book-sized, metal boxes containing 

something that was fairly heavy. 

 

“These metal containers will give you the power to reach your goal the right way,” Count Pious 

said, smiling and winking. “You can put your faith in these works of self-righteousness.” 

 

The count fastened the metal boxes to Markus’s belt by way of leather straps, and it felt as if he 

was now carrying 50 pounds of extra weight. 

 

“Markus,” Andrew said, pleadingly, “you should reconsider your choice and think about what 

you’re doing. What does the Bible say about our works of righteousness?” 

 

Markus said, frowning, “Doesn’t God want us to be righteous?” 

 

“Yes, but we should not be self-righteous,” Andrew said with concern. “God wants us to trust 

only in Jesus Christ for our righteousness and to follow Jesus.” 

 

“Come with me this way,” the count said, beckon Markus to follow him as he stepped toward a 

gap between two large stalagmites.   

 

“I need to go now,” Markus said, turning away from Andrew. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 
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The Wrong Way 
 

 

Markus followed the count back through the first cavern, and the man brought him on a zigzag 

course between stalagmites and up to a cavern wall. There was a large opening with a metal 

plaque beside it. But, Count Pious stood in front of the plaque and motioned for Markus to pass 

into the mouth of the rocky gallery (tunnel).  

 

“Go down that gallery and you will reach the exit from this underground cavern system,” the 

count said, smiling. “You’ll be out of this dark place before you know it. See you later.” 

 

“Thanks for the help,” Markus said. 

“Don’t mention it. I’ll be going now,” Count Pious said. 

 

Markus, in his desire to move on, didn’t bother to ask the count where he was heading to and 

why he did not walk with Markus. 

 

Eager to move, the pilgrim knight began walking down the gallery. Minutes began to pass by. 

His footfalls echoed off the granite, gallery walls. It was the only sound he heard other than his 

breathing and his own voice. As this echoing sound continued, he began to feel very lonely. 

But, he pressed on because he didn’t trust the wooden bridge, which the count had told him was 

unsafe. ‘That old bridge is likely to collapse sometime soon, and I don’t want to be there when 

it happens,’ Markus thought to himself. But, a twinge of conviction pulled at him, and he knew, 

in his heart, that something was not right about Count Pious and his words. 

 

Suddenly, Markus’s foot hit a rock and he tripped and fell to the ground with a heavy thump, 

banging his knee against another rock. Minutes earlier, he had not paid attention to his armor 

and how the knee pads had begun to slip down. Now, his knee throbbed in pain and he clutched 

it with both hands. It felt like it was bleeding underneath his trousers. 

 

After a short time, he tried to stand, but he couldn’t. His knee still hurt from the fall, and the 

added weight of the heavy boxes fastened to his belt made it nearly impossible to get up. He 

tried and tried. Sighing heavily, he leaned back against his haversack on the ground, and 

clutched his injured knee. Looking up, he felt convicted about his sin of not listening to his 

friend, Andrew, or the gatekeeper, or the Bible.  

 

“Dear God, help me,” Markus Christian said with sadness and remorse. “I repent from my 

foolishness in not listening to you or to your holy Word. I was wrong. I want to go on the right 

path and not turn aside. Will you help me?”  

 

Eight seconds passed and silence continued. 

 

Suddenly, a bright light appeared and Markus stared into the brilliance, dumbstruck. Markus 

could see that the light was emanating from a man who wore a long, white tunic which reached 

down to his ankles. The man wore golden sandals and a golden belt. He had a dark, brown 

beard and a smile on his face. His eyes appeared green and were filled with life and a sense of 
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eternity. Kingly, brown hair hung down to just above his shoulders.  

 

Extending a hand toward the hurting man, this kind Being stepped up to Markus and bent 

toward him. Markus hesitated a second before he grabbed the man’s hand. He instantly noticed 

it had a hole near its center. A tear trickled down Markus’s cheek. Then, he said, “Jesus, Lord 

Jesus… is this really you?”  

 

“It is I, My son. Be not afraid. I am the Lord your God and Savior. I am Jesus whom you have 

believed on. Take My hand and I will give you strength.” 

 

Markus took his Savior’s nail-pierced hand, and the Lord Jesus helped him up to his feet. Then, 

the Savior touched the leather fastenings that bound the metal boxes to Markus’s belt. In an 

instant, the fastenings broke and the boxes clattered to the ground. On hitting the rock floor, 

their lids popped open, and their contents of dirt, sand, and gravel poured out. 

 

As Markus turned back toward Jesus, the Savior vanished from his sight, but he heard a still, 

small voice say, “I am the Lord Jesus Christ, and I confess Jesus Christ is come in the flesh. I 

love you, My son, Markus. I delivered you from the bondage of false works or 

self-righteousness. Go and sin no more.  

 

“Just look to Me, and rest in Me, and obey what I show you. I will never contradict the Holy 

Bible, My Word. I shall fulfill it. Now, go back to your friend and cross the bridge of Trust. By 

trusting in Me, you will overcome the evil one, and you will conquer sin, death, and Hell by My 

power and blood. And, I the Lord Jesus Christ, your God and Savior, have spoken.”  

 
{See John 16:13, and Jeremiah 33:3, and Isaiah 58:9, and Psalm 91:14-16. “[3] Call unto me, and I 

will answer thee, and show thee great and mighty things, which thou knowest not.” [Jer. 33:3.]  

 

“[9] Then shalt thou call, and the Lord shall answer ; thou shalt cry, and he shall say, Here I am.” 
[Isaiah 58:9.] 

 

“[14] Because he hath set his love upon me, therefore will I deliver him : I will set him on high, because 
he hath known my name. [15] He shall call upon me, and I will answer him :  I will be with him in 

trouble ; I will deliver him, and honor him. [16] With long life will I satisfy him, and show him my 

salvation.” [Psalm 91:14-16.]} 

 

“Thank you, Lord Jesus,” Markus said.  

 

“I will never leave you, nor forsake you,” the Lord Jesus spoke to his spirit. 

 

“I choose to trust you. You will always be with me,” Markus said. 

 

Placing his hand on his knee, he smiled. “I feel the pain is gone, and it doesn’t feel like it is 

bleeding. I’m healed.”  

 

“Yes you are, My son. Now, go back to your friend,” the voice of Jesus said. 

 

With that, Markus turned and jogged back toward the way he had come, toward the first cavern 

he and Andrew had entered. 
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The Wooden Bridge 
  

A few minutes later, Markus met his friend in the cavern with the bridge, and they began 

talking. 

 

“I’m glad to see you again, Markus, my friend,” Andrew said. “I was praying for you. God 

answered my prayers to bring you back to the right path.”  

 

“He did, and it was His love and grace that brought me back,” Markus Christian said, smiling. 

He then explained what had happened to him after he had entered the tunnel of False Works (or 

self-righteousness and legalism); his fall, his injury; and the appearance of the Lord Jesus, who 

gave him healing and strength to stand back up.  

 

They were standing on the rocky ledge just in front of the long, wooden bridge. The light of 

Andrew’s torch and the glowing lanterns that hung from metal poles on the bridge revealed 

their cavern surroundings fairly well. 

 

“That is great news, Markus,” Andrew Strong-heart said, patting his friend on the back. “Only 

Jesus can help us and deliver us from False Works. Only by trusting in His holy, sinless blood 

to cleanse us are we saved from sin and are given eternal life. Jesus died on a Roman cross to 

pay the penalty for our sins and for the sins of the whole world.  

 

“And, Jesus rose from the dead, triumphant, three days after his death, to show that He is God 

the Son, and has power over death and over sin. If anyone believes on Jesus Christ’s Name and 

makes Him his (or her) Savior and Lord, he (or she) will be saved.” 

 

“And,” Markus added, “I realize now that only through faith are we given all that we ever will 

need. And, I remember reading 2 Peter 1:2-3 earlier. It says: “[2] Grace and peace be 

multiplied unto you through the knowledge of God, and of Jesus our Lord. [3] According as 

his divine power hath given unto us all things that pertain unto life and godliness, through the 

knowledge of him that hath called us to glory and virtue :” 

 

“What stands out to you from that?” Andrew asked. 

 

“2 Peter chapter 1 says that God’s grace, or unmerited favor and love, and peace are multiplied 

to us through the knowledge of God and of Jesus our Lord,” Markus said, smiling. “As we get 

to know God better through a relationship, and know about Him more, we will realize that He 

is freely giving us all things that pertain to life and godliness. There is nothing we need that 

God doesn’t freely give us with His unmerited favor and love.” 

 

They talked for a few more minutes before both decided to continue their journey. They 

stepping onto the wooden bridge of Trust and began walking it slowly. Then, feeling the wood 

underneath their feet was good, they quickened their pace. Unlike what Count Pious had said, 

the bridge was safe and well built, and it brought the two men to the other side. They found the 

stone staircase on the rocky shelf, ascended it quickly, and passed up through a hole in the 

forest floor.  
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Now, out in the moonlight, they saw the dark forms of elm and maple trees rustling in a cool, 

night breeze. They crossed a grassy clearing, leaving the underground entrance behind them 

and soon found a footpath. It was the only footpath they could see and it wound through the 

trees of the forest.  

 

“Look, Markus,” Andrew said presently, pointing at a wooden sign by the trail. Andrew 

walked up to it, and his burning torch lit up the words.  

 

Andrew said, “The sign reads, ‘Follow this path, pilgrim, and you will be safe. Don’t wonder to 

the right or to the left, lest you be in danger, for there is only one way to the Kingdom of 

Heaven. Ahead is the castle of Baron Deception. Don’t let him deceive you. Keep your Bible 

and sword with you at all times, and study the Word of God. It will deliver you from the power 

of deception and sin. Keep your eyes on Jesus, and rest in His love.’” 

 

“I wonder what this castle of Baron Deception looks like,” Christian said. “And, I will take 

heed to that admonition.” [Admonition (definition): counsel or advice]. 

 

“Well, let’s take a look,” Andrew said, walking forward down the path.  

 

Markus Christian followed him and drew his sword from its scabbard. He was ready to shut his 

helmet visor if they should meet with any trouble. The trees around them continued to creek 

and sway in the breeze, and the moon cast dark shadows beneath the woody limbs, creating 

many hidden areas where anything could be lurking.  

 

Markus remembered the vicious soldiers of Baron Tyrannous Fear, who was in charge of the 

fief (territory) where Markus and Andrew came from. Baron Fear, their master, was desperate 

to capture the pilgrims and destroy them if he could. Markus did not want to encounter them. 

 

After traveling half a mile, the two friends spotted a wooden sign that had been hastily jammed 

into the ground near the path. The sign appeared in a clearing, which gave Markus and Andrew 

the ability to see a hill rising high over the forest. And, atop the hill rested a castle made of a 

dark gray granite. Black flags flapped in the breeze from tall poles atop fortified, stone turrets. 

The turrets protruded threateningly from angles or corners in the castle walls. Markus’s sharp 

eyes caught sight of a guard pacing along the crenellated outer defensive wall of the castle. 

 

[Crenellation: a narrow stone wall containing gaps at intervals for firing arrows or for 

throwing stones and other projectiles. Crenellations are found atop a castle defensive wall or 

other defensive structures, such as towers and turrets.] 

 

“What does the sign say, Andrew?” Markus asked, since his friend had the torch. 

 

Stepping up close to the sign, Andrew said, “It says, ‘Pilgrims, this castle contains ten families 

that have been held hostage by Baron Deception. They need your help. Please pray for them 

and fight. Use your sword, the sword of the Word of God.’” 

 

“Should we go to that castle and fight? I don’t know. There are only two of us,” Markus said.  

 

“Yes, let’s fight,” Andrew Strong-heart said, setting his jaw. “I know that with God’s power 
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and might working through us, we will be able to do anything that God desires us to do. 

Philippians 4:13 says: ‘I can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me.’” 

 

“Oh, I just now remember something our Lord Jesus said,” Markus said.  

 

“What’s that?” 

 

“Mark 9:23,” Markus said. “It says: ‘Jesus said unto him, If thou canst believe, all things are 

possible to him that believeth.’” 

 

“I believe God will empower and help us. Now, let’s go,” Andrew Strong-heart said, boldly 

stepping forward toward the dark castle.  

 

 

The Castle of Baron Deception 
 

 

The two friends began praying as they walked through the woods. Before long, they reached 

the hill on which the castle was built. And, they began ascending a winding, dirt road that led 

up the hill to the imposing (impressive) gatehouse. The towering edifice (large structure) of the 

castle rose up like a cliff on their left. Its tall towers, arrow slits, and stone surfaces looked very 

ominous and intimidating. Nonetheless, the two travelers continued to pray as they walked.  

 

A wooden drawbridge was down, providing them the ability to bypass the moat. The pilgrims 

could easily approach the thick, wooden gate, which was open. Just as they neared it, sally 

ports suddenly flew open in the bases of towers, in the outer defense wall. Out of them sprung 

knights wearing grey armor with red and black surcoats. Gleaming swords and shields 

appeared in their hands. 

 

(Moat (definition): a water-filled ditch surrounding a castle. 

Sally port: a door or opening in a castle used by defending soldiers to make sallies or sudden 

attacks on their foes. 

Surcoat: a garment worn over armor by knights. It displays his coat of arms to identify who he 

is. In this story, all the knights are wearing the same surcoat pattern.) 

 

“Oh, dear Father God, help us and give us strength,” Markus prayed quickly just before he shut 

his helmet visor. Andrew did the same.  

 

Both men braced for the fight that was soon to come. The horde of enemy soldiers was rushing 

toward them like charging bulls full of fury. In moments, the nearest enemy soldier reached 

Markus and swung his sharp battle axe toward the pilgrim’s neck. Remembering his shield, 

Markus quickly raised it to block the blow. A dull clang resounded off the shield, and the 

shock of the blow traveled through his arm. Then, Markus went into action, and he powerfully 

swung his sword toward his foe’s body. But, the enemy knight blocked the strike with his 

shield. 

 

Clang, clang, clang. Ring. Clash. Swords struck against swords, shields, and armor. Markus 

fought with all his might, but he could tell that his power to fight came from God. He felt more 
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strength come to him than he knew he normally would have.  

 

“You will be captured and not succeed on your journey!” the enemy soldier shouted through 

his closed helmet visor at Markus. Two words appeared painted, in red, on the front of his 

helmet: “False Condemnation.” 

 

“I can do all things through Jesus Christ who strengthens me. Philippians 4:13,” Markus said as 

he parried (deflected) a thrust from his opponent’s sword.  

 

“Are you sure you have God on your side?” the enemy knight said as he struck Markus’s shield 

with blow after blow -- clang, clang, clang. “Didn’t you wander off the path into the tunnel of 

False Works? I heard about that from Count Pious. And, won’t God leave you because you did 

that?” 

 

“God won’t leave me,” Markus said. “My Father God loves me with everlasting love, as 

Jeremiah 31:3 says. ‘[3] The Lord hath appeared of old unto me, saying, Yea, I have loved 

thee with an everlasting love : therefore with loving-kindness have I drawn thee.’”  

 

As Markus spoke, he suddenly felt great strength surge through him and he suddenly knocked 

the enemy knight’s battle axe from his hand. Then, he swung his sword down on the enemy’s 

shield, saying loudly, “God’s Word says, ‘[10] Herein is love, not that we loved God, but that 

he loved us, and sent his Son to be the propitiation for our sins.’ [1 John 4:10.]” 

 

(Propitiation: something offered to reconcile two parties or individuals. The propitiation 

makes it so that the two can be friends. We have broken God’s laws, as Romans 3:23 says. The 

wages of sin is death, as Romans 6:23 says. Jesus Christ, who died on a Roman cross about 

2,000 years ago, was the propitiation for our sins. He reconciles us to God and makes us clean 

and holy by His blood, if we believe on who He is, and receive Him as our personal Savior and 

Lord.) 

 

As Markus repeatedly struck his foe’s shield with his sword, the shield began to crack. With 

another powerful sword blow, the shield broke in half, and the soldier ran from Markus. As he 

did, a second soldier suddenly stepped in Markus’s way, and faced him. This one had a battle 

hammer, a gladiator helmet, a suit of armor, and a shield. One side of the hammer head was a 

narrow and pointy spike for puncturing helmets. The other side was a flat hammer for knocking 

helmeted soldiers unconscious.  

 

 

The Fight with Intimidation 

 

 

The knight gawking at Markus was tall and very strong looking. He appeared much stronger 

than the knight Markus had just defeated and seemed to be a formidable challenge. The word 

“Intimidation” appeared on the front of his helmet, in red paint. 

 

“Remember the time you swore at your brother and cursed him?” the towering, armored 

creature said accusatively, just before he swung his hammer down.  

 

Markus parried the swinging hammer with his sword. Clang. 
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“Yes, but I repented and asked his forgiveness, and I also repented to God. That happened 

before I set out on this journey,” Markus said. 

 

“How do you know God has forgiven you? Doesn’t He expect you to do something to make up 

for your foolishness?” the tall and muscular knight said coldly. “Look what happened to King 

Saul in the book of 1 Samuel chapter 31. He was killed in battle because God had departed 

from him. God forsook him. And, He has forsaken you too.”  

 

[Gawk: To stare rudely at someone. 

Formidable (adjective): It refers to something hard to deal with or face; something that brings 

awe or wonder; or, something that causes dread, fear, or concern. 

Intimidation: The act of producing awe, fear, or a feeling of inadequacy in someone else.] 

 

The blunt side of the battle hammer crashed heavily down on Markus’s shield, and he let go of 

it. The shield clattered to the ground, and the enemy chuckled.  

 

“Remember the time you stole money from your father?” the big creature said as he swung his 

hammer toward Markus’s head.  

 

Markus quickly darted to the left, and the hammer swung past him, missing him by inches.  

 

“Yes, but I gave the money back and ask my dad for forgiveness,” Markus said as he started to 

reach toward his fallen shield.  

 

“But, God didn’t forgive you,” the enemy knight said reproachfully as he kicked Markus to the 

ground with a metal boot. Markus landed on the cobblestone pavement with a groan. 

 

[Reproach: To criticize, blame, or to give severe criticism and condemnation (or censure).] 

 

On the ground Markus groaned, and then replied, “When I became a follower of the Lord 

Jesus, I asked God to forgive me of all my sins, and I made the commitment to forsake sin and 

obey God from then on. I also trusted in the blood of Jesus Christ to cleanse me from all my sin. 

That is what God’s Word, the Bible, says the blood of Jesus does. I repent from sin when I give 

place to it.” 

 

“But, remember the time you stole an apple from a fruit cart?” the accuser said as he placed his 

battle hammer in a sheath and drew a sword from a scabbard. “You never paid for that apple, 

and the owner of that cart is now deceased, so you will never be able to repay him. God won’t 

forgive you for that.”  

 

“That’s not true. God has forgiven me,” Markus said. “1 John 1:9 says: ‘If we confess our sins, 

he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness.’” 

 

With the sword pointed at Markus’s face, the enemy suddenly lunged toward Markus’s neck 

where a gap existed between his helmet and breastplate. Markus quickly parried the thrust, and 

then kicked the large creature in the legs. But, it didn’t do anything to him. So, he reached for 

his shield, but the enemy knight kicked it away from him. The foe suddenly struck Markus on 

the side of the helmet, causing it to ring.  
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The evil creature was about to strike Markus with another blow when a knight with golden 

armor suddenly slammed into the evil knight. The foe was knocked off balance. Then, the two 

began fighting each other.  

 

Another golden knight reached down to Markus Christian and helped him to his feet. Then, he 

bent down and retrieved Markus’s shield, and handed it to him.  

 

“Who are you?” Markus said as he took the shield from the kind knight.  

 

“I was sent to aid you in the battle,” the good knight said.  

 

Markus had been so busy focused on his opponents, and the battle had been so fierce that he 

hadn’t noticed knights with golden armor charging into the battle, from the forest. They had 

been aiding Markus and Andrew fight off the evil knights. Without their help, Markus knew he 

and Andrew would have been defeated. 

 

Markus began praying again, and God gave the friendly knights power to overcome their 

enemy. Soon, the evil soldiers were rapidly retreating toward the main outer gate. As they 

retreated, the golden knights charged through the gate after them. And, Markus and Andrew 

followed, passing beneath the raised portcullis.  

 

They entered the lower bailey of the castle, which contained half-timbered buildings and 

stables built up against the defensive walls. Realizing they were outnumbered, some evil 

knights entered through a gate in a high, crenellated wall protecting the middle bailey. But, the 

golden knights had brought with them a large battering ram to pound the gate with. Markus 

could see it being rolled into position by a team of twenty people. 

 

[Note: The middle bailey is a courtyard in the center of the castle complex. It is surrounded by 

defensive walls. Outside the middle bailey is the bailey, or the upper and lower bailey. The 

keep, a tall and wide, fortified building in the middle bailey, houses the lord of the castle and 

his attendants. It protects the lord of the castle and his household in the event that attackers 

would break through the middle-bailey walls. The keep has towers and crenellations for 

defense.] 

 

 

The Battering Ram 
 

 

The battering ram rolled forward slowly like a whale on land. Its wooden wheels creaked and 

groaned under its great weight as it was pushed toward the closed gate in the middle-bailey 

wall. From gaps in the crenellation atop the wall, burning torches were dropped along with 

large stones. But, the torches and stones harmlessly bounced off a large, A-framed roof which 

covered the battering ram and which supported the weight of the ram. Cow hides covered the 

roof and protected it from catching fire.  

 

Soon, a dull thump came from the battering ram as it pounded against the wooden gate. The 

pounding continued for some minutes. Thump. Thump. Thump. Markus continued to pray as he 
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watched the battle, holding his large shield up to protect from fiery crossbow bolts that were 

shot toward him from the middle bailey wall.  

 

After half an hour, a loud crack came from the gate, followed by three more loud snaps. A loud, 

splintering crack, which sounded like a tree snapping in half, reached Markus’s ears. The 

battering ram was pulled back to make room for golden knights to head toward a gaping hole in 

the gate. Markus could see that the wooden gate was splintered and broken inward as if a giant 

fist had punched through it. Several good knights passed through the hole. In moments, they 

had opened the gate completely, and a host of sixty golden knights charged through the 

breached gate.  

 

(Breach (verb): to break through something that was a hindrance.) 

 

The sound of clashing weapons came from within the middle bailey. Markus and Andrew 

hurried toward the gate and soon witnessed a battle unfolding within the middle bailey. Eighty 

feet away, the castle keep towered above them. Its four corner towers threatened to rain arrows 

and crossbow bolts down on the invaders. Sure enough, arrows began to fly their way. Markus 

and Andrew held up their shields to protect from the rain of metal.  

 

“Let’s head for the keep. I think God is showing me that the prisoners are in there,” Andrew 

said presently. 

 

“Let’s go then,” Markus said just before he began running forward. 

 

Zip. Zip. Zip. The arrows struck the ground and plunked against their shields as they ran toward 

the fortress.  

 

A door in the keep suddenly flew open and ten soldiers emerged. But, Markus and Andrew had 

help. For, fifteen golden knights had followed them to the keep. Just as the enemy knights 

emerged from the door, the good knights ran toward them and attacked. As the enemy soldiers 

were now occupied in fighting, Markus and Andrew were able to slip through the door and 

enter the keep.  

 

They were in a stone hallway lit by torches fastened to the walls. The hallway ran left to right. 

Andrew drew out an unlit torch from his belt and ignited it with the flame of a nearby torch.  

 

“God is telling me to head to the right,” Andrew said after a pause.  

 

He led the way down the hall to the right. After traveling for thirty feet, they found an entrance 

to a spiral staircase.  

 

“Do we go up or down?” Markus asked his friend once they had stepped into the stairwell.  

 

“I think God is showing me we need to go down,” Andrew said before descending the steps, 

and Markus followed him.  

 

 

The Dungeon 
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Reaching the last step, they found themselves in a dark hallway where very few torches were to 

be found. On either side of this hallway were men and teenage boys in prison cells. Iron doors 

with bars and locks prevented their escape. 

 

“Who are you?” a middle-aged man with a long, brown beard said, peering out at the armored 

men. He wore a long tan tunic and leather trousers. A leather belt was fastened around his 

waist, and boots appeared on his feet. 

 

“We are here to set you free,” Andrew said, lifting his helmet visor so they could see his face. 

“You are in the castle of Baron Deception. You’ve listened to his lies for too long, and we have 

the truth to set you free. The Lord Jesus Christ said this truth in John chapter 8: ‘[31] Then said 

Jesus to those Jews which believed on him, If ye continue in my word, then are ye my 

disciples indeed ; [32] and ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.’ [John 

8:31-32.]”  

 

“So, if you hear and believe the Holy Bible, God’s holy Word, you will be free,” Markus 

added, as he lifted his helmet visor. 

 

“I’ve believed for a long time that I am a no-good looser. I can’t ever do anything right,” the 

man with the long beard said grimly.  

 

“Did you put your trust in Jesus Christ for salvation and want to follow Him?” Markus asked 

the man, leaning toward him with compassion in his eyes.  

 

“Yes, I did,” the man said despondently (with almost no hope). “I am a born-again believer in 

Jesus, but I can’t ever do anything right. I feel depressed and gloomy all the time. Maybe I am 

just going to stay this way the rest of my life.”  

 

“That is not true, sir,” Markus said. “Psalm 16:11 says, ‘Thou wilt show me the path of life : in 

thy presence is fulness of joy ; at thy right hand there are pleasures for evermore.’ [End 

quote]. And, Psalm 16:8 says, ‘I have set the Lord always before me : because he is at my 

right hand, I shall not be moved.’ [End quote]. Set Father God before you. Let Him be your 

love, your Friend, and your focus, and you will not be depressed and gloomy. In His presence 

is fullness of joy.” 

 

“Okay, that makes sense,” the man with the long beard said thoughtfully.  

 

“Since you are a Christian,” Markus said, “you have God’s presence with you. Jesus said that 

He, God the Father, and the Holy Spirit make their abode (or dwelling) with those who truly 

love Jesus. John 14:23 says: ‘Jesus answered and said unto him, If a man love me, he will 

keep my words : and my Father will love him, and we will come unto him, and make our 

abode with him.’”  

 

“Hmm. Well, that is true,” the prisoner said quietly. 

 

“And,” Markus said, “in John 15:10-11, Jesus said, ‘[10] If ye keep my commandments, ye 

shall abide in my love ; even as I have kept my Father’s commandments, and abide in his 
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love. [11] These things have I spoken unto you, that my joy might remain in you, and that 

your joy might be full.’ [End quote]. So, Jesus told us how to have joy that is full. It is by 

loving Him and obeying Him. To obey the Lord Jesus, we need to fellowship with Him as 

friends, rest in His love, and obey what He shows us.” 

 

“That is right,” the man said quietly at first. Then, he faced Markus and looked him in the eyes. 

“That is right, isn’t it? Yes, yes. That is right! Thank you for sharing that with me, brother,” the 

man said, with the traces of a smile starting to form on his face. “I believe! I believe what that 

Bible says.” Then, he shouted, “God will deliver me from this prison!” 

 

Markus told the man to stand back from the bars of the cell door. Then, he struck it hard with 

the sharp and powerful sword in his hand. After several powerful sword blows rang through the 

air, the metal bars were sliced open. There was now an opening large enough for a man to fit 

through. The prisoner with the long beard and two other men emerged from the cell, smiling 

and praising God for His powerful Word.  

 

As they did, the sound of Andrew’s sword clanging against metal bars came from another cell 

some distance away. Just then, golden knights entered the hallway and began handing swords 

to the prisoners through the bars of their cells. Swords were also given to the three recently 

released prisoners.  

 

After much hacking and clanging had resounded through the prison, all the cells were 

breached, and the prisoners emerged. Other golden knights entered the hall carrying pieces of 

armor, shields, and swords. The knights gave each man and teen boy armor and a shield to 

accompany his sword. They also assisted the men in putting on the suits of armor. 

 

After this was done, the knights hurried off down the corridor, and Andrew said, “I wonder 

where those warriors are going.”  

 

“I don’t know, but why don’t we follow them?” Markus said.  

 

“I’d like to accompany you,” the middle-aged man with the long beard said as he walked up to 

the other men.  

 

He reached out a gloved hand and Markus shoot it.  

 

“I’m Henry Willow of Turn-ridge, a town fifty miles from here, as the crow flies,” Henry said, 

smiling. “I’m very glad you folks came by. I hadn’t really used my sword that much. But, you 

inspired me to take it out of its scabbard and read God’s Holy Bible.”  

 

“That is very important,” Markus said. 

 

“You’re armor looks good on you,” Andrew commented, smiling at their new friend. 

 

Henry Willow was now clad in armor and carried a shield and a sword. A Medieval knight’s 

helmet with a visor covered his head. But, the visor was open, revealing his slightly-weathered 

face.  

 

“I like the armor of God that the book of Ephesians 6 speaks of,” Henry Willow said, as he 
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reached into a leather satchel fastened to his belt. He drew out a Bible. “I have forgotten about 

it since I stopped reading the Bible about two years ago. I had lots of doubts, but I now believe 

God’s Word is true for me as much as it is true for anyone. God has no favorites. He loves all of 

us as much as Himself.” 

 

“That’s right, Henry,” Andrew said. “Isn’t that from John 17:23?” 

 

“Yes, I think that’s the verse,” Henry said, glancing at Andrew. 

 

Andrew said, “In John 17:23, Jesus spoke to God the Father and said: ‘I in them, and thou in 

me, that they may be made perfect in one ; and that the world may know that thou hast sent me, 

and hast loved them, as thou hast loved me.’ [End quote]. The word ‘them’ refers to the 

Church. God the Father loves us Christians and also lost souls as much as He loves Jesus.” 

 

“That is a powerful verse,” Henry said, smiling. 

 

“I was wondering what happened to the women and children,” Markus said. “Do you have any 

ideas?” 

 

“Oh, I think they are in a different ward in this subterranean dungeon,” Henry said.  

 

“Maybe those good knights will lead us to them,” Markus suggested, glancing back as a few 

more knights passed by. 

 

“Okay,” Henry said. “Let’s go. I would like to see if my wife is in the prison.” 

 

 

Exploring the Dungeon 
 

 

The three began walking down the hallway and mingled with prisoners who were now clad in 

armor. After passing through the women’s ward, and seeing all the cells empty, the three men 

entered a stairwell and walked down the spiraling steps for some distance before they reached 

the bottom of the stairs. In the light of Andrew’s torch, they could see a long and narrow tunnel 

which vanished into the darkness beyond.  

 

“Why are we going here?” Henry asked Andrew. 

 

“God has shown me to go this way,” Andrew said, holding up his burning torch. 

 

“It looks rather long and dark,” Henry said. “I want to find my wife. Perhaps she is somewhere 

else in the castle.”  

 

“Are you sure about that?” Andrew said, looking at the middle-aged man. 

 

“No, I guess not,” Henry Willow said. “Well, actually, I remember… yes, I remember that she 

was still in the village where I came from. She said she would leave the village and follow me 

after a few months had passed, but I never saw her again. I knew I had to leave the town and 
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follow where Jesus leads me. After walking some time, I was very gloomy and depressed. I 

stopped reading my Bible and became very despondent. As I was leaving an inn, a company of 

soldiers wearing red surcoats caught me and took me to this castle.” 

 

[Despondent (definition): very discouraged and miserable. Empathy (definition): The 

understanding of another’s feelings.] 

 

“That’s too bad,” Markus said, empathetically. “We can pray that your wife would leave the 

town and make her journey to the Kingdom of Heaven.” 

 

“I have prayed that quite often, but I got discouraged, so I quit. But, let’s pray we meet up with 

her and that she leaves the town,” Henry said. “And, after that, let’s keep going.”  

 

The three paused to pray. Then, they continued walking down the long tunnel in the light of 

Andrew’s torch. After a few minutes had passed, they saw a door in the left side of the tunnel, 

and they paused.  

 

“Father God, should we go through that door to the left?” Markus prayed silently.  

 

“My son,” a still small voice spoke to Markus’s spirit, “I am the Lord your God and Abba 

Father. Don’t go through that door. It says ‘Doubt’ right above it. It is a door that leads to 

doubt, and unbelief, and harm. I am with you, and I will never leave you, and I the Lord your 

God have spoken.” 

 

After a minute had passed, Andrew said, “I heard God tell me we need to keep walking down 

this tunnel. We will reach a set of steps at the end of the tunnel and be able to continue our 

journey to the Kingdom of Heaven. That is what God told me.”  

 

“I heard we should not go through this door,” Markus said, pointing at the door. “You can see a 

sign above it reading ‘Doubt.’” 

 

“Well,” Henry Willow said, looking up, “I wonder if someone mistakenly put that sign 

overhead.”  

 

He reached up and pulled the wooden sign off a nail it was hanging from and studied the sign 

briefly. Then, he said, “This looks very unprofessional. I wouldn’t take this makeshift sign 

seriously. Let’s see if perhaps there might be some more prisoners in here we could rescue.”  

 

“God told us to keep going and to not go through this door,” Markus said.  

 

“Well, are you sure God really spoke those words to you?” Henry Willow said, turning to 

Markus. “My wife might have left the village, and she might be in this room here,” the bearded 

man said with anxiety in his voice. “I need to at least just take a quick look inside. It won’t be 

long.”  

 

“Okay, but we better not stay in there long,” Markus said, feeling guilty for ignoring God. 

 

Andrew followed the two in through the metal door. It opened with a squeak and closed with a 

snap and click--the sound of a lock being engaged. Markus wasn’t sure what to think of the 
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sound, but before he could think anything more about it, he noticed a huge, shadowy person 

standing in a dark corner of the large room.  

 

The room was full of dust, cobwebs, spiders, rusty suits of armor, and straw. It was made of 

grey, hewn stone and smelled like rotten eggs. The huge, shadowy creature stepped out of a 

dark corner and into the torchlight. As he did, he accidentally knocked some rusty pieces of 

armor to the floor, creating a loud clashing sound. He was about 12 feet tall and wore a black, 

iron knight’s helmet over his face, concealing his facial features. A thick breastplate covered 

his chest, and metal covered every part of his body. In his hands he carried a large, 

double-headed battle axe.  

 

He stepped forward and roared, “I am Sir Unbelief, a knight under Apollyon! You have come 

into my lair, and I will now have my way with you!”  

 

Reinforcing his statement, a word in red paint appeared on his helmet: ‘Unbelief.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Battle with Unbelief 

 

 

The giant suddenly swung his large battle axe at Henry Willow, and the heavy blade struck him 

in the breastplate. It knocked him off his feet and sent him crashing to the floor. His breastplate 

kept him from receiving a wound, but it didn’t protect him as well as his shield would have.  

 

Markus ran toward the locked door and tried to open it, but it wouldn’t budge. He was about to 

strike it with his sword, when Andrew shouted, “Lookout, Markus!” 

 

Just in time, he saw the heavy, axe blade swinging toward him, and he held up his shield to 

block it. The axe struck the shield with a resounding clang. At the same time, the giant drew a 
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hammer from a holster and suddenly slammed it into Markus’s sword. Markus’s grip on his 

sword was somewhat weak, and the weapon flew out of his hand. Then, in a quick and fluid 

motion, the giant reached out an armored hand toward Markus Christian and ripped his shield 

from his arms. Now, he was defenseless except for his breastplate, helmet, sturdy belt, and 

protective boots.  

 

The giant quickly grabbed Markus. As he did, he abruptly swung his axe at Andrew. The heavy 

blow struck Andrew in the helmet, and he fell to the ground, dropping his shield. Then a second 

blow dislodged his sword from his right hand. The giant grabbed the weakened Andrew and 

carried both men toward an open door in a wall and down a corridor. Along the corridor 

appeared some jail cells. He opened one, which was larger and wider than the others, and threw 

both men into it. They landed against the hard, stone floor with a thud.  

 

Then, he tromped back the way he had come. A short time later, he came down the hall 

carrying Henry Willow in one hand. The man wore a look of fear mingled with despair. After 

unlocking the iron cell door with a key, the giant roughly tossed him into the same cell, and 

slammed the door. It locked with a click. 

 

Looking at his prisoners through the slits of his helmet visor, Sir Unbelief said, “You will never 

escape from my line of reasoning and logic. I am the master. You are my slaves. You are 

doubters, unbelievers, and skeptics. Here, in my place of Doubt, you will believe that God is 

dead, the Bible is full of lies, and there is no hope but to live for yourselves and to do your own 

pleasures.” 

 

The giant lumbered off down the hallway. Fifteen minutes later, he returned with a wooden 

chest. He unlocked the cell door and shoved the wooden chest through. Then, he slammed the 

door shut and said, “Enjoy the pleasures of the world.” And, he laughed hideously as he 

marched down the hall. His laughter echoed for a whole minute and faded into the distance. 

 

 

The Wooden Chest 
 

 

Curious what might be inside, Henry Willow reached toward the chest, but Andrew 

Strong-heart placed a hand over his to caution him. “I don’t think we should open that chest,” 

Andrew said. 

 

“I am curious what it contains. Besides, what will we do with our time here?” Henry Willow 

said, staring at Andrew.  

 

“That giant is named ‘Unbelief’ for a reason,” Andrew said. “He has nothing good to offer us.”  

 

“Well, just let me do my own thing,” Henry said with irritation in his voice. Reluctant, Andrew 

withdrew his hand, and the middle-aged, bearded man popped the wooden lid open. 

 

A burning torch hung from a wall bracket, illuminating the cell, and it revealed a stack of books 

within the chest along with a ceramic bottle containing a mysterious fluid. A deck of playing 

cards rested beside the stack of books. Henry, with much curiosity, reached in, drew out all the 
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items, and set them on the prison floor.  

 

“Those are playing cards,” Andrew said, pointing at the deck of cards.  

 

“What about them?” Henry said, looking up at his new friend. 

 

“They are based on magic cards used in witchcraft,” Andrew explained. “I’ve heard that 

witches use them to practice divination to learn information about people and events. This is 

forbidden by God. They are also used for gambling. These cards never were used for holy 

purposes.” 

 

“That’s absurd. You really believe this?” Henry said with consternation (i.e. shocked dismay). 

 

“And,” Markus Christian said, “the Bible says that we should not learn the way of the nations, 

such as drunkenness, adultery, fortune-telling, etc. Jeremiah 10:2 says: ‘Thus saith the Lord, 

Learn not the way of the heathen, and be not dismayed at the signs of heaven ; for the 

heathen are dismayed at them.’ Ephesians 5:11 says: ‘And have no fellowship with the 

unfruitful works of darkness, but rather reprove them.’” 

 

Henry frowned, deep in thought. 

 

“And,” Andrew said, “Exodus 22:18 says: ‘Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live.’” 

 

“Is that so?” Henry muttered. 

 

“Ancient Israel was told, by God, to make sure no one practiced witchcraft in their land,” 

Andrew said. “Any who did, and didn’t truly repent, would be killed. But, that decision to 

kill was for the judges and the courts of ancient Israel. In the New Testament, the Bible says: 

‘But the fearful, and unbelieving, and the abominable, and murderers, and whoremongers, 

and sorcerers, and idolaters, and all liars, shall have their part in the lake which burneth 

with fire and brimstone : which is the second death.’ [Revelation 21:8.]” [Emphasis 

added]. 

 

“Okay, I’ll burn them,” Henry said as he stood up and held the deck of cards to the torch flame. 

In a few seconds, the cards burst into flames and fell to the stone floor, slowly being eaten by 

the orange tongues.  

 

Henry then picked up a book and flipped it open. The title was “Philosophy.” He tried another 

book and flipped the lid open. The title was “How to Be Rich in a Short Time.” Other titles 

drew Henry’s attention: “Reasons to Reject the King James Version”; “Learning to Love 

Yourself”; “The Legend of the Magic Wand” ; “The Chronicles of Narnia …” ; “The Lord of 

the Rings …” ; “Harry Potter …” ; “Star Wars …” ; “Eastern Meditation Meets Christianity” ; 

and “Psychology and the Church.”  

 

“These books are corrupt and deceptive,” Markus said after a few minutes of glancing at the 

titles and chapter headings of a few books. “The Bible has the truth, but mankind has nothing 

but corrupt reasoning, false logic, and prideful pursuits. We should not read these ungodly 

books. Some have ‘Church’ and ‘Christianity’ in their titles, but they are deceptions of the 

devil to lead Christians away from the purity of God’s holy Word, the Bible.” 
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“Hmm,” Henry said quietly, glancing at Markus, and then at the books. 

 

Andrew Strong-heart said with conviction, “The apostle Paul warned the early Church that 

false teachers would come speaking perverse (i.e. false and evil) things. Acts 20:29-30 says: 

‘[29] For I know this, that after my departing shall grievous wolves enter in among you, not 

sparing the flock. [30] Also of your own selves shall men arise, speaking perverse things, to 

draw away disciples after them.’” 

 

“And,” Markus said, “Deuteronomy 18:10-13 says: ‘[10] There shall not be found among 

you any one that maketh his son or his daughter to pass through the fire, or that useth 

divination, or an observer of times, or an enchanter, or a witch, [11] or a charmer, or a 

consulter with familiar spirits, or a wizard, or a necromancer. [12] For all that do these 

things are an abomination unto the Lord : and because of these abominations the Lord thy 

God doth drive them out from before thee. [13] Thou shalt be perfect with the Lord thy 

God.’” [Emphasis added.] 

 

“You’re right, I guess,” Henry Willow said, sighing. “I just would like to read something 

interesting to pass the time until we get out of here.” 

 

“Why not read the Bible?” Markus said. “You still have it with you in your satchel, don’t you? 

It is the Book of books.”  

 

Henry reached into his leather satchel, which hung from his belt and pulled out his Bible. 

“Yes,” he said, “I still have my Bible. I guess I’ll have to read it if I don’t want to be bored.”  

 

“The Bible is not boring, friend,” Andrew said. “It is the inspired words of the Almighty God, 

our Father and Creator. In John 6:63, Jesus Christ said, ‘It is the Spirit that quickeneth ; the 

flesh profiteth nothing : the words that I speak unto you, they are spirit, and they are life.’”  

 

“Okay,” Henry muttered as he scratched his beard, which flowed beneath his helmet. “You 

must be right.” 

 

 

The Challenge 

 

 

Henry reached into his satchel and pulled out his Bible. He began reading, and his friends did 

the same. After an hour had passed, heavy footsteps in the hallway startled them and they 

looked up from their Bibles. Giant Unbelief came plodding down the hall with a crooked smile 

on his face. The large creature stopped before their cell and gloated at them through the bars 

with an arrogant smirk, which was concealed by his closed helmet visor. 

 

Towering above them, the giant folded his arms and said, “So, have you decided to reject the 

truth and believe my teachings? After all, truth is all relative. There are no absolutes. Truth is 

what you want to make it.”  

 

Then, Andrew Strong-heart stood to his feet, followed by the others. He faced the giant and 

said boldly, “Truth is not relative. It is absolute. What you just said is an absolute statement. It 
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is not a relative statement. Your statement is not dependent on other variables, so it is an 

absolute statement.” 

 

[Variable: Something that can change or vary.  

Absolute (adjective): Refers to something that is independent and is not able to be modified or 

changed by anything else.] 

 

“Very clever, but my statement is still profound,” Unbelief said cockily.  

 

“Truth is not relative. One plus one equals two. And, the Lord Jesus Christ, the Creator of the 

universe, said this profound statement in John 14:6: ‘Jesus saith unto him, I am the way, the 

truth, and the life : no man cometh unto the Father, but by me.’” 

 

“So what?” Unbelief said with a frown.  

 

“Jesus Christ said that He is the Truth,” Andrew said boldly. “There is no salvation and no life 

apart from the person of Jesus Christ, who reveals Himself through the Holy Bible.”  

 

Unbelief glared at Andrew and suddenly roared, speaking cursing and vitriol (i.e. bitter 

criticism) at God and at the men before him. Then, he unlocked the prison cell and flung open 

the door. He was in a rage and appeared ready to kill the men before him. He drew a large 

broadsword from a scabbard and raised it up.  

 

Just as he did, an angel suddenly appeared in the cell, carrying three shields and three swords. 

As the shining being stood there, the giant backed up, startled, and covered his eyes to protect 

them from bright light radiating from the angel. Giant ‘Unbelief’ groaned with anger, fear, and 

annoyance as the angel handed a sword and shield to each of the men. Then, the bright being 

vanished into thin air, and the light went with him.  

 

Now, in the light of the torch fastened to the prison wall, each man shut his helmet visor, held 

up his shield, and tightened his grip on his sword. They were ready for combat. A word 

appeared stenciled in white paint on each shield: “FAITH.” Each sword bore the phrase: 

“Sword of the Spirit.” [See Ephesians chapter 6.] 

 

 

The Second Battle with Unbelief 

 

 

“You vagabonds will be destroyed shortly by my best weapon!” the giant said harshly as he 

drew an iron hammer from a holster on his back. It was large and solidly constructed, like a 

sledgehammer. 

 

Markus saw words appear on the hammer head in red paint: “Hammer of Doubt.”  

 

With intense power and fury, the giant began his attack, swinging his sword--which was 

labeled “Skepticism”--at Markus. Clang! Markus parried the swing with his sword. But, the 

iron hammer slammed into his helmet--crash!-- and knocked him to the ground. His sword 

clattered to the floor. To Markus, it felt as if he had run into a tree, and he was slightly dazed.  
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With a grunt, the giant swung his sword at Henry Willow, but Henry blocked it with his shield 

and swung his sword at the giant’s left arm. His aim was not the best, but he managed to give 

the giant a small cut just above his wrist. The evil creature roared with pain and swung his 

hammer down toward his attacker, but Henry blocked the swing with his shield. Swiftly, he 

lunged toward the giant with his sword. But, the giant quickly blocked the jab with his 

broadsword.  

 

Just as the giant blocked the strike, Andrew charged toward the creature, holding his shield up. 

Andrew’s sword was placed against one edge of the shield and ready to stab. The giant 

slammed his hammer down on Andrew’s shield--Clang!-- and, a second later, he swung his 

sword toward Markus. Markus had just retrieved his sword and was charging toward the 

monster.  

 

While this was happening, Henry got the courage to attack, and he thrust his sword toward the 

giant’s exposed neck. The tip of Henry’s sword found a gap in the armor and barely touched 

the giant’s neck before the creature, roaring with pain, deflected the sword away. But, as the 

giant deflected it, he caused the sword tip to make a cut by scratching a line across his neck, 

and he bellowed in pain.  

 

Seeing he was losing the battle, the monster suddenly and quickly retreated. Frustrated and 

fearful, he ran off down the prison corridor, and out of sight. He had lost the fight, and now his 

prisoners were free to go.  

 

Breathing somewhat heavily, the three men returned their Bibles to their satchels and exited  

the cell. They turned to go back down the hall in the direction they had originally come from. 

Soon, they found themselves standing in the room where they had first encountered Giant 

Unbelief. As before, the room was dirty, dusty, and full of cobwebs, spiders, rusty pieces of 

armor, and straw. A torch in a wall bracket illuminated the room with a flickering, orange light. 

Andrew drew out of his belt an unlit torch and lit it using the torch flame.  

 

He could see the iron door they had passed through before they had first encountered giant 

Unbelief. It was open ajar. Without any hesitation, they left the dreary room and found 

themselves back in the underground tunnel.  

 

Desiring to be out of that place, the men jogged forward down the tunnel and away from the 

castle dungeon, which was behind them some distance. As they did, Markus said, “We should 

not have gone through that door. The sign said ‘Doubt.’ And, God had told me not to go 

through.”  

 

“You’re right, Markus,” Henry Willow said, jogging beside him. “I should have listened to 

you, and God.” Then, he said quietly, “Father God, forgive me for foolishly ignoring the 

warning of my friends and for listening to my deceitful heart. I was wrong for not listening to 

you, and I repent.”  

 

A kind voice said to his spirit, “My son, I am with you. You are forgiven.”  

 

Before long, the men reached the end of the tunnel and found a set of stone, spiral stairs. After 

ascending to the last step, they reached an iron door and pushed it open and beheld the 

outdoors. It was daytime. The mid-morning sun shown through the trees of a hardwood forest, 
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casting small shadows. From this, Markus could tell that they had been a whole night in the 

prison below.  

 

It felt good to the men to breathe fresh air and see sunlight, especially to Henry Willow, who 

hadn’t seen the sun for quite some time. They soon noticed, to the north, a hill with a fortified, 

four-story chateau sitting atop it. Flag poles atop some of its blue turrets sparkled in the 

sunlight. The flags were yellow and brilliant as they ruffled in the crisp air.  

 

After gazing at the distant chateau, Markus turned around to see what lay behind him. He and 

his friends had just emerged from a small, one-story stone building with an iron door. It had a 

sign attached over the door, reading: “The way to the dungeon of Unbelief.”  

 

[Chateau: a fortified house or castle often found in France.] 

 

“Look over there, Markus and Henry,” Andrew said pointing suddenly. “It’s a path.” 

 

The men turned to see Andrew pointing toward a narrow trail through the woods. The men 

walked toward it and noticed a sign near the trail saying, “This is the highway to the Kingdom 

of Heaven. On the hill to the north of this sign is a stone house. It is both a house and a church 

building for pilgrims to be refreshed at.” 

 

“Should we go toward that chateau?” Henry said, looking at his friends. 

 

“Let’s do that,” Markus said as he started walking forward. “This is the right path.” 

 

 

The Chateau 
 

 

After 40 minutes of walking, the three pilgrims reached the large, oaken front door of the 

fortified mansion and knocked. In a moment, it opened and a butler said, “This is the house of 

Samuel Truth-speaker. It also serves as a church meeting place. How may I help you 

gentlemen?”  

 

The butler was a medium-sized man with a red beard and well-groomed hair. He wore a blue 

tunic and trousers of a silken material.  

 

With a friendly smile, the butler studied the three men in armor, whose helmet visors were 

opened. Two of the men were growing very short stubble while the third man’s face produced 

a lengthy beard. They appeared to be honest men, and their armor was the armor of a believer 

in Jesus: the armor of faith. So, the butler trusted them. 

 

“We are rather hungry and are hoping to have breakfast here,” Markus said. “And, we have 

money to pay for any expenses.” As he spoke, his stomach was growled.  

 

“That would be perfectly fine, sir. Come in and make yourselves at home,” the butler said, 

smiling as he opened the door wide and stepped aside for them to enter.  
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Once inside, they found themselves inside a large foyer with suits of armor, upholstered seats, 

Persian rugs, and paintings of wooded countryside. A wide grand staircase presented access to 

the second floor. The butler led them toward a door to the left which opened into a dining room. 

 

Entering through the door, Markus and his friends found themselves in an elegant room with a 

chandelier of burning candles and a large, wooden table with chairs arranged around it. The 

floor was made of stained oak boards.  

 

A second door opened and a middle-aged man walked into the room. He had a short, brown 

beard and a kind smile on his face.  

 

“Welcome, pilgrims,” he said cheerfully. “It is a pleasure to have more guests at my humble 

home.” 

 

At the far end of the room rested a large fireplace with a crackling blaze, which created a 

comfortable atmosphere. The white walls displayed more framed paintings of countryside 

scenery, adding to the cozy character of the room.  

 

“Who are you, sir?” Henry Willow said. 

 

“I am Samuel Truth-speaker,” the man said warmly as he walked toward the visitors and past 

some book shelves lining the wall. “God has given me this place to host guests and to teach 

them the truths of the Holy Bible, as God teaches me.” 

 

“You are a pastor, sir?” Henry Willow said.  

 

“That is correct, and it is only by God’s grace I can teach anything,” Samuel said meekly. “But, 

tell me about yourselves, my friends.” 

 

Then, the three began giving narratives of their adventures up to the point when they first met 

their kind host. He listened genially and gave nods and small statements as they talked. Then, 

he said, “Well, you have been through some challenges. But, God gave you the grace to 

overcome them all, and God will continue to guide you on your journey or pilgrimage to 

Heaven. Let me share something with you that has been a real blessing to me.” 

 

Samuel reached toward a book shelf and pulled out a Bible. Flipping it open, he came to a 

certain place and said, “Psalm 91, verses 1 through 5, are very helpful to me when I go through 

trials and threats of danger. Psalm 91:1-5 says:  

 

‘[1] He that dwelleth in the secret place of the Most High shall abide under the shadow of the 

Almighty. [2] I will say of the Lord, He is my refuge and my fortress : my God ; in him will I 

trust. [3] Surely he shall deliver thee from the snare of the fowler, and from the noisome 

pestilence. [4] He shall cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings shalt thou trust : 

his truth shall be thy shield and buckler. [5] Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night ; 

nor for the arrow that flieth by day ;’”  

 

“I want to study that passage,” Henry said, scratching his beard in thought. 

 

Then, the men talked for some time and discussed some more verses from the Bible. Half an 



Pilgrim’s Journey 

34 

hour later, they ate an ample and tasty breakfast meal and then continued their friendly 

discussion of the Bible for a few more hours. After some prayers had been lifted up, their host 

suddenly gasped.  

 

“Oh, friends, I completely forgot about a guest who is staying with me,” Samuel said, sighing 

and placing the palm of his hand on his forehead. “It totally slipped from my mind. I’d like you 

to meet this guest. He would love to have some fellow traveling companions.”  

 

Without waiting another moment, Samuel hurried out of the kitchen and returned four minutes 

later with a man dressed in suit of armor that matched the armor worn by Markus and his 

friends. The visor was open and they could see the face of a clean-shaven man.  

 

“Carl,” Samuel said, motioning toward the other knights, “these are my other guests.” He made 

introductions, and then motioned toward Carl and said, “This is Carl Green-bridge. He is a 

believer in Jesus and has been staying with me, waiting for the chance to travel with some 

fellow believers.” 

 

“It would be good to have another traveling companion,” Markus said, smiling, and extending 

a hand of greeting.  

 

Carl gave him a firm handshake and smiled. “I don’t trust going on a journey by myself.”  

 

“But, Jesus is always with us,” Markus said.  

 

“You’re right,” Carl said, nodding.  

 

After a few more words were spoken, the four men set out to continue their journey, and their 

host bid them farewell. 

 

The men left the chateau and returned to the path they had used earlier. It took them through the 

woods for three miles before it reached a very dense and dark part of the forest. Shadows 

abounded among the trees and bushes, and speckled, poisonous mushrooms grew in the shade 

of large, gnarly oak trees. Here, the blue sky could only be seen in irregular patches in the 

forest canopy. Gradually, the pilgrims entered into low-lying mist or fog.  

 

Still holding his burning torch, Andrew led the way down the path, but soon, the fog became so 

dense that the path became hard to see. With caution, the travelers slowed their pace to try to 

stay on the path. In a short time, an upright object appeared to their left, and Henry Willow 

pointed at it, saying, “I see something over there. It’s a wooden sign.”  

 

Andrew walked up to the sign with his torch in hand. “It says,” Andrew said, “‘Pilgrim, beware 

of the swamp of Fear. Stay on the trail, and you will find stepping stones leading across the 

swamp. If you step off the stones, you will get bogged down in the mire. Call upon God for 

help if you are in need.’”  

 

“I guess, we’ll have to be careful,” Carl Green-bridge said looking at the sign.  

 

“Let’s keep going and see if we can get through this swamp very quickly,” Markus said as he 

drew his sword from his scabbard.  
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“I agree. The faster we travel, the better,” Carl said, drawing his sword too.  

 

 

The Swamp 
 

 

With that, the men set off at a rapid pace: a fast walk. As they went, the woods became darker 

and darker, and the fog became denser and denser. Eerie hooting sounds came from the trees on 

either side, and a strong breeze began to sweep through the branches of the ancient, gnarly 

trees, causing them to creak and sway. In the distance a wolf howled, and Henry gulped.  

 

“I hope we don’t encounter any wolves out here,” Henry said. “A whole wolf pack would be a 

real danger to us.”  

 

“But, we have armor,” Markus said, glancing at the middle-aged man.  

 

“True, but wolves are dangerous creatures,” Henry said. 

 

“But, we have God with us,” Andrew said, entering their conversation.  

 

Several loud snapping sounds came from the deep shadows of the forest. The sounds startled 

the men so much that they began jogging quickly, hoping to get out of the dense, dark part of 

the woods soon. In a few minutes they reached a swamp, but the fog was so dense that they 

didn’t see any stepping stones.  

 

“Where are the stepping stones the sign spoke of?” Carl Green-ridge said, looking right and 

left. The darkness and the fog obscured the ground, and the swamp was filled with lily pads, 

cattails, marsh trees, and other plants, making it hard to distinguish stones poking above the 

water.  

 

Suddenly, they heard a heavy footfall--thump, thump--and a loud snap come from the woods 

not far behind them. The men felt their skin tingle with apprehension. Another loud snapping 

sound came, cracking through the cool, humid air. It was followed by a second, heavy footfall, 

which pounded against the earth. Whatever had created that sound was a big creature, and it 

was coming their way.  

 

Without waiting any further, the men splashed into the swamp and tried rushing forward. To 

their dismay, the thick, silt-covered ground began to bog them down after they had only gone 

fifteen feet from the shore of the marsh. More ominous hooting sounds came from the depths of 

the woods. 

 

“It looks like we’re stuck,” Henry Willow moaned. “And, I can still hear something moving 

through the forest.”  

 

“Let’s look for the stepping stones,” Markus Christian said. “They can’t be too far from us.”  

 

Suddenly, splashing sounds came from the marsh far to their left, and in a few seconds the men 
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saw human-shaped figures approaching through the fog. In moments, the figures became more 

clear, resolving into 10 armored knights wearing dark-grey armor with black and red surcoats. 

Their helmet visors were shut, concealing their faces, and their swords were drawn. They held 

their shields directly in front of them as they sloshed through the marsh toward the pilgrims. 

Unlike the travelers, the enemy knights had no trouble moving through the swamp.  

 

“Who are you?” Markus said strongly, trying to hide his fear. He knew he was at a 

disadvantage since his feet were partially stuck in the mire. 

 

“We are knights serving Baron Tyrannous Fear,” the nearest enemy warrior said coldly.  

 

‘That’s the town Andrew and I came from,’ Markus thought to himself.  

 

“And,” the evil knight said with malice in his voice, “we have come to recapture you and take 

you men as prisoners. You will be our slaves for the rest of your existence.”  

 

Then, the evil knight closest to Andrew shouted, “Attack!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Battle in the Swamp  
 

 

The evil knights of Baron Fear charged through the water, intent on their mission like a snake 

preparing to strike its prey. Then, the armed pilgrim knights went into combat with their foes. 

Steel rang against steel as swords clashed with swords and with pieces of armor.  

 

“I will destroy your power to fight,” a cruel attacker said as he struck Markus’s shield with 

blow after blow from his broadsword. “You will not be able to resist me.”  
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“That’s a lie,” Markus said. “I can do all things through…” 

 

But, he forgot the rest of the Bible verse as the evil knight shouted, “I will tie you up in ropes 

which you won’t be able to break. Your time has come, Christian!”  

 

“I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me,” Markus said, gritting his teeth as he 

fought, parrying blows with his sword. “Philippians 4:13 says, ‘I can do all things through 

Christ which strengtheneth me.’” 

 

“And,” Markus added, as he struck the shield of the evil knight, “God’s Word says: ‘Nay, in all 

these things we are more than conquerors through him that loved us.’ Romans 8:37.” 

 

“Stop saying that! Your God can’t help you in this fight! You have no hope in this battle,” 

Markus’s foe said with anger and frustration. 

 

Markus struck the shield of his enemy several more time in quick succession--clang, clang, 

clang--and the metal of the shield began to crack on the edge.  

 

As he hacked at the shield, Markus said loudly, “Romans 8:26 says, ‘Likewise the Spirit also 

helpeth our infirmities : for we know not what we should pray for as we ought : but the Spirit 

itself maketh intercession for us with groanings which cannot be uttered.’” 

 

The shield suddenly cracked loudly and split in half, and the crook dropped it. The defeated foe 

began splashing through the swamp, hurrying away from the victorious follower of Jesus. 

Markus could see that his friends were fighting well, except for Carl, who appeared to be trying 

to retreat from a vicious knight who was striking at him ferociously. Carl’s sword was nowhere 

to be seen. The man was holding up his shield to protect himself. So, Markus began praying for 

his friend as he started slogging toward Carl to give him some aid. 

 

The enemy knight was striking viciously at Carl now, and blow after blow was ringing against 

his helmet, his breastplate, and his armored body. After a few more blows, Carl lost his grip on 

his shield, and it slipped into the marsh with a splash. Each successive blow was driving Carl 

further and further back. He was holding up his armor-plated arms to protect his helmet. 

 

With determination and prayer, Markus was able to get strength to charge toward his friend’s 

attacker. Water sprayed as Markus surged forward through the swamp. The enemy knight 

turned his head in time to see Markus swinging his sword. The evil soldier tried to block it, and 

he did, but at the expense of his shield. With blow after blow, Markus Christian assailed the 

foe. Clang. Clang. Clang. Metal rang against metal, and sparks flew. 

 

As he fiercely struck the shield, and the knight’s sword, Markus shouted, “‘For God hath not 

given us the spirit of fear ; but of power, and of love, and of a sound mind.’ 2 Timothy 1:7.” 

 

“Stop! Stop!” the enemy exclaimed.  

 

“The Lord Jesus Christ said, ‘Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto you : not as the 

world giveth, give I unto you. Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid.’ John 

14:27.” 
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“We have nothing to be afraid of,” Markus said to Carl as he attacked the enemy.  

 

Carl was frantically looking for his sword and shield among the marsh plants.  

 

Crack! The enemy shield suddenly broke in half with a loud, metallic snap, and the evil knight 

cursed just before he fled, splashing through the water. As he did, Carl reached into the water 

and pulled out his sword. Markus found Carl’s shield and pointed it out to him. In a few 

seconds, the man who had been beaten back was now equipped for the battle.  

 

After fighting off three more evil knights, and destroying their shields, Markus noticed that the 

rest of the evil soldiers were retreating. He exhaled with delight, grateful for the victory that 

God had given him and his friends.  

 

“How are you folks doing?” Markus said as he looked at his friends. They appeared somewhat 

weary but also alert and ready for anything. 

 

“We are well, I think,” Andrew said, glancing at his companions. “God gave us that victory. 

Praise His name! I know I couldn’t have done it without him. I was able to beat back five 

attackers.” 

 

“Let’s find the stepping stones,” Markus said. “I think they are close by.”  

 

Sure enough, they were close by. The fog was starting to dissipate, and a series of flat stepping 

stones appeared, protruding above the marsh, running in a line. They were only five yards from 

the men. With God’s help, they were able to plod through the mire and reach the stones. Once 

they had reached the stones, Markus looked down and noticed a phrase carved into his stepping 

stone. It was, ‘Faith in God’s Word.’ Continuing on, he found that the phrase ‘Faith in God’s 

Word’ appeared on each successive stepping stone.  

 

The men walked across the stones for some distance before a splashing sound suddenly came 

from their left. Whatever had made the sound was concealed by the fog. Splash. Splash. 

Splash. The sound continued. 

 

Then, a huge, dark figure appeared through the fog. Soon, it came into view, and the men saw a 

giant wearing dark-grey knight’s armor and carrying a large, iron hammer in one hand, and a 

double-headed battle axe in the other. Markus recognized the intimidating creature from his 

armor and from a word in red paint -- “Unbelief” -- which was located on his helmet.  

 

It was giant Unbelief, and following behind him were two other giants with knight’s armor. 

They were slightly shorter than Unbelief, but only by a few inches. Each shorter giant had a 

word painted in red on his helmet. The helmet of one had on it the word ‘Confusion,’ and the 

other helmet had the word ‘Insecurity.’  

 

 

Three Foes 
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Carl, at the rear of the group, was shivering with fear, and the three giants sloshed toward him, 

sensing that he was the weakest. Seeing them, Carl Green-bridge suddenly dropped his shield 

and sword. With fear gripping him, he jumped off the stepping stone he was standing on and 

splashed into the mire. Trying to escape the giants, he slogged through the marsh but got 

bogged down, and his feet were soon trapped in a deep layer of thick sediment.  

 

“Carl, what are you doing? You dropped your sword and shield. You need them!” Markus said, 

alarmed. 

“I don’t believe. I can’t believe anymore,” Carl said, shivering. 

 

“You must trust God,” Andrew said. 

 

“I won’t trust God anymore because He failed me,” Carl said with a mixture of anger and fear. 

 

“God never fails,” Markus said. “Deuteronomy 31:6 says, ‘Be strong and of a good courage, 

fear not, nor be afraid of them : for the Lord thy God, he it is that doth go with thee ; he will 

not fail thee, nor forsake thee.’” 

 

“I don’t want to hear that. God has failed me!” Carl said firmly. “There is no hope for me. You 

see the giants coming.” 

 

“But,” Andrew said urgently, “God will give you the power to defeat them if you will just trust 

in Him and take up the sword of the spirit and the shield of faith.” 

 

Ignoring the other pilgrims, the three giants walked around the stepping stones and sloshed 

toward Carl. Giant Unbelief was the first to reach the terrified man. A deep, booming chuckle 

came from his helmet. “I have you now, you floundering human,” he bellowed. “I will take you 

away to the castle of False Religion, and there you will serve me.” 

 

“Call upon God,” Henry said loudly. “He will deliver you, Carl.” 

 

Carl made no reply, but just trembled in fear as the giant returned his battle axe to a holster on 

his back. He removed a set of handcuffs from a leather bag attached to his belt and locked 

Carl’s hands behind his back. Having done that, Giant Unbelief picked up the man and tossed 

him onto his left shoulder as if Carl were a log.  

 

The two other giants followed him as he sloshed back across the marsh toward the direction he 

came from. Turning to face the men on the stepping stones, giant Unbelief shouted, “I will 

come back for you soon!”  

 

“What are you doing with him? Let go of him!” Markus said loudly, concerned about his 

friend. 

 

“Your companion has given me much power over his life by way of his unrelenting doubt,” the 

giant said coldly. “I am taking him away now to my castle. And, I will come back for you 

later.” 

 

He turned and continued sloshing through the swamp. After a few minutes, the trio was gone, 

and the three men on the stepping stones breathed a sign of relief. But, their relief was also 
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mingle with sadness.  

 

“Why didn’t Carl put up a fight? He just dropped his shield and sword,” Andrew said, troubled. 

“He didn’t call on God for deliverance and help.” 

 

“He let go of his faith and the sword of God’s Word when confronted with a strong enemy,” 

Markus said with sadness in his voice.  

 

“We can’t just let those giants take him away,” Andrew said with frustration. “There has to be 

some way to rescue this man.”  

 

“Let’s get across these stepping stones,” Markus said. “Then, we can seek God about what to 

do.”  

 

The other two agreed, and the three men hurried across the remaining stepping stones. After 

two minutes of walking, they had reached the end of the stones, and the end of the swamp. 

Now, on dry ground, the men came together in a circle and began to pray and seek God about 

what to do for their friend who was captured. 

 

After they had prayed a couple minutes, Henry opened his eyes and looked to his left. His eyes 

widened. “I see a castle on a hill,” he said. “Could that be the castle of False Religion?”  

 

“Father God,” Markus said quietly, “is that castle on the hill the castle of False Religion?”  

 

“Yes, My son. That is where they took your friend,” God said to Markus’s spirit. “See if you 

can rescue him.”  

 

“I can only do it with your help,” Markus said.  

 

Then, he turned toward the other two men and said, “Brothers, our friend Carl has been taken to 

that castle, which God showed me is the castle of False Religion. That is where men do works 

of self-righteousness to try to earn God’s favor. But, we know that God’s favor is unmerited 

favor. We can’t earn it or maintain it by our works. It is a free gift, and it is called grace. With 

God’s strength to empower us, we can battle those three giants and rescue Carl.” 

 

“So, that is the castle of False Religion,” Henry said, scratching his long beard as he studied the 

edifice on the hill. 

 

“Let’s go then,” Andrew Strong-heart said boldly. “Those giants have not gone too far.” 

 

 

The Rescue Party 

 

 

With that, the three men hurried off through the forest toward the hill with its imposing castle. 

After traveling for half a mile through thickets, bracken clusters, and dense undergrowth, they 

reached a clearing where the castle hill appeared, towering high above them.  

 

They could see three giants suddenly emerge from the forest and enter the clearing where the 
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hill was located. One was clearly Giant Unbelief carrying Carl over his shoulder.  

 

Without wasting any time, the three followers of Jesus drew their swords and charged toward 

the giants. Seeing the men running toward them, the giants prepared to fight. Soon, the clang 

and clash of steel on steel rang through the air. Markus was determined to free his new friend 

from the clutches of Giant Unbelief and his men.  

 

Unbelief placed Carl up against a tree and tied him to it with some strong ropes while the other 

giants were fighting the good knights. Then, Unbelief joined the battle, wielding his hammer 

and battle axe with force and power. Under the heavy blows of the giant’s war hammer, 

Markus felt like a blacksmith’s anvil as he held up his shield and tried to parry the swings of the 

giant’s axe with his sword.  

 

“Your friend is in our care,” Unbelief said arrogantly as he attacked Markus.  

 

“Carl!” Markus shouted. “Do you want us to free you from those chains?”  

 

“What chains?” Carl said deliriously. “I don’t see any chains.”  

 

‘He must have been drugged,’ Markus thought. ‘Oh, Father God, help Carl to see the truth 

about his chains of False Religion and doubt, and to repent from believing them.” 

 

“He is my victim,” Unbelief shouted as he continued his vicious attack on Markus.  

 

Markus continued praying and fighting. As he did, knights in gleaming armor emerged from 

the trees. Their armor resembled the color and appearance of gold, and it sparkled in the 

sunlight. They carried large broadswords and shields. Thirty of these golden knights entered 

the clearing. Then, their leader issued an order, and they charged toward the three giants. 

 

Unbelief hit Markus hard and fast, but the pilgrim knight blocked the blows and absorbed some 

with his shield. Then, the giant turned his attention to five golden knights who were charging 

his way. He fought them with fury and intensity, but they began to cause him to take a step 

back. Before long, he began to retreat to the castle. The other two giants followed him, leaving 

Carl tied to the tree.  

 

Unbelief and his two men hurried toward the castle, walking backward half the time. They 

blocked blows--clash, clang, ping--and fought hard just before they wheeled around and ran 

toward the castle gate. Right after the giants passed through the gate, the portcullis fell to the 

ground--thump--and dozens of crossbow bolts flew at the golden knights. Zip. Zip. Zip. 

 

Seeing the rain of metal projectiles, the knights backed up and quickly formed a protective 

turtle-shell formation as they began to retreat toward the forest. Knights in the middle held 

their shields up high to protect from incoming bolts and arrows. Knights in the front held their 

shields before them and locked the shields close together to prevent arrows from slipping 

through any gaps.  

 

Marching backward, in unison, the golden knights distanced themselves from the castle. Then, 

when they were out of the range of crossbows, they broke formation and melted back into the 

forest. 
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When they were gone, Markus rushed over to Carl and placed his sword up against the thick 

rope binding him to the tree. As the blade just began to cut the rope, it severed as if it were 

made of tissue paper. Then, he placed his sword on the prisoner’s iron handcuffs. He prayed 

and began cutting through the handcuffs with his extremely powerful and permanently-sharp 

weapon: the sword of the Spirit. The shackled came off quickly.  

 

As the ropes and handcuffs came off, Carl blinked several times and soon came to himself. 

“You freed me. Thank you, friends. Thank you very much. I was under the deception of 

Unbelief and self-righteousness,” Carl said, blinking a few more times. “Thank you for 

fighting for me.”  

 

“Come on, Carl, my friend,” Markus said. “Let’s get out of here. We still have some distance to 

go on the true path to the Kingdom of Heaven.”  

 

Henry Willow said, “I remember a great passage of scripture that fits this occasion. Titus 

3:4-7 says: ‘[4] But after that the kindness and love of God our Saviour toward man 

appeared, [5] not by works of righteousness which we have done, but according to his 

mercy he saved us, by the washing of regeneration, and renewing of the Holy Ghost ; [6] 

which he shed on us abundantly through Jesus Christ our Saviour ; [7] that being justified 

by his grace, we should be made heirs according to the hope of eternal life.’” [Emphasis 

added.] 

 

“I like that passage of scripture you quoted,” Markus said, smiling. “It is God’s grace and the 

blood of Jesus that we believers trust in: not our own works.” 

 

After traveling back to the path which had emerged from the swamp of Fear, Markus returned 

to the spot where Carl had dropped his shield and sword. Retrieving these from the swamp, 

Markus hurried back across the stepping stones to rejoin his friends. Then, the four men 

continued their journey down the path.  

 

 

Arriving at ‘Worldly-Pleasure’ 
 

 

After traveling for four miles, the pilgrims neared the high, fortified walls of a Medieval town. 

A large, brightly-painted, wooden sign rested beside the dirt road. It displayed these following 

words in red lettering: “Welcome to the Town of Worldly-Pleasure. Here you will find 

everything that the world has to offer.”  

 

“The path goes straight through this town, it looks like,” Andrew said as they approached a 

stone gatehouse with two square towers on either side of the wide, open doors. Soldiers paced 

back and forth on the wall top, and some squinted with curiosity at the armored pilgrims as they 

approached.  

 

As the four travelers passed through the gate, they caught sight of a man wearing a rich and 

brightly-colored tunic, green trousers, and a blue cape. His red hair grew down to his chin and 

a mustache appeared on his upper lip. He was somewhat burly and overweight.  
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The man was talking with some women and laughing raucously. He had just laughed at his own 

joke and was pleased that the women enjoyed his company. Then, his head turned toward the 

four knights as they drew near. Excusing himself from his companions, he approached the 

pilgrims and greeted them. 

 

“Welcome to the town of Worldly-Pleasure,” the man said with blithe friendliness. “I am so 

glad to see more guests arrive. It is my pleasure to greet newcomers. I have so much to show 

you. You will certainly be delighted to see all that this wonderful town has to offer.” 

 

[Blithe: cheerful and carefree.] 

 

“Excuse me, sir,” Markus said, “but we are not here to enjoy this town. We are pilgrims passing 

through on our way to the Kingdom of Heaven.” 

 

The man tried to hold in his laughter, but he could not contain it, and he suddenly burst out 

roaring with laughter. After a few seconds had passed, he said, “You must be joking. Or, you 

are a bunch of lunatics. Don’t tell me you’re serious.”  

 

“We are serious,” Markus said. “This earth is just for a short time. It is not our home. When we 

die, we will be in Heaven because we trust in Jesus. Where will you be after your death, 

friend?” 

 

“You are a lunatic. All of you are lunatics,” the man said, disgusted.  

 

He was about to turn away, when a sudden thought came to him, and the man in bright clothing 

suddenly focused his eyes on Markus. He reached into a leather pouch on his belt and pulled 

out a piece of paper. It had some writing on it. Handing it to Markus, the man said, “Here’s my 

business card. It’s for you in case you change your mind.” 

 

Then, the man gave a wave of his hand and turned around. He started walking toward a 

three-storied, half-timbered building with a sign above it. The sign read, ‘The Devil’s Saloon.’ 

A red, devilish pitch fork appeared beside a glass of alcohol as its logo. 

 

Markus glanced at the business card and said, “His name is Miles Knavery. He owns ‘The 

Devil’s Saloon.’ There one can do anything he wants to do as long at it doesn’t go against the 

law of the country, according to this card.”  

 

Turning to face his friends, Markus said, “This is the devil’s territory, but we are God’s 

children. In Ephesians 5:11, God’s Word says: ‘And have no fellowship with the unfruitful 

works of darkness, but rather reprove them.’” 

 

Henry said, “And, I remember that 2 Corinthians 6:14-15 says: ‘[14] Be ye not unequally 

yoked together with unbelievers : for what fellowship hath righteousness with 

unrighteousness ? and what communion hath light with darkness ? [15] And what concord 

hath Christ with Belial ? or what part hath he that believeth with an infidel ?’” 

 

Andrew said, “Also, 2 Corinthians 6:17-18 says, ‘[17] Wherefore come out from among 

them, and be ye separate, saith the Lord, and touch not the unclean thing ; and I will receive 
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you, [18] and will be a Father unto you, and ye shall be my sons and daughters, saith the Lord 

Almighty.’” 

 

“Well, why don’t we keep going?” Carl said after a pause. 

 

The men began walking down the main street and continued talking as they went. 

 

 

Trouble at the Saloon of ‘Worldly-Pleasure’ 
 

 

The town of Worldly-Pleasure was very densely populated, having a larger population than 

any city Markus had ever visited before. It was spread out into many sections and had many tall 

buildings--some were five stories tall--and many businesses. As the men walked down the 

main street of the town, they saw huge, painted signs hanging outside of shops and other 

businesses. The gaudy shop signs advertised all sorts of evil and sensual amusements and 

pastimes. People walked to and from the businesses, seemingly oblivious to the four men in 

arms. 

 

Markus and his friends looked away from the signs and tried to ignore them. But after they had 

walked four blocks, Carl said, “Folks, I need to stop here and tell you something.”  

 

“What is going on, Carl?” Markus said.  

 

“I want to step into that saloon over there,” Carl said, pointing to a quaint-looking, 

half-timbered building with a wooden sign hanging over its main entrance. 

 

“But, that place serves intoxicating beverages,” Markus said with concern.  

 

“I just want to see what one of those beverages tastes like,” Carl said.  

 

“In Proverbs 20:1, The Bible says, ‘Wine is a mocker, strong drink is raging : and whosoever 

is deceived thereby is not wise.’ [End quote.] Alcohol is deceptive and can lure people into 

it’s trap quickly, ” Andrew said, joining the conversation. 

 

“I know, but I won’t get intoxicated,” Carl said. “I’ll just take one small glass to try it out. One 

small glass won’t hurt me.”  

 

“Carl, God is showing me that you need to seek Him about the topic of alcohol and intoxicating 

drinks,” Markus said presently, after pausing to seek God. 

 

Carl huffed with irritation and said, “I’m only going to take a small glass. I’ll be back soon.”  

 

He left the others and walked into the beverage-serving saloon.  

 

“With the pressure to not look too different than one’s peers, and the desire to feel cheerful 

when one is sad inside, a person might soon start up a habit of drinking too much alcohol,” 

Andrew said. “It is really not so hard to get into habitual drunkenness.” 
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“You’re right,” Henry said. “Why don’t we go in there and pull Carl out of that disreputable 

business? He is likely to get in trouble.” 

 

“Hey, you folks need to get moving,” a gruff voice said from behind them.  

 

The men turned to see twenty soldiers wearing chain mail and Norman helmets with nose 

guards in place of visors. A tall and tough looking soldier stepped forward. His arm muscles 

were flexed aggressively. Battle scars appeared above his eyebrows. 

 

“We will be moving, sir,” Markus said respectfully.  

 

“Get moving now, or I will arrest you for loitering around this entryway,” the soldier said 

gruffly.  

 

Reluctantly, the three men kept walking, and returned to the main street. As they walked, they 

began talking about a plan for how to get Carl out of the saloon and away from the enticement 

(i.e. temptation) of alcohol. 

 

After some time talking together, the three men all agreed on a plan of action.  

 

Seeing the soldiers were long gone, the three turned around and headed back down the street 

toward the saloon Carl had entered forty minutes earlier. They strode boldly into the saloon 

through its large, hickory door. Inside were long, maple tables. Seated around them were men 

and some women who were laughing raucously, playing cards, and gambling.  

 

At the back of the room rested a long counter with a bar tender. And, in the middle of the room, 

Carl was seated at a small table across from a large man who was wearing a suit of slate-grey 

armor and a helmet that concealed his face. Carl’s own visor was up and he was pouring a glass 

of some beverage down his throat.  

 

“Carl, friend, we need to leave this town as soon as possible,” Markus said from behind him as 

he placed a gentle hand on Carl’s back. 

 

Carl kept drinking the beverage and ignored Markus and the others, who now stood beside him.  

 

The man in the slate-grey armor had a surcoat that was light grey in appearance with a coat of 

arms displayed on it. He looked up at the three who had entered the saloon and laughed.  

 

“You think you can take my captive from me,” the knight with the light-grey surcoat said 

arrogantly. “He has been serving me from time to time, even before you brought him from the 

home of Samuel Truth-speaker. I know because I have clever spies in his house. I was able to 

sneak into Samuel’s home at night, every so often, and have a few drinks with Carl. Carl 

sometimes would unlocked doors for me late at night, and we’d have a fun time. He’d get 

drunk each time we met, and I gained more and more power over his life. But, in more recent 

times, he has given even more of himself to me.” 

 

Then, Markus noticed a phrase in red letters painted across the man’s breastplate. It was 

“Drunkenness and Alcoholism.”  
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“You serve Satan, don’t you?” Markus said.  

 

“I do serve him,” the enemy knight said, standing to his feet, “and my name is Sir. 

Drunkenness.” As he rose to his full height, he was now standing at eight feet and towered 

above Markus.  

 

From a corner of the saloon, an old, oaken door opened and another huge, armored knight 

strode into the saloon. With a height 10 feet above the ground, the giant was a mass of armor 

and muscle. His surcoat was red and black, and he was tromping straight toward Markus and 

his friends. Every footstep was heavy and resounding--clunk, clunk, clunk. As he walked, the 

rest of the people in the saloon were oblivious to the scene now unfolding. They continued 

talking, laughing, drinking, and gambling as if nothing unusual was taking place in the middle 

of the floor.  

 

The 10-foot giant’s breath came out of gaps in his closed helmet visor like smoke from a fire. 

And, indeed, thin smoke boiled out of his iron helmet and floated toward the ceiling of the 

room. A title appeared embroidered--in large, yellow font--across his red and black surcoat: 

“Prince of Licentiousness, Pride, and Selfish-Ambition; Baron Wanton Covetousness.”  

 

[Licentiousness: The action of following carnal appetites and pleasing the fleshly nature, 

especially in sexual matters.  

Wanton (adjective): Lacking restraint, especially in sexual matters.  

Covetousness: A desire to have the property, specific relationships, or things that other people 

have. It is a form of greed.] 

 

 

The Confrontation 
 

 

Shaking Carl, Markus said urgently, “Carl, you need to come with us. We are Christians 

heading toward Heaven. These evil creatures want to lure you into a place of eternal torment 

and eternal suffering.” As he said the last sentence, he glanced at the huge knight standing 

across the table from him.  

 

Right then, Giant Drunkenness was drawing a huge broadsword from his scabbard.  

 

Carl turned around to face Markus, and he removed his own helmet, exposing his head and 

neck. Then, Carl tossed the helmet to the ground and threw down his sword and shield.  

 

“Markus, why don’t you just leave all that stuff for Church, and we can have a drink together,” 

Carl said with a twisted grin on his face, “I’ll pay for your drink. Let me get one for you, 

friend.”  

 

Clomp, clomp, clomp. Baron Wanton Covetousness was approaching their table at a slow gait 

(pace). 

 

“What do you mean, Carl?” Markus said, with concern. “This is not just stuff for Church. This 
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is spiritual truth, found in God’s Holy Word, the Bible, which He preserved for us. Heaven is 

real, and Hell is real. Don’t throw away your faith in the Lord Jesus Christ and the Bible. There 

is no way of getting to Heaven if you reject the Jesus Christ of the Bible. The Lord Jesus said 

these words in Luke 9:23-26:  

 

‘[23] And he said to them all, If any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and take 

up his cross daily, and follow me.  

[24] For whosoever will save his life shall lose it : but whosoever will lose his life for my 

sake, the same shall save it. 

[25] For what is a man advantaged, if he gain the whole world, and lose himself, or be cast 

away ? 

[26] For whosoever shall be ashamed of me and of my words, of him shall the Son of man be 

ashamed, when he shall come in his own glory, and in his Father’s, and of the holy angels.’” 

[Emphasis added.] 

 

“You Christians need to stop preaching at this man!” Giant Drunkenness said menacingly 

through his closed visor. 

 

Andrew ignored the enemy knight and added, “And, Jesus also said these words in Matthew 

6:24, ‘No man can serve two masters : for either he will hate the one, and love the other 

; or else he will hold to the one, and despise the other. Ye cannot serve God and 

mammon.’” [Emphasis added.] 

 

Huge, strong, and imposing, Baron Wanton Covetousness came to a stop ten feet behind the 

knight called ‘Sir Drunkenness.’ They both watched the conversation among the humans with 

curiosity and calculating calmness.  

 

“Carl, you can say that you love Jesus,” Markus said, “but if you are not actually serving Him, 

you are serving the god of money or some other idol. You cannot love God and also love the 

things worldly people pursue on this earth.” 

 

“Well, I don’t know about that … ,” Carl said somewhat sheepishly. 

 

“And,” Andrew added, “if you reject this truth, which Jesus taught, you are rejecting the only 

way to be saved from your sins, and you are counting the blood Jesus Christ shed at Calvary as 

an ‘unholy thing.’” 

 

Markus said, “Hebrews chapter 10, verse 29, says this about a man who forsakes the Lord Jesus 

Christ who had given him the Holy Spirit:  

 

‘Of how much sorer punishment, suppose ye, shall he be thought worthy, who hath trodden 

under foot the Son of God, and hath counted the blood of the covenant, wherewith he was 

sanctified, an unholy thing, and hath done despite unto the Spirit of grace ?’ [Hebrews 

10:29.]” 

 

“That’s ridiculous. I am a Christian! I made Jesus Christ my Lord and Savior. I can’t fall away 

from the faith,” Carl said angrily.  

 

“But, you can reject your Savior and turn from Him like Judas did,” Markus said. “If you 
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forsake Jesus, then you will have chosen Hell to be your destination after you die.” 

 

“I don’t need to hear all your religious talk,” Carl said coldly. “Don’t be so narrow-minded. 

And, leave me alone. I am going to live life how I want to live it, and I will still go to Heaven. 

Once saved, always saved.” 

 

He turned around, sat back down at the table, and took a swig of his beverage.  

 

“You see, he doesn’t want your religion,” Drunkenness said with a chuckle as he put his sword 

in its scabbard. “Just forget about all that stuff and come with me. I’ll show you how to have a 

good time.” 

 

“No,” Markus said strongly. “I want my friend to come with me.” 

 

“He belongs to me now,” the evil knight said with a slight chuckle. “I am his old master. He 

served me before becoming a Christian, and he has returned to me since then. No longer is the 

blood of Jesus over his life.”  

 

“Let’s go, friends,” Henry said, walking toward the door of the saloon.  

 

 

Outside Again 

 

 

Reluctantly, and with sadness, the two others followed him. When they were outside, Henry 

said, “It is clear that Carl removed his helmet of salvation. He doesn’t love Jesus anymore.”  

 

“That’s right,” Markus said sadly. “He rejected the one who had given him the down payment 

(or earnest money) of the Holy Spirit. He rejected God, and now he serves the devil, while 

pretending that he is still a Christian.” 

 

“That is very sad. Why didn’t he listen to us? He just rejected everything we said. And, what 

we are saying is from the Holy Bible, God’s Word,” Andrew said, feeling much frustration and 

grief. 

 

“The Bible speaks of people who will forsake their Lord who bought them, and bring upon 

themselves swift destruction,” Henry Willow said as they walked down the main street. “I 

remember reading this verse from the book of Second Peter. It is 2 Peter 2:1. It says, ‘But there 

were false prophets also among the people, even as there shall be false teachers among you, 

who privily shall bring in damnable heresies, even denying the Lord that bought them, and 

bring upon themselves swift destruction.’” [Emphasis added.] 

 

“That’s interesting,” Markus said. “The verse you quoted says that they denied ‘the Lord that 

bought’ them. So, they had been purchased by God at one time, through the blood of Jesus 

Christ, but they denied Him. So, they will be destroyed with everlasting destruction.”  

 

“That is very sobering,” Andrew added, lowering his head.  

 

“That truly is sad,” Markus said.  
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‘My son,” Abba God’s gentle voice said to Markus’s spirit, “I was calling out to Carl, time and 

time again, pleading with him to repent, but he would not repent. He continued to get drunk and 

serve the devil. Now, he is so hardened that he will not repent, no matter how much you or I 

call out to him. He has cast away Me, the One who offered him eternal life. And, he is serving 

sin. He, sadly, will not repent and will not return to Me. Now, continue on your journey, and be 

in peace, and rest in Me. And, I the Lord your God have spoken.”  

 

“Thank you for telling me that, Father God,” Markus whispered. “I love you.” 

 

“I love you very much, My son,” Abba God’s still, small voice replied. “And, I will never leave 

you, nor forsake you. And, I have no respect or favorites for one person over another person. 

All are equally valuable to Me, and are desirable to Me. Rest in Me, and you will be blessed, 

and I the Lord your God and Abba Father have spoken.” [Note: See Romans 2:11 and Mark 

6:34.] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Continuing the Journey 

 

The travelers left the town of Worldly-Pleasure through a large, hardwood gate and continued 

on the narrow path which wound through farm fields. A castle perched on a distant hill watched 

over the town and fields like a cold-hearted dragon. Red and black flags snapped in the wind 

from tall poles on its towers. To Markus, the flags resembled the forked tongue of a serpent. He 

shuddered slightly as he thought of the evil that lurked within that fortress.  

 

Before long, the farmland was now replaced by a dense forest. Birds chirped in the tree tops 

and sang cheerful melodies. Dappled sunlight fell on the path and sparkled off the 

silver-colored armor of the three travelers. After five miles had passed, the forest gave way to 

farm fields. And, a walled town in the center of a valley caught their attention. Within the 

middle of the town rose a high hill with a small castle atop it. And, surrounding the town, 
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imposing and solid, a wall with crenellations, towers, and catapults rose high into the air.  

 

The sun was now starting to set, and purple and orange colors soon highlighted the darkening 

clouds. As Markus, Andrew, and Henry drew closer to the town, they could see soldiers with 

whips shouting at villagers to keep working. Some male villagers were digging a ditch in a 

field with small, wooden shovels. A pile of dirt rested against one side of the ditch. Close by, 

soldiers roared at them to work faster. Crack! Whips snapped over the heads of the workers 

threateningly. The cruel guards had helmets with closed visors, and their faces were concealed. 

 

“Keep working, you slaves!” a deep, harsh voice boomed from the helmet on an average-sized 

soldier. He had a shield, sword, and whip, and wore dark-grey armor. Markus could see the 

phrase ‘False-Works’ painted, in red, on his helmet.  

 

The men digging grunted and continued shoving dirt as fast as they could with sweat beading 

on their foreheads. As Markus drew near to them, he could see red welts on some of their faces 

and necks. He felt pity for them. They were being harshly and cruelly treated by their 

taskmasters. They needed to be liberated.  

 

“Hey,” a soldier said, turning toward the men, “who are you strangers?”  

 

“We are pilgrims heading toward the Kingdom of Heaven,” Markus said boldly.  

 

“Why are you equipped with armor?” the soldier said. “Don’t you realize this town belongs to 

Count Claus the Covetous, the ruler of Greed?”  

 

“No,” Markus said, wondering what would happen next. “What town is this?” 

 

“This is the town of Self-Preservation,” the soldier said. “And, you need to leave your armor 

behind if you wish to enter this town.” 

 

 

Adventure in the Town of Self-Preservation 

 

 

“We cannot remove our armor,” Markus said. “It was given to us because we trusted in the 

blood of Jesus Christ for salvation and made Him our Lord and Savior.”  

 

“You are not welcome here since you are knights who belong to our enemy,” the soldier said 

menacingly. “We have archers with high-powered crossbows on the wall. The bolts will pierce 

through your armor. Turn around and leave if you wish to live.”  

 

To reinforce the soldier’s words, an archer atop the wall poked his upper body through a gap in 

the crenellations and fired a crossbow bolt toward the ground. With a ‘thwap,’ it struck the dirt 

just five feet to the left of the three pilgrims. The bolt had buried itself deep into the dirt, and 

was hidden from view. 

 

“The path to the Kingdom of Heaven takes us through times of testing and trials. And, that path 

goes through this town. Your name is ‘False Works,’” Markus said calmly. “Like your name, 

you are bent on getting people to trust in their own works instead of in what Jesus 
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accomplished at the cross of Calvary long ago. We cannot bend to the will of ‘False Works’ if 

we want to walk the narrow way of faith in Jesus Christ.” 

 

The soldier growled with anger. Then, he said, “So, you want to fight then?”  

 

“Archers,” the soldier shouted, looking toward the crenellated walls, “attack them!” 

 

The soldiers with the whips, dropped them, and drew swords from their scabbards. They 

quickly bent down and picking up their shields from the ground. Then, they formed a line and 

waited.  

 

Meanwhile, Andrew, Henry, and Markus drew their swords and closed their helmet visors. Just 

as they did, crossbow bolts began to fly from the wall of ‘Self-Preservation.’ Like swarms of 

insects seeking to sting the Christians, the bolts came in thick waves. But the three travelers 

held up their shields and waited it out. Bolt after bolt bounced off their shields, causing them to 

ring, as archers atop the wall and in the towers fired at the pilgrims.  

 

“Let’s run forward,” Andrew suggested presently. “There is no sense turning back now. The 

arrows of the enemy would hit us in the back.”  

 

“You’re right,” Henry said. “I am praying and trusting that God will give us the power to 

overcome these attacks.” 

 

“God is with us,” Markus said, “since we are following Him.”  

 

“Let’s go,” Andrew said just before he started charging forward.  

 

As he did, the two others followed close beside him amid the volley of crossbow bolts. Bolts 

struck the ground and buried themselves into the dirt with ease, but they just glanced off the 

pilgrims’ armor as if they were hitting granite.  

 

The gate was now starting to be shut, but a gap was open wide enough for the men to fit 

through, and they did, passing through it quickly. They were now inside the walled town and 

running toward a street filled with houses and multi-storied shops. Markus turned back and saw 

soldiers shoving the heavy, wooden gate closed behind him. The gatehouse towers rose high 

into the air and issued longbow arrows and crossbow bolts toward them. The missiles bounced 

off of cobblestones and sunk between gaps in the pavement. Thatched-roofed shops, houses, 

and other structures followed a convoluted grid of twisting, crooked, cobblestone streets.  

 

[Convoluted (adjective): intricate and complex. 

Missile: A projectile. It is a weapon that is launched or thrown.] 

 

The three pilgrims agreed to have two men facing the towers with raised shields. These two 

would walk backward toward the center of the town while one of them walk forward directly in 

front of the other two. The three men would form a triangular formation, facing away from the 

center of the triangle.  

 

As he walked backward, Andrew said, “This is quite amazing. I haven’t received a single 

wound from an arrow or bolt.”  
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Walking backward beside him, Henry glanced at him and said, “God is protecting us, but I 

want to get out of this town fast. We never know what kind of trouble we might meet here.”  

 

Markus, walking forward a couple feet in front of his friends, said, “I can see three people 

coming from a building to my left, just up ahead--a man, a woman, and a teenage boy. They 

look like villagers.”  

 

The rain of arrows and bolts stopped after half a minute, and the two in the rear turned around 

to face the villagers who were approaching them. Yellow lights were starting to appear in the 

windows of people’s homes, and villagers were beginning to shutter their windows as the sun 

sank toward in the west. ‘Soldiers likely could be advancing toward us now, beyond our view,’ 

Markus thought with concern as he raised his visor to see his surroundings better. 

 

His two friends followed his example and raised their visors. 

 

When the three armed men had gotten within thirty feet of the family, the man of the house said 

quietly, “You men, come over here.” And, he motioned for them to come.  

 

Markus and his friends walked over to them quickly and he said, “What is it?” 

 

The small family was standing near the entrance to a narrow, dirt street that intersected the 

cobbled street the pilgrims were on. The man who spoke to them was burly and dressed in a 

long tunic, trousers, and boots. His hair fell down to his ear lobe, and a curly, black beard 

sprouted from his face.  

 

“We saw you being attacked by the archers,” the villager said. “Would you like to stay with us 

for the night?” 

 

“Let me seek God about that,” Markus said after a brief moment.  

 

A few moments later, he said, “God is showing me it would be fine to stay the night with you.”  

 

“Come with us, then,” the burley man said as he turned and guided his family along the narrow, 

dirt street. It was lined with half-timbered, thatched houses and shops. Rotting vegetables and 

slop decayed in small piles in the street, giving it a less-than-desirable appearance, but it was 

common for a Medieval town.  

 

The villager directed his band toward a half-timbered, three-story house that rose above a 

couple two-storied homes on either side of it. A wooden, painted sign hanging above the front 

door read, “The Ringing Hammer Smithy.”  

 

Reaching the house, Markus looked up. ‘That is quite tall for a residence,’ he thought. The first 

floor was a smithy, and the two floors above it were for the living space of the family. Their 

hosts led them through a back door that opened into a short hall. A door on the right opened 

into the smithy. Before them, a set of creaky, wooden stairs ascended toward a blue door. 

Passing through the blue door, the people entered a living room on the second floor.  
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The Blacksmith’s House 
 

 

The plastered walls of a fairly spacious living room were nicely decorated with paintings of 

forests and scenery. A hazel cat, curled up by a brick fireplace, looked up as the people entered 

its sanctuary.  

 

As they entered, the man of the house turned to face his guests and smiled. He reached out a 

hand and said, “I am James Blacksmith. This is my wife Isabel and our son Martin. We are 

believers in Jesus. About 1 out of every 300 people in this town is a true Christian, from what 

I’ve seen. So, we are a small minority.” 

 

A woven rug covered part of the hardwood floor and softened their footsteps as they 

approached some beech-wood chairs, which were cushioned. The brick fireplace occupied the 

middle of one wall. Within the fireplace, a hot, flickering flame slowly licked away at some 

logs.  

 

“I’m Markus Christian, this is Andrew Strong-heart, and this is Henry Willow,” Markus said, 

smiling politely. “We are believers in Jesus and pilgrims.”  

 

“Why don’t you folks come into the dining room and have some soup my wife just finished 

preparing,” James Blacksmith said cheerfully as he walked toward a wide entrance to a kitchen 

area.  

 

The kitchen was to the left of the living room. In it, a table with eight chairs appeared. In one 

corner of the kitchen, a fireplace sat with an iron kettle hanging from a hook above the 

crackling flames.  

 

“This is my favorite soup recipe,” Isabel said as she walked over to the kettle and slipped oven 

mittens over her hands.  

 

In a few minutes, the family and their guests were enjoying the soup along with thick slices of 

freshly-baked bread.  

 

“So, you folks came from a long distance,” Isabel said.  

 

“We did,” Andrew replied. “Markus and I came from the town of ‘Mankind’ and Henry came 

from the town of Turn-ridge. We found Henry in the dungeon of Baron Deception’s castle. We 

and some other good knights were able to rescue him and his fellow prisoners.” 

 

“So, you are knights then?” Martin, a 16-year-old, said.  

 

“We are,” Markus said, looking at the young man with a kind expression. 

 

“That sounds fun. I want to be a knight,” Martin said with excitement in his voice. But a few 

seconds later, he looked a little downcast as he said, “But, I was born into the family of a 

middle-class blacksmith. We are not nobles. Knights are of the nobility. You must have been 

born into a noble family.”  
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“You’re a believer in Jesus Christ, aren’t you?” Markus said. 

 

“Yes,” Martin said, nodding. “I received Jesus as my Savior and Lord, and chose to forsake the 

world’s ways, and to not live for myself.” 

 

“Then, you are a prince in God’s Kingdom, for you’ve been adopted into God’s family,”  

Markus said with a smile. “You are a knight, and so is your mother and father, for God has no 

respect of persons. Romans 2:11 says, ‘[11] For there is no respect of persons with God.’ [End 

quote.] So, God has no favorites.” 

 

“Where in the Bible does it say that I am a knight?” Martin said, curious.  

 

Markus replied: “In 2 Timothy 2:3, Paul wrote to Timothy and said, ‘[3] Thou therefore 

endure hardness, as a good soldier of Jesus Christ.’”  

 

Andrew piped up and said, “In Revelation 1:6, John said this about Jesus Christ making us 

kings for God the Father’s purpose: ‘[6] And hath made us kings and priests unto God and his 

Father ; to him be glory and dominion for ever and ever. Amen.’” 

 

“In Ephesians 6:10-20, Paul wrote how we need to put on the whole armor of God,” Henry 

Willow added. “Some notable verses in that passage are verses 10 through 12: 

 

‘[10] Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord, and in the power of his might. 

[11] Put on the whole armor of God, that ye may be able to stand against the wiles of the 

devil. 

[12] For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, 

against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places.’ 

That’s Ephesians 6:10-12.” 

 

“I want to do that,” Martin said.  

 

“I do as well,” his father said.  

 

“We need that armor of God,” his mother chimed in. 

 

Markus Christian said: “From Ephesians 6, we find that there are 6 items needed by a soldier of 

Jesus Christ : [1] The belt of truth; [2] the "breastplate of righteousness"; [3] the shoes of "the 

preparation of the gospel of peace"; [4] the "shield of faith"; [5] the "helmet of salvation"; and 

[6] the "sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God". In that same chapter of Ephesians, we 

see that prayer goes along with the sword of the Spirit, which is the Holy Bible.”  

 

“So, prayer is a weapon too?” Martin said.  

 

“It certainly is,” Markus Christian replied. “The first part of Ephesians 6:18 [a.] says: ‘Praying 

always with all prayer and supplication in the Spirit,…’”  

 

“I want to pray,” Martin said suddenly. “I want to put on the same armor that you, Andrew, and 

Henry are wearing.”  
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“Just take the armor and put it on by faith,” Markus said. “You take it from God, who freely 

gives it, and put it on by praying it on. Since you’re a believer in Jesus, you just pray to Abba 

(Daddy) God as a child talking to his kind Father.” 

 

The young man closed his eyes and began praying silently. And, his parents did too. Seeing the 

family praying, Markus and his friends excused themselves from the table and began seeking 

God, through prayer, in different corners of the living room.  

 

As he sought God, Markus felt God putting on his heart the town of ‘Self-Preservation,’ where 

he was visiting. So, he began interceding for it. Then, a minute into his prayer, he heard an 

exclamation come from the kitchen, and he turned around and opened his eyes. 

 

“I have a suit of armor on,” Markus exclaimed. “And, so do my parents!”  

 

The young man was wearing a suit of armor that fit him perfectly. It contained all the pieces of 

armor that Markus and his two friends were wearing. A shield on his left arm concealed part of 

his armor. In his right hand, he gripped a broadsword. He shouted, “Praise God for this gift! 

Now, I am a knight in shining armor!” 

 

Behind him appeared two other harnessed knights. They opened their visors, revealing 

Martin’s parents, James and Isabel.  

 

“It is a miracle,” James Blacksmith said as he entered the living room in his armor. “We were 

praying with our eyes shut one moment. Then, the next moment, we found that we were 

wearing armor.” 

 

“Praise God!” Andrew said, smiling. “You’ll need that knight’s harness. It will protect you 

from the attacks of the devil and his footmen.” 

 

Just as they were rejoicing, a loud knocking sound suddenly came from a door downstairs. 

“Martin, take the men upstairs to the attic,” James said with concern in his eyes. “Hide them as 

best as you can.”  

 

[Harness: The armor and equipment worn and used by a knight in battle. ‘Harnessed’ refers to 

being equipped as a knight for battle. Note: This is an older definition of the word.] 

 

 

Encounter with Human Soldiers 

 

 

“Come this way,” Martin said, glancing back toward his guests. “We have to hide you in case 

soldiers are looking for you.” 

 

Martin found a candle with a candle holder and lit it using a burning sliver of wood from the 

fireplace. Then, he led the three pilgrims down a hallway that connected into the living room. A 

staircase at the end of the hall led up to the third floor.  

 

The four quickly scrambled up the steps and reached the next floor. In the dim candle light, the 
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men could see a hallway which passed down the length of the third floor. On either side were 

doors leading into bedrooms. Martin led the pilgrims to the end of the hall and reached up to 

grab a thin rope that hung from the ceiling. Pulling it, he caused a large wooden panel to hinge 

downward, and a set of oaken folding steps appeared. After he unfolded the stairs, Martin 

climbed up the steps and motioned for the others to follow.  

 

When all three pilgrims were standing on the hardwood floor of the attic, the young man 

whispered, “We have to be quiet because the men might hear us if we are too noisy.”  

 

Below them, in the second story, Isabel Blacksmith had seen her husband descending the 

staircase that led to the first floor. She was praying and interceding for her family and for the 

three pilgrims that had come to their home. She knew that if the pilgrims were caught they 

would be locked in the municipal prison and would await a trial in a biased, Medieval court. 

And, she was certain that she and her family would be placed in prison for aiding the pilgrims. 

She knew that in her country all followers of Jesus were to be arrested and imprisoned.  

 

“Dear God, give my husband the right words to say,” she whispered. 

 

As she prayed, James opened the front door leading outside. Standing in the street outside his 

house was a band of ten human soldiers. Their faces appeared in the flickering light of several 

torches.  

 

“We are looking for three men who entered this town without permission from Baron Charles 

Yorkshire,” the nearest soldier said. “They were last seen heading toward this part of town. 

Have you seen them?”  

 

Unlike the demonic soldiers guarding the town walls, the men’s faces were not covered by 

helmet visors. Instead, they had Norman-style helmets which had nose guards and peaked 

crowns (tops).  

 

“Who are these men that you’re looking for?” James said.  

 

Unlike the demonic soldiers the pilgrims had faced, these human soldiers’ surcoats were 

yellow and blue.  

 

“They are dangerous bandits on a journey,” the soldier said. “They entered this town 

unlawfully and without permission. We are here to arrest them. Have you seen them?” 

 

James’s suit of armor was now transparent, and his regular clothes were all that the men could 

see. 

 

“I have not seen any dangerous bandits, sir,” James said truthfully, for he knew that his guests 

were not bandits.  

 

“If you do, be sure to report them to any of our soldiers, and we will bring the matter to the 

Baron,” the soldier said, studying James’s face for a few seconds before he turned away.  

 

“Let’s go,” he said to his men as he walked away from the house and down the street. And, his 

men followed.  
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Once James had shut the door, he sighed with relief. ‘That was close,’ he thought. ‘God must 

have given me the wisdom for how to respond to that human soldier.’ 

 

He bolted the door, turned, and hurried up the staircase leading to the second floor. As he 

entered the room, he saw his wife praying. She looked up at him and James revealed how his 

encounter with the soldiers had gone. His armor was now fully opaque as he told his wife about 

the exchange. 

 

[Opaque: This refers to something that does not let light pass through it. It is not transparent.] 

 

“God delivered us from the soldiers,” Isabel said after hearing his account of the past minutes. 

“Praise be to His Name. He answered my prayers!” 

 

“I will get our horses hitched up to the wagon and hide the men in some barrels,” James said, 

scratching his black, curly beard as he thought. “And, I’ll take them out of town early in the 

morning. But, I’ll need to seek God to see if I should do that or not.” 

 

“We must always depend on God,” Isabel said.  

 

“Okay,” James said. “I’d like to pray. I’ll get the men to come down here so we can have a 

prayer meeting.” 

 

In a short time, all three pilgrims and the small family were gathered in the Blacksmiths’ living 

room. James had informed Markus, Andrew, and Henry about his plan. Afterwards, the 

Christians began to pray and intercede for the town, including its leaders. Baron Charles 

Yorkshire was a subject of their prayers.  

 

“Father God,” Markus prayed, “I ask that you will open the eyes of the leaders of this town, 

including Baron Yorkshire’s eyes, that they will understand the Gospel of Jesus Christ and that 

salvation, cleansing from sin, and eternal life are not by their own works. I pray that they will 

understand the truth about who Jesus Christ really is, and that He was not just a man. He was 

God in the flesh when He came to the earth, and He is God, and He forever is God--God the 

Son.” 

 

“Yes,” several said, in agreement. 

 

“Father God,” Markus continued, praying, “I ask that the people of this town will understand 

how the devil and his evil minions are deceiving them. May the power of the devil weaken and 

collapse, to a certain extent, in this town. May this be so that many will have their hearts 

opened to the Gospel. In Jesus Christ’s Name. Amen.” 

 

Several more people prayed. Then, they had a Bible study, as a group. Two hours later, the 

group ended the meeting and prepared for bed. Martin led the three guests up to the attic and 

gave them some sleeping pads, pillows, and blankets.   

 

With a candle burning to provide some light, the three settled into their bedding material, 

situated about seven feet apart from each other. Exhausted from their adventures, they quickly 

fell asleep.  
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Some hours later, and shortly after the sun had risen, the pilgrims and their hosts ate breakfast. 

Then, James Blacksmith left the house and entered his stable where he kept a horse and a 

couple oxen. He soon hitched the oxen to a wagon. Then, with the help of his guests and son, he 

loaded three large barrels into the back of the wagon. 

 

Markus, Andrew, and Henry stepped into the barrels and crouched down. Then, James placed 

lids on them and fastened the barrels together with rope so they would not wobble when the 

wagon would pass over rough ground.  

 

Once everything was secure, James hopped onto the driver’s seat, took the reins, and got the 

oxen moving with a little flick of a long stick. Several minutes later, they neared an opened gate 

leading out of the town in the direction the pilgrim’s were desiring to go. Two human soldiers, 

wearing yellow and blue surcoats, stood on either side of the double doors. With curiosity, they 

studied the ox cart as it approached. Then, one abruptly stood right in front of the cart and held 

up a hand.  

 

“Stop!” the soldier said gruffly.  

 

James pulled back on the reins, and the oxen came to a standstill.  

 

The soldier walked over to James and said, “Where are you going with those barrels?”  

 

“I’m heading on an errand into the forest,” James said, looking at the soldier, who appeared to 

be strong and tough-looking. The soldier’s Norman helmet reflected the rays of the rising sun. 

 

“Make sure you come back within an hour,” the soldier said. “They will be having a census 

today. Last night Baron Yorkshire ordered it to take place this morning before noon. If you are 

wondering why, it’s because three bandits were seen entering this town. We suspect they might 

be staying with someone. Every house will be searched to make sure no stowaways are there.” 

 

“Okay. Well, I’ll definitely be back within an hour,” James said. 

 

The soldier stepped back and said, “By the way, you’re one of the blacksmiths, aren’t you?”  

 

“Uh. That’s right,” James said. He felt his skin begin to tingle with nervousness. 

 

“Tomorrow, would you be able to repair a tool of mine?” the soldier said.  

 

“Certainly,” James said, relaxing and smiling.  

 

“I’ll talk to you more about it once you have returned,” the soldier said as he stepped to the 

side. 

 

“That sounds good. I’ll see you later,” James said as he flicked his reins.  

 

The oxen began to walk forward and brought the cart with its special cargo on its way.  

 

Before long, the city and its surrounding farmland were receding into the distance, and the edge 
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of a vast hardwood forest drew near. Once they were deep into the woods, James stopped the 

wagon and hopped down. Seeing that the coast was clear, and no one was to be seen, he faced 

the barrels in the back of the wagon.  

 

“You can come out now,” James said. 

 

The lids opened, one after another, and Markus, Andrew, and Henry stood up, groaned, and 

stretched. They stepped out of the barrels and hopped to the ground.  

 

“That was a miracle we were able to get past that human guard,” Henry said, brushing some 

dust off his shield. 

 

“Praise God,” Andrew said, rejoicing, with a bright smile. “He kept us safe!” 

 

“James, I can’t thank you enough for your kindness,” Markus said as he approached his kind 

host.  

 

He reached into a small, leather pouch fastened to his belt and drew out two silver coins.  

 

“No, don’t pay me, my friend,” James said, chuckling. “It is a gift. I will do anything for my 

brothers in Christ.” 

 

“Are you sure?” Markus said, holding out the coins.  

 

“Yes,” James said. “You keep the money. Consider my hospitality as the least I can do for my 

brethren. I remember our Lord Jesus Christ once said, ‘[42] And whosoever shall give to drink 

unto one of these little ones a cup of cold water only in the name of a disciple, verily I say 

unto you, he shall in no wise lose his reward.’ [Matthew 10:42.]” 

 

“You’re doing more than just giving us a cup of cold water,” Andrew said. “What can we do 

for you?” 

 

James stepped closer to the three pilgrims and said, “If you want to do something for me, pray 

for me and my family. We are in a town that hates Christians. We have to be very careful when 

we talk to people about our faith. I need God’s help to stand strong for the truth and to not cave 

in to the pressure to conform with the world, or to lie to people to preserve myself. Pray for me 

that I will have wisdom and discretion but also stand strong for the truth, even if it costs me my 

life.” 

 

“We certainly will,” Markus said.  

 

“God will bless you for helping us,” Henry said, smiling.  

 

“Oh, and pray for also for my town,” James added. “It is full of deception and ungodliness. We 

feel like we are one of the few Christian families there. This town needs Jesus. Pray for us.”  

 

“We will certainly pray for you and for your town. Our prayer-answering God is going to do 

something wonderful, I believe,” Markus said. “I remember how God’s Word says this 

amazing truth in 1 John 5:14-15: ‘[14] And this is the confidence that we have in him, that, if 
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we ask any thing according to his will, he heareth us : [15] and if we know that he hear us, 

whatsoever we ask, we know that we have the petitions that we desired of him.’” 

 

“So,” Andrew said, “then, that means that if we ask Abba God for anything that would agree 

with His will, He will do it. God will answer that request. So, all we need to do is find out Abba 

God’s will by asking Him, and then praying according to His will, and God will answer our 

petition or request.” 

 

“That is right,” Markus said. “That is what the Bible teaches. And, praying to God is actually a 

blessing because we are fellowshipping with our Abba Father God.” 

 

James said, “I remember studying a great passage from Romans chapter 8, verses 14 through 

18. Do you want to hear it quoted?”  

 

“Yes,” Markus said. 

 

James Blacksmith cleared his throat and said, “Romans 8:14-18 says:  

‘[14] For as many as are led by the Spirit of God, they are the sons of God. 

[15] For ye have not received the spirit of bondage again to fear ; but ye have received the 

Spirit of adoption, whereby we cry, Abba, Father.  

[16] The Spirit itself beareth witness with our spirit, that we are the children of God : 

[17] and if children, then heirs ; heirs of God, and joint-heirs with Christ, if so be that we 

suffer with him, that we may be also glorified together. 

[18] For I reckon that the sufferings of this present time are not worthy to be compared with 

the glory which shall be revealed in us.’” 

 

“That is a great passage of scripture,” Henry said when he had finished quoting it. “We 

Christians are joint-heirs with Christ Jesus. That is wonderful! Praise God for His gift!” 

 

The men talked a little longer, prayed together, and then parted ways. James rode the wagon 

back toward the town, and the three travelers turned and started walking down the dirt road 

through the woods.  

 

[Note: James Blacksmith’s suit of armor became clear or nearly invisible because it is the 

armor of Ephesians 6. It is spiritual armor. Human beings cannot see it. But, this armor is even 

more effective for the spiritual realm than the best physical armor is for the physical realm. 

 

The knights wearing dark-grey armor, helmets with closed visors, and red and black surcoats 

represent evil spirits which Christians have to resist with the sword of the Spirit, God’s Word. 

In this story, soldiers with exposed faces are human soldiers with physical armor and 

weapons.] 
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Chapter 6 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Battle 
 

The travelers had just gone three miles on foot when they saw an obstruction to their path. A 

high, stone wall ran across the path and into the forest on either side of the road. It had a wide, 

wooden gate which was shut. To the left of the gate appeared a closed narrow door. And, 

standing before the gate were two giants. They were taller and larger than any giant Markus 

had ever seen. Each carried a battle axe and a large hammer. And, both wore the dark-grey 

armor and red and black surcoats of the enemy.  

 

Seeing the pilgrims coming their way, the two starting to walk forward toward the Christians. 

Markus and his friends were now in their sights. To make matters worse, four crossbow archers 

stepped out of the forest and took aim at the armored pilgrims as they steadily approached.  

 

“It looks like we’re outnumbered,” Henry Willow said with a little nervousness as he drew his 

sword and shut his visor. 

 

Drawing his sword, Markus said, “But, God is with us, and He will never forsake us.” 

 

“We need His help about now,” Henry said. 

 

“I believe God will come through for us,” Andrew said, entering the conversation. 

 

On each archer’s helmet appeared the words “Lies of the devil.” None of giants’ or archers’ 

faces were visible since they had permanently closed helmet visors. And, this gave them 

menacing appearance. 

 

“I know who you are,” the giant to the left bellowed with a guttural voice. “You are Markus, 

Andrew, and Henry. I am Sir Unbelief. You remember me, don’t you?” 

 

His face was concealed by his closed visor, but Markus could now see the word “Unbelief” 

painted on his helmet. The other giant had the word “Pride” painted, in red, across his helmet.  

 

“Yes,” Markus said evenly. “You seem larger than when I last saw you.” 

 

“That’s because I have gained more power since you last saw me,” Unbelief said with a harsh 

chuckle.  
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“Who is the giant standing beside you?” Markus said.  

 

“I am Baron Pride,” the other giant said with a deep, booming voice. “We are here to prevent 

you from passing through this wall on your journey to the Kingdom of Heaven.”  

 

“Our God is for us!” Andrew shouted. “He will give us the victory over you.” 

 

“You yourselves have the power to fight,” Baron Pride said. “You are men of might and 

excellent strength. Come and fight me.” 

 

“I will,” Andrew said as he ran forward. “I will send you fleeing.” 

 

Baron Pride stepped forward to meet the armored knight as Andrew sped toward him.  

 

The giant studied him for a few moments as the man approached him. Then, with a powerful 

swing of his hammer, he struck Andrew in the shoulder plate--clang--and sent him flying into a 

bush on the side of the path. Andrew moaned as he stood to his feet. The hammer had struck a 

powerful blow against his shoulder plate, sending shock waves through his body. By a miracle, 

he was still in once piece, and no bones were broken. 

  

“Andrew, you are better than even Markus at fighting. You just need to get warmed up,” Baron 

Pride said as he waited for Andrew to return to the road. 

 

“I am a good fighter, but I don’t want to compare with other people,” Andrew said.  

 

“Why you are even better than a king at fighting,” Baron Pride said. “I could see you defeat the 

champion of France in single combat.”  

 

“I am not a champion, am I?” Andrew said.  

 

“Of course you are,” Baron Pride retorted. “You are better than a champion.”  

 

“I’m going to send you into a retreat,” Andrew said as he suddenly took courage and charged 

toward the giant’s armored legs. As he ran, giant Unbelief watched and chuckled quietly.  

 

Andrew swung at Baron Pride’s large legs, but the giant blocked the swing with his huge 

sword. Then, he struck Andrew in the breastplate with his large hammer--clash, and the man 

went flying. His shield and sword flew out of his hands and he landed with a thump on the 

grass. Now, he felt humiliated and defeated.  

 

“I am a giant,” Baron Pride said. “You are a man. This isn’t a fair match. But, I am sure you can 

defeat Markus in a game of single combat. Of course, with rules.” 

 

“I don’t want to fight in a match with Markus,” Andrew said.  

 

“You are very strong. Surely you can defeat him,” Baron Pride said as he stared down at the 

man who now stood to his feet.  

 



Pilgrim’s Journey 

63 

“It isn’t about me. I need to get through this gate, and Markus and I work as a team. Besides, we 

are friends,” Andrew said.  

 

“What I’m talking about is just a harmless game to see who is better,” Baron Pride said with a 

tone in his voice that sounded ‘kind,’ but was secretly full of malice. 

 

“Andrew, that giant is trying to get you to be proud like he is,” Markus said. “Use the Bible and 

your sword, and attack the monster. But, make sure you are humble before God.” 

 

“You’re right, Markus,” Andrew said. Andrew began praying silently, asking God for 

forgiveness for being proud, and he chose to forsake pride. “Father God, now that I’ve 

repented, I ask you to give me the wisdom and power to defeat this giant of pride who is trying 

to keep me from going on this path that leads to Heaven. Help me and give me the ability to 

conquer him. Apart from you, I can do nothing.” 

 

Then, Andrew turned to look up at the giant and said, “Baron Pride, God’s Word says, ‘Pride 

goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall. Better it is to be of an humble 

spirit with the lowly, than to divide the spoil with the proud.’ [Proverbs 16:18-19.]” 

 

Andrew added, “My security is in the Lord Jesus Christ. I belong to Him and not to you.” 

 

“Ha! That is a silly notion,” the giant said, chuckling. “You will soon belong to me.” 

 

Then, Andrew suddenly sprinted toward the giants legs and attacked. Clang. Clang. Clang. He 

repeatedly struck the giant’s armored left leg with his sword, and a dent began to appear in the 

armor. Before the giant could swing his hammer down, Andrew ran between his foe’s legs and 

was now behind him.  

 

But, as he prepared to attack the giant from behind, Unbelief, the other giant, came up with his 

axe and swung the sharp, heavy blade toward Andrew. Andrew raised his shield to block the 

weapon just in time, and a loud clang echoed through the air.  

 

“We have to help him,” Markus said to Henry as he suddenly charged forward.  

 

“I’m with you,” Henry shouted as he broke into a run. 

 

Now, the four archers began to unleash their crossbow bolts on the pilgrim knights. In 

response, Henry, Andrew, and Markus kept their shields up to block the crossbow bolts. And, 

the bolts glanced off with loud pings. Since crossbows are slow-loading weapons, the archers 

could not fire too many at once.  

 

Then, Henry and Markus attacked Baron Pride while Andrew fought giant Unbelief. The battle 

was fierce. The giants gave the Christians a major challenge, especially with their hammers. At 

one point Unbelief was able to knock the shield out of Henry’s hands, but Markus quickly 

kicked it toward him. And, Henry put it on just in time to block a blow from Unbelief’s huge 

battle axe. 

 

Some of the powerful swings of the giants’ hammers were able to knock Markus and Henry to 

the ground. But, with God’s help, they were able to stand up, recover their shields and swords, 
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and continue the fight. All the while, they had to watch out for crossbow bolts that constantly 

flew toward them.  

 

The crossbow bolts sometimes partially pierced into their armor, but the bolts only pricked the 

skin, causing very small amounts of bleeding. Thankfully, the damage was minor compared to 

what it could have been. 

 

After half an hour, the giants both began to show weakness. One was their inability to stop the 

Christians from running between their feet and around behind them. From their position behind 

the giants, the pilgrim knights could attack the giants in the legs and weaken their leg armor. 

Before long, this tactic proved effective, and the giants were starting to notice their leg armor 

cracking.  

 

When a piece of armor suddenly cracked open and slipped off Baron Pride’s lower leg, he 

realized that he could not continue the fight in this condition, so he retreated toward the gate. 

As he approached it, the gate was opened and he hurried through.  

 

Giant Unbelief continued the battle for ten more minutes before his armored boot began to 

crack. Seeing the crack widening, the giant hustled toward the gate and passed through. And, it 

slammed shut with a loud, wooden boom. Giant Unbelief didn’t want to lose his armor, for 

without it, he could not hold back an armed Christian. 

 

[Note: These crossbow bolts represent lies that Satan tells people. The bolts did not fully 

penetrate the Christians’ armor because Markus and his friends were mostly trusting in Jesus. 

Ephesians 6:16 says: “Above all, taking the shield of faith, wherewith ye shall be able to 

quench all the fiery darts of the wicked.” {End quote.} 

 

This means that as we place our trust in God, and in Jesus Christ, in the Holy Bible, we will 

be able to overcome all the attacks of the enemy. We Christians might not fully trust in God’s 

Word, and we may actually believe some of the devil’s lies for a time, but God will show us 

the truth, and He will help us to forsake the lies of the devil. But, we have to make the choice 

to obey God’s conviction and guidance, which agrees with the Holy Bible, God’s Word.] 

 

 

The Wall 
 

 

Breathing hard from their exertions, the three pilgrims held up their shields and formed a circle 

with their shields facing outward, and their bodies huddled in the middle of the circle. 

Crossbow bolts continued to fly, but they glanced off the shields with loud pings. After a few 

more minutes, the archers spent all their bolts and decided to retreat into the depths of the 

forest.  

 

Relieved that the attack was over, the three travelers removed some metal water canteens from 

their belts and drank the fresh, cool water like men who hadn’t had the liquid in five hours.  

 

“We need to pass through that narrow door in the wall,” Markus said, pointing at the small door 

to the left of the large, locked gate. “As you know, our Lord Jesus Christ said, ‘[13] Enter ye in 
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at the strait gate : for wide is the gate, and broad is the way, that leadeth to destruction, and 

many there be which go in thereat : [14] because strait is the gate, and narrow is the way, 

which leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it.’ [Matthew 7:13-14.]” 

 

“But, the door is shut,” Andrew said, glancing at the high, stone wall.  

 

“We have been cleansed by the blood of Jesus,” Henry said. “And, we are new creations in 

Christ, as 2 Corinthians 5:17 says. I believe we will not have a problem getting through that 

door.”  

 

“That’s a good point, Henry. Let’s see if the door is unlocked,” Markus said.  

 

With their shields raised for protection, Markus and his friends cautiously walked toward the 

narrow door. Their swords were drawn and ready for anything. Thankfully, no more crossbow 

bolts were fired at the pilgrims. So, they quickened their pace until they reached the door. The 

men soon noticed a wide, metal slot in an iron box built into middle of the door. The men didn’t 

know what to make of the slot in the iron box, but then Markus touched his sword tip against 

the iron box, and an idea came to him. 

 

“You can’t come through here, Christian,” a sneering voice suddenly said from the other side 

of the wall.  

 

“I have the sword of the Spirit, which the Bible says is sharper than any two-edged sword,” 

Markus said boldly. “You cannot stop the Word of God!” 

 

Then, he suddenly jabbed his sword through the slot in the metal box. A clicking sound came 

as Markus rotated the sword handle to the right. The clicking issued from a locking mechanism 

within the metal box in the door. Then, Markus pulled his sword out of the slot and pushed on 

the door with his shield. Almost effortlessly, the narrow door swung open. 

 

Standing before the pilgrims, a large creature leered at them through its closed helmet visor. 

‘This giant must be at least ten feet tall,’ Markus thought to himself with concern. On the 

giant’s dark-grey helmet appeared the phrase “Legalism and Hypocrisy.”   

 

“You will not be able to get past me, you humans. Look at all the wounds you received from 

the other giants,” Legalism said with a gloating tone in his voice. 

 

After saying a quick prayer for strength, Markus looked up at the giant and pointed his sword at 

the creature. He said, “With God’s help, I will be able to defeat you. And, without God’s help, 

I can do nothing. I stand by God’s grace through faith. I cannot stand apart from God’s grace. 

And, I cannot have anything good, unless God gives it to me. Step aside, Legalism.”  

 

“We trust in Jesus Christ alone,” Andrew said, chiming in. 

 

“You will never be able to defeat me, Christians,” Legalism said, smirking at the men below. “I 

take Pilgrims off the path of life every day. I lead them into self-righteousness, pride, and 

hypocrisy. Many die and perish in Hell because of me. They forsake Jesus because I allure 

them with pride. You will fall like those other Christians have fallen, and you will perish.”  
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The Battle with Giant Legalism 
 

 

Then, the monster stooped down and reached for a large hammer lying on the ground. But, just 

as he was stooping down to picked it up, Markus suddenly charged toward him and swung his 

sword at the giant’s armored gauntlet (a long glove). He struck the armored glove three 

times--clang, clang, clang. The giant quickly withdrew his hands and roared with anger and 

pain.  

 

Then, the large creature tried to picked up the hammer again, but Markus and Andrew together 

attacked him, and whacked at his gloves. In seconds, the giant’s glove came off and he quickly 

withdrew his hand and shouted, “I will destroy you, you Christians!” 

 

The giant drew a sword from his belt and attacked, but he was facing three knights who also 

had shields. And, in a couple minutes, they had managed to dislodge his sword--clang, sending 

it flying into the air. Seeing he was defenseless, the giant turned and ran toward a large bush.  

 

As giant Legalism hurried toward the bush, he turned and said, “You haven’t seen the last of 

my power, Christians. I will get revenge on you yet!”  

 

Then, they saw him stoop down and grab a metal handle in the ground. An iron trap door 

opened, revealing a set of stone stairs descending into the earth. The giant quickly scuttled 

down the stairs, and shut the hatch behind him. After a few seconds, the Christians could hear a 

clicking sound as the trap door was locked shut. 

 

 

Recovering from the Battles 
 

 

Now that the battle was over, they began pulling crossbow bolts out of their armor and 

dropping them on the ground. The bolts had made them feel somewhat like pincushions. As 

mentioned earlier, none of the bolts had given them serious wounds. They had just received 

scratches from the crossbow bolt tips. 

 

“Praise God for giving us the victory over those giants!” Markus said with excitement as he 

drew out a bolt from where it had slightly pierced his breastplate. “We couldn’t have done that 

without God’s help, and without God’s Word, and without God’s grace. Only by God’s 

unmerited favor (grace), by faith (which God gives everyone), and by God’s Word did we 

overcome those principalities and powers of spiritual darkness.” 

 

“And, God would give those same things to anyone who hears God’s call, which is for every 

man, woman, and child,” Andrew said dropping a crossbow bolt on the ground. 

 

“I remember reading from John chapter 12,” Markus said. “Jesus was speaking something very 

profound in this passage about His love for the human race. Jesus in John 12:32-33 said: ‘[32] 

And I, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw all men unto me. [33] This he said, signifying 

what death he should die.’” 
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“So, Jesus said he would draw all men unto Himself,” Henry said with joy. “That is wonderful. 

God has no respect of persons, as Romans 2:11 says. He has no favorites. Our Abba Father God 

loves all people! And, He wants them all to be saved, as 1 Timothy 2:3-4 says.” 

 

“Oh, I remember that passage,” Andrew said. “It says, ‘[3] For this is good and acceptable in 

the sight of God our Saviour ; [4] who will have all men to be saved, and to come unto the 

knowledge of the truth.’ [1 Timothy 2:3-4.] It says ‘all’ men, meaning all people. God wants 

all people to be saved.” 

 

Markus said, “I remember that 1 Timothy 2 goes on to say: ‘[5] For there is one God, and one 

mediator between God and men, the man Christ Jesus ; [6] who gave himself a ransom for 

all, to be testified in due time.’ [1 Timothy 2:5-6.]” 

 

“There is no other way of being saved than by trusting in the Lord Jesus Christ,” Henry said.  

 

“And, by making Him your Savior and Lord,” Andrew added.  

 

“That’s right,” Henry said, nodding and smiling.  

 

 

The Group of 14 

 

 

The men saw the path continue on through the forest, so they started walking down it and 

talked as they went. Four miles passed under their feet. As they proceeded, the woods grew 

denser and denser, and the evening came as the sun lowered in the sky. Soon, they noticed a 

group of 14 knights in shining, silvery armor walking the trail ahead of them. Accompanying 

the knights and plodding beside them were several mules laden with haversacks, rolled-up 

blankets, and supplies. 

 

Hurrying to reach them, the three travelers soon closed the distance between themselves and 

the next group. When they were now within earshot of the group of 14, Markus said loudly, 

“Hello. You there, we would like to join your group.”  

 

Some of the 14 knights turned their way, and one said, “Who are you?” 

 

“We are pilgrims traveling toward Heaven,” Markus replied.  

 

The one who spoke to Markus tapped on the shoulders of his friends and said loudly, “Look 

behind you, we have visitors.”  

 

The band of knights turned to face Markus, and some drew their swords. But then they relaxed, 

seeing Markus and his companions were wearing the same type of armor they had on.  

 

“We are pilgrims making a journey toward the Kingdom of Heaven,” Andrew said.  

 

“Oh, well, so are we,” one of the 14 said with a smile on his bearded face. “Come and join us.”  
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“You came through the narrow gate by putting your trust in the Lord Jesus Christ for 

salvation?” Markus said.  

 

“Yes, we all did,” the man with the bearded face said. “By the way, I am Edmund  

Green-rock. And, you are?”  

 

“I am Markus Christian,” Markus replied, smiling.  

 

“I’m Henry Willow,” Henry said, scratching his long, brown beard.  

 

“Andrew Strong-heart,” Andrew said, nodding.  

 

“It’s a pleasure to meet other Christians,” Edmund said, smiling. “I love to talk with people 

who like attending church and enjoy Christian activities.” 

 

Turning to a man standing beside him, Edmund said, “William Castle-hill loves to travel. He 

has many interesting tales to tell. Don’t you, William?” 

 

“I sure do,” William said, grinning. “I could make you laugh one moment and cry the next.” 

 

“Tell us a story,” Henry said, curious. 

 

William began to tell them of some of his exploits in a far off country while he was in search of 

a lost parchment which had been stolen from a nobleman. The three travelers visited with him 

and other members of the group for two hours, enjoying his company.  

 

Presently, as William was just finishing his story, Markus noticed movement coming from the 

left. He turned to see two knights walking down a wide trail to his left. The wide trail connected 

to the trail Markus followed near a fallen tree. Both knights were wearing suits of armor that 

resembled the armor worn by the pilgrims, except for a small difference. The armor worn by 

the Christians was silvery and shiny. But, the armor worn by these two knights was a dull grey 

color. 

 

 

Herod Blue-tree 

 

 

One of the two knights walked over to William and Edmund. As he drew near, he said, “I think 

you gentlemen would like to come with me. I am Herod Blue-tree. I came here with Dathan 

Oak-hill. We also are pilgrims. The sun is close to the horizon, and it is quite late to be walking. 

I have been residing in a town just a mile from here: Hyper-Grace. It is a good town and is 

quite large in size. We have many fabulous inns, several large churches, and many places to 

entertain yourselves for the night.” 

 

“But, I am supposed to walk this path to the Kingdom of Heaven,” William said. “It is the only 

way.” 

 

“Oh, you’ll be able to continue on your journey toward Heaven,” Herod Blue-tree said, 
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smiling. “Just spend a night at Hyper-Grace. There are plenty of fun pastimes and comfortable 

inns there. The Churches of Hyper-Grace are also great places to meet other believers who are 

like-minded.” 

 

“Well,” William said, glancing at Edmund, “I guess I’ll go there just for the night. It is getting 

late. And, I am feeling rather tired of walking.”  

 

“William,” Henry said with concern, “that town is not on the path of righteousness, which we 

are walking on. If you go that way, you will be harming yourself spiritually. You need to seek 

God and forsake this town of Hyper-Grace.” 

 

“Please don’t tell me what I should do,” William said with annoyance in his voice. “I feel tired 

and I want to go there just for the night. I’ll be back in the morning.” 

 

Turning toward Mr. Blue-tree, William said, “Herod, I’m ready to go.” 

 

“Great, then come with me,” Herod Blue-tree said, patting William on the back. They began 

having a lively conversation as they walked away from the group of pilgrims. 

 

Herod Blue-tree, Dathan Oak-hill, and William walked away, along with five other pilgrims 

who accompanied them. Markus, Henry, and Andrew watched them go and prayed that they 

would turn back to the truth.  

 

A verse came to Markus’s mind as he watched them depart. It was Proverbs 16:25: “[25] There 

is a way that seemeth right unto a man ; but the end thereof are the ways of death.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7 
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Journeying Off the Path 
 

 

The small group of 8 men merrily walked down the wide path leading toward the town of 

Hyper-Grace. In less than half an hour, the men reached the outskirts of what proved to be a 

large community of about 300 thousand. There were many banks, stores, shops, churches, and 

businesses in the town, spread out over a large area. Horse-drawn carriages jostled through the 

city and competed with the crowds of people walking about.  

 

“This is a very large town,” William said to Dathan and Herod as they approached the busy 

main street. 

 

“It certainly is,” Herod said as he avoided a horse-drawn wagon which rumbled past him.  

 

“Where is a good inn I could stay at?” William said.  

 

“We are getting close,” Dathan said. Then, he chuckled softly and added, “You’ll like the fun 

things we can do at that place.” 

 

The men continued walking down the street until they reached a large, half-timbered inn which 

had four floors and a thatched roof. A painted sign hanging above the main entrance advertised 

gambling, drinking, and other ungodly activities. 

 

Hours after the sun had risen and morning was waning, Herod, Dathan, and William were seen 

walking down a street toward one of the large church buildings in the town. It was a prominent 

structure and had lots of attention on Sundays and throughout the week. A large parking lot was 

full of hitching posts, horses, and wagons. People were flowing toward wide doors that opened 

into a huge foyer.  

[Wane: To come to a close. Or, to get smaller or weaker.] 

 

 

The Church of Hyper-Grace 
 

 

Passing through the foyer, the men reached a huge auditorium, and William gasped in 

astonishment. He had never seen such a large room before. Thousands of people already filled 

the auditorium, but seating space was available for hundreds more. This was much larger than 

church buildings he had visited before. Chandeliers, hanging from different locations about the 

room, filled it with orange light. 

 

The three men took a seat and chatted for several minutes. Then, a group of musicians climbed 

onto a large stage at the front of the room and began playing lively music. Flutes, mandolins, 

drums, and cymbals filled the air with mesmerizing notes, drumbeats, and harmonies. Before 

long, most of the audience was singing along with several of the performers, and swaying back 

and forth with the music.  

 

When the singing time was over, half an hour later, a man stepped onto the platform and began 

pacing back and forth. As he did, he began speaking upbeat words to get people to feel cheerful 
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and happy. His message was full of humor, whit, and themes about living for the self. He spoke 

about how God wants people to “live life” and “enjoy everything the world has to offer.” He 

said that in the old days people would speak about how God would hold them accountable for 

their actions and choices on this earth.  

 

The man pacing on the stage said, “But, God is all about you just enjoying yourself and doing 

what you want to do. Love yourself. Live for yourself. And, don’t let anyone tell you that you 

need to repent from your sins. You are already forgiven. So, just live for yourself. It’s all about 

you. It’s not about doing God’s will because God is all about you doing your own will.”  

 

As the man on the stage spoke, a Bible passage William had read suddenly came to his mind, 

which brought him conviction that what was being taught was simply not the truth. Luke 

9:23-24 came with power and conviction into William’s mind. The words of Jesus Christ spoke 

to him with strength as if the Lord Jesus had said them just a moment ago: 

 

“[23] And he said to them all, If any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and take 

up his cross daily, and follow me. [24] For whosoever will save his life shall lose it : but 

whosoever will lose his life for my sake, the same shall save it.” [Luke 9:23-24] 

 

‘I don’t need to hear the Bible,’ William thought to himself. ‘I like what this buoyant pastor is 

teaching.’ He tried to ignore the conviction of the Holy Spirit and continued to listen to the 

speaker. The man walking back and forth on the stage spoke only of God’s love; God’s grace; 

some worldly advice for ‘advancing’ in society; being kind to others so one can be happy; and 

of living for the self.  

 

“If you sin,” the pastor said, smiling and pausing for effect, “God will just give you more 

grace.” 

 

But, scripture was now reaching into William’s mind and convicting him about the deception 

and terrible lies of the pastor. A passage from Mark 9:43-44 came suddenly to William’s 

mind. They were the words of the Lord Jesus to His disciples: 

 

“[43] And if thy hand offend thee, cut it off : it is better for thee to enter into life 

maimed, than having two hands to go into hell, into the fire that never shall be 

quenched : [44] where their worm dieth not, and the fire is not quenched.” [Mark 

9:43-44.] 

 

William remembered that in verse 33 of Luke chapter 14, Jesus had said:  

 

“[33] So likewise, whosoever he be of you that forsaketh not all that he hath, he cannot 

be my disciple.” [Luke 14:33.] 

 

“God wants you to just be happy. Repenting is not going to make you happy,” the pastor said 

boldly, and with a touch of arrogance. “So, just forget about repenting from sin, and just say 

to yourself, ‘I am loved for who I am. I don’t need to repent. God will just give me more grace 

when I sin.’ Don’t listen to anyone tell you to repent.” 

 

Many people in the audience clapped, and William joined them, clapping enthusiastically. His 

heart was getting colder toward God. 
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More Conviction 
 

 

But, William felt God convict him again about the falsehood of the pastor’s message. A 

scripture came to William’s mind. Galatians 5:19-21 spoke to him with powerful words from 

the Holy Spirit: 

 

“[19] Now the works of the flesh are manifest, which are these, adultery, fornication, 

uncleanness, lasciviousness, [20] idolatry, witchcraft, hatred, variance, emulations, 

wrath, strife, seditions, heresies, [21] envyings, murders, drunkenness, revelings, and 

such like : of the which I tell you before, as I have also told you in time past, that they 

which do such things shall not inherit the kingdom of God.” [Galatians 5:19-21.] 

 

And, another scripture struck his mind like the ring of a hammer on an anvil. It was 2 Timothy 

4:3-4: 

 

“[3] For the time will come when they will not endure sound doctrine ; but after their 

own lusts shall they heap to themselves teachers, having itching ears ; [4] and they shall 

turn away their ears from the truth, and shall be turned unto fables.” [2 Timothy 4:3-4.] 

 

Angered that he was being convicted of sin, William stubbornly said to himself, “I don’t need 

to hear that. I like this pastor’s sermon.” More verses came to his mind, but each time they did, 

William tried his best to ignore them. As he did, his heart hardened further against God’s Word 

and against the Holy Spirit. 

 

After about thirty minutes, the sermon was over, and William was mingling with the people 

and visiting. An hour later, he was seeing heading back to the inn with its evil diversions. He 

spent the rest of the day in the inn and enjoyed gambling, drinking, and living to please his 

flesh.  

 

 

The Accident 
 

 

Time began to pass. Days went by. Then, weeks. Then, a whole year had transpired since he 

first entered the town of Hyper-Grace. He took his armor and threw it away, complaining about 

how much of a nuisance it was. One day, six months after he had thrown away his armor, 

William was walking to a store to buy some groceries, and his heart suddenly shut down. He 

collapse to the ground, dead. A massive heart attack had taken his life.  

 

Several men rushed toward him to see what had happened, but his spirit had left his body and 

was about to start a journey away from the surface of the earth. William was astonished to see 

his physical body lying on the ground beneath his feet. He held up his own hands and touched 

his skin. It felt real, just like real skin--somewhat smooth and somewhat rough.  

 

Kneeling before the corpse, two men checked for a pulse, but feeling none, one said quietly, 
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“This man’s dead. The grim reaper came for him.” 

 

Astonished that he was out of his physical body, William gazed at the dead man at his feet. 

Then, he looked at his soul-body. His soul-body looked exactly like his physical body, but it 

was different. It could never cease to exist. But, like the earthly body, it could feel pain, see 

light, hear sounds, and make full use of all five senses. William stooped down and tried to grab 

his physical body, but his hands passed right through the corpse as if the dead body were made 

of vapor. 

 

Terror seized him as he began to grasp the truth that he was actually dead, but still fully aware 

of his surroundings. Before 25 seconds had passed, two bat-winged, grey creatures flew toward 

him. William knew exactly what they were, and he screamed in terror, but no one heard his 

cries since he now only existed as a spirit in a soul-body. 

 

The devilish creatures grabbed him in their warm, scaly hands, and flew off with him, beating 

their huge, bat-like wings rhythmically. One held his left arm, and the other clenched his right 

arm tightly with rough, cold hands. Up close, he could see that they had horns on their heads, 

long goatees hanging from their chins, and hoofs for feet.  

 

One of the creatures looked at him and said, “You are our prisoner, and where we are taking 

you, you’ll never escape. Escape is impossible.” Then, the evil creature laughed hideously. 

 

They were dressed in black robes. To his astonishment, William then noticed that he was 

wearing a similar garment. He had on a long black tunic which went from his neck down to just 

above his ankles.  

 

“Let go of me!” he screamed. 

 

“You belong to us,” the demon on his left said with a cruel smile. 

 

William knew that he had willfully cast away his armor, which God had given him when he 

became a believer in Jesus Christ. Years ago, he had received Jesus Christ as his Lord and 

Savior. But, his heart had grown very cold toward the Lord Jesus. And, William had pursued 

his own will and had sought to please his fleshly desires. He knew he had no interest in having 

a relationship with Jesus Christ even though he once had a love for Jesus.  

 

The evil creatures flew up to a great altitude, far above the forest which lay spread out below 

him, and far above the town of Hyper-Grace. William then noticed a huge tornado rapidly 

revolving through the air. The one-mile-wide, spinning funnel touched down at a point in the 

depths of the forest far below.  

 

 

The Vortex into the Abyss 
 

 

In seconds, the evil beings had brought him into the vortex and down through the swirling mass 

toward a huge hole in the ground. A tunnel entrance was fast approaching him. In seconds, he 

was engulfed by the vertical tunnel and enveloped in darkness. Dark-grey, rock walls filled 
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with niches, recesses, and holes passed by him in a blur of motion as he plunged down toward 

the center of the earth. He somehow knew that this was a supernatural dimension he was now 

in. And, he was beyond frightened. 

 

He had been content to just go to Church, hang out with some Christians, and live selfishly and 

self-righteously. He had sinned on Saturday, and then went to church on Sunday to drop a 

large amount of money in an offering box.  

 

He also had given hefty sums of money to Christian organizations to relieve his feeling of guilt 

for his willful sins. But, his conscience and the Holy Spirit would constantly convict him of his 

sin and hypocrisy.  

 

The tunnel was not just foreboding and dark, it was foul-smelling. The odor was repulsive. But, 

as he descended, it got stronger and stronger. The smell became unbearably toxic and sulfurous 

like the smell of rotten eggs. It was worse than rotten eggs. It was so putrescent that words 

could not describe it properly. Then, as he fell through the shaft, he heard screams. It sounded 

like the screams of a multitude of people. They were the sounds of tortured souls howling in 

agony, anger, and despair. It was a cacophony of sound that struck his ears like a million 

hammers on a million anvils. The screaming was awful.  

 

In the last few years of his life on earth, a deep relationship with God was the last thing 

William had wanted. Having a form of religion, without a holy, true, and loving God to 

fellowship with, was William’s preference. 

 

In less than a minute, the evil creatures had brought him into a huge cavern at the bottom of the 

shaft. Pits filled with lava were scattered over the floor of the immense cavern. Around the pits 

were devilish creatures which were tormenting people inside the concavities. As William was 

brought closer to the ground, he saw--to his horror--thousands of people being burned alive in 

many small pits, which were like bowls filled with glowing, molten rock-- lava.  

 

One of the lava pits was unoccupied, and he was being taken straight toward it. Trapped in the 

lava pits around it, people in the form of skeletons were writhing in torment. They screamed 

and cursed God as many evil beings taunted and tormented them. When they tried to climb out, 

the evil creatures would shove them back into the pits, laughing perversely. And, climbing out 

appeared very hard to do since the pits had very steep sides.  

 

As the evil, winged creatures brought him up to the pit, William Castle-hill screamed and 

cursed the Lord Jesus, God the Father, and cursed the Holy Spirit. He shouted, “I hate you, 

God!” right before he was thrown into the lava pit.   

 

 

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  

 

Scripture verses to think about: 

 

“[10] And he carried me away in the spirit to a great and high mountain, 

and showed me that great city, the holy Jerusalem, descending out 

of heaven from God,” [Revelation 21:10.] {John, the apostle, was speaking here.} 
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“[27] And there shall in no wise enter into it any thing that defileth, neither whatsoever 

worketh abomination, or maketh a lie : but they which are written in the Lamb’s book 

of life.” [Revelation 21:27.]   {Note: God’s sheep (people) will live in obedience to Him 

and in fellowship with Him. See John 10. Many people claiming to still be Christians are 

living in stubborn rebellion against God’s Word, the Bible. They will not enter Heaven.} 

 

“[5] He that overcometh, the same shall be clothed in white raiment ; and I will not blot 

out his name out of the book of life, but I will confess his name before my Father, and 

before his angels.” [Revelation 3:5.]   {Note: The Lord Jesus was speaking here. Names 

can be blotted out of the book of life. Those who stubbornly forsake the Lord Jesus, after 

having served Him, will be blotted out. See Hebrews 10, Hebrews 3, Ezekiel 33:13, and 

Mark 9.} 

 

“[15] And whosoever was not found written in the book of life was cast 

into the lake of fire.” [Revelation 20:15.] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Markus and His Friends Continue Their Journey 
  

Meanwhile, Markus, Andrew, and Henry were praying with deep concern for William’s soul 

and for the souls of the other men who had left the right path. Minutes ago, William, Herod, 

Dathan, and five other knights had left the path of righteousness and had gone down the wide 

path to the town of Hyper-Grace.   

 

“I pray Father God that William and the other men will be convicted that they are walking 

down the wrong path and are turning away from you,” Andrew prayed.  

 

When the praying had ended, Markus said, “Well, we have done what we can. Now, we will 

leave it up to God to convict these men and to call out to them. And, I know that He will.” 



Pilgrim’s Journey 

76 

 

“God is the prayer-answering, wonder-working, Almighty God,” Henry said. “I believe He 

will even go beyond what we ask Him to do.”  

 

“Amen. He will never fail His own Word,” Markus said. 

 

“Let us continue our journey then,” Andrew said. “We can travel another mile or two and then 

set up camp for the night.”  

 

“I think the eight other men are starting to move out,” Henry said, looking toward a group of 

knights which was a short distance from their circle. 

 

The men started off and continued talking as they walked. A mile passed before they slowed to 

a stop and decided to set up camp.  

 

The sun was now sliding below the horizon and shadows were lengthening. Camp fires began 

appearing under some towering oak trees in the forest. The weary men removed the haversacks 

and supplies from the pack mules and hitched the animals to some trees. Then, the men drew 

out some metal cases containing dried food. After eating supper, they unrolled their blankets 

and prepared to go to bed.  

 

A few hours later, morning came. With the rising of the sun, the knights awoke and yawned. 

After stretching, most of them prayed, read from the Bible, and had breakfast. Then, once 

more, the men packed up their stuff in leather bags, fastened them to the mules, and continued 

their journey.  

 

They had only gone half a mile from their last campsite before some men spotted a wide trail 

leading off to the right. And, down this wide path strode three men. But, the path the pilgrims 

were to go on clearly ran straight through the forest.  

 

The three were wearing armor, but the color of their metal was not so silvery and shiny as the 

Christians’ armor. Like metal suits worn by Herod Blue-tree and Dathan Oak-hill, the armor 

worn by these three knights was dark grey.  

 

 

Meeting Alexander Silver-Tongue 
 

 

“Who are you?” Markus said, approaching one of the three strangers, whose helmet visors 

were raised. 

 

“I am Alexander Silver-Tongue,” the stranger said. He had a clean-shaven face and a friendly 

smile.  

 

“And, I am Caiaphas Self-Trust,” another stranger said as he approached the Christians. “We 

heard that a group of believers is coming this way, and we wanted to show you the correct path 

to take. We come from a lovely town called Self-Righteousness.” 
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“I have no intention of leaving this path,” Markus said. “This is the only way to Heaven.” 

 

“But God wants you to do good works, doesn’t He?” Alexander Silver-Tongue said.  

 

Markus replied calmly, “God’s Word says this truth in Galatians chapter 3:  

 

‘[11] But that no man is justified by the law in the sight of God, it is evident : for, The just 

shall live by faith. [12] And the law is not of faith : but, The man that doeth them shall live in 

them. [13] Christ hath redeemed us from the curse of the law, being made a curse for us : for 

it is written, Cursed is every one that hangeth on a tree : [14] that the blessing of Abraham 

might come on the Gentiles through Jesus Christ ; that we might receive the promise of the 

Spirit through faith.’ [Galatians 3:11-14.]” 

 

“So you’re going to preach at us?” Caiaphas said, scoffing. “Why do you tell us that?” 

 

Markus said, “I am just answering you with the truth from God’s Word. Galatians 2:19-20 

says: 

 

‘[19] For I through the law am dead to the law, that I might live unto God. [20] I am crucified 

with Christ : nevertheless I live ; yet not I, but Christ liveth in me : and the life which I now 

live in the flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved me, and gave himself for 

me.’ [Galatians 2:19-20.]” 

 

“I see that you are one of those people who won’t listen to reason,” Caiaphas said coldly, 

shaking his head, before he approached another Christian to begin a conversation. 

 

“You people who don’t believe in serving God precisely to the letter of the law, and 

immediately, are uneducated and backward. There is no more point in talking to such as you,” 

Alexander said arrogantly, turning his face from Markus as he walked toward a group of five 

men. Soon, he began talking with them in a very animated and friendly manner. 

 

“He doesn’t want to talk to us when he is confronted with the truth from the Bible,” Andrew 

said quietly to Markus. “Sadly, these men would rather ridicule us than seek God about these 

things.” 

 

“2 Thessalonians 2:10 says that many men will not receive the love of the truth,” Markus said, 

shaking his head with sadness. “They don’t love what is true. They prefer lies and deceptions 

instead of the truth.”  

 

After some time had passed, the three strangers and four of the pilgrim knights left the rest 

behind and walked down the trail to the right. Before long, these wayward men had vanished 

from view in the dense profusion of forest undergrowth and thick tree trunks. 

 

Now, of the 14 knights Markus had first seen on the path, only four remained with Markus and 

his friends. This was very troubling to him, and he began praying fervently for the men who 

had followed the false brethren toward the town of Self-Righteousness. He also interceded for 

William and the others who had left the group earlier. 

 

But, just as he came to the end of his prayer, Henry suddenly pointed and exclaimed, “Look!” 
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His eyes were wide open with alarm. 

 

 

The Ominous Threat 
 

 

Markus opened his eyes to see Henry pointing back toward the path that Caiaphas and 

Alexander had taken. And, as Markus’s eyes followed Henry’s finger, he saw a sight that 

caused his eyes to open wider. For, stomping down the path were 15 giant knights, the tallest of 

which appeared to be 20 feet in height. And, accompanying them were seven crossbow archers 

and two regular-sized knights. All were clad in dark-grey armor and wore the typical black and 

red surcoats of the enemy.  

 

“We are well out-numbered,” Gregory White-peak (one of the four pilgrim knights) said with 

distress and anxiety in his voice. “The enemy has crossbow archers and more giants than you 

could shake a stick at. And, those 15 giants can outrun us. What do we do?”  

 

“The Word of God, the Bible, tells us that we are not alone in our trials,” Andrew said. “Jesus is 

with us.”  

 

“I don’t see Jesus right now,” Ahiezer Halibut, one of the knights, said fretfully. 

 

“Remember how Jesus said in Matthew 28:20 that He would be with us always?” Andrew 

replied. “Jesus said, in part, ‘…I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world. …’”  

 

“He is with us, isn’t He?” Gregory said, trying to remain calm and believing.  

 

“You humans will suffer greatly! And, your lives will soon be very miserable,” a deep, 

booming voice suddenly roared through the air, causing some of the Christians to tremble. 

 

They turned to see the nearest giant holding a huge, iron hammer and a round shield. He was 

clad in armor from head to foot, and his face, like the other giants, was concealed by a metal 

visor. The large creature struck his hammer against his round shield, causing it to ring with a 

loud, metallic crash. He began to quicken his pace as he walked down the wide path. Every step 

brought this colossal beast closer to the little group of seven Christians.  

 

“There are seven of us,” Markus started to say. “But, Jesus is with us too.” 

  

The ominous clanging noises continued and grew louder. Clash. Clang. Clash. 

 

“The triune God dwells within our hearts by His Spirit,” Markus added. “Jesus spoke of that in 

John chapter 14.” 

 

“That is true. But, there are 15 giants, 7 crossbowmen, and 2 normal knights. We are greatly 

outnumbered,” Ahiezer said. 

 

“We need to move into a circle with our shields facing the outside of the circle,” Markus said. 

“In this arrangement, we will be on the inside. The shields will protect us from all incoming 
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crossbow bolts and attacks of the enemy, if we make sure we hold onto our shields and don’t let 

them slip.” 

 

Clang. Clash. Bang. Clang. More of the giants’ shields began to clang and ring as they struck 

them in unison. It was a show of intimidation, and it’s effect was felt by every pilgrim.  

 

“That plan of yours is probably the best we can do right now,” Gregory said. A moment later, 

he added, “I’m for that. Let’s form a circle now.” 

 

The rest of the knights quickly joined the plan, and soon formed a circle with their backs facing 

each other, and their shields facing the outside. They had just got into the formation when the 

crossbow bolts began to fly. Ping. Ding. Ping. The metallic sounds of projectiles deflecting off 

the shields filled the air. It felt like hail was being thrown at them at 90 miles an hour. 

Thankfully, the bolts bounced off their shields and the crowns of their helmets without doing 

any damage.  

 

 

The Giants Strike 
 

 

At last, the rain of bolts stopped, and the 15 giants prepared to attack. Three huge, armor-clad 

monsters, each over a height of 13 feet, charged toward the pilgrim knights. The Christians 

held up their shields and prayed. As they did, the monsters all swung huge hammers toward the 

shields. Each hammer could snap a sizeable tree in half when properly wielded by a giant.  

 

Bong! The sound of deep ringing came from the seven knights’ shields. 

 

Due to something the giants weren’t fully aware of, their hammers could not break through or 

even dent the shields of the Christians. And the Christians, by God’s grace, were not injured by 

the powerful force of the heavy hammers.  

 

However, the giants knew that several hard blows against a Christian’s helmet and breastplate 

would cause them to begin to fall off. So, the monsters continued their attack, swinging their 

hammers like blacksmiths working at an anvil. Still, the shields held, and the circular formation 

of the pilgrim knights kept the large hammers from striking their bodies.  

 

Enraged that they were not succeeding, the giants dropped their hammers and grabbed some 

spears they had set beside some trees. They took aim and hurled their spears toward the 

Christians. Each spear, thrown by a strong giant, could penetrate through a two-foot-wide tree 

and make it part way out the other side. 

 

“Umph,” a giant grunted as he hurled his spear toward Markus.  

 

The huge spear sailed through the air toward Markus’s helmet, but he quickly moved his shield 

high enough to cover his head, and the powerful weapon bounced off the shield--pong, passed 

over the heads of his friends, and embedded itself into the ground a few yards away--chunk.  

 

“Let us take our turn now. You three are not quite as good as us,” one of the larger giants said 
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as he walked off the path and toward the circle of pilgrims. “We will make these Christians 

suffer.” 

 

This beast’s head was a soaring 20 feet in height. And, each step almost made the ground 

shake. He stood well above his shorter fellow giants, who gave way to his demand. 

 

“I will remove all their confidence in God!” he roared.  

 

As the giant strode toward the Christians, they could see a word painted over his forehead: 

“Skepticism.”  

 

Seeing him, the Christians prayed and sought God’s protection and strength as they watched 

the monster draw near.  

 

“You Christians think you can stop us from destroying you,” Giant Skepticism said as he 

closed the distance to the pilgrims. He was carrying an enormous club with sharp spikes in one 

hand and a dagger in the other hand. The huge giant’s dagger was about the same size as a 

Markus’s sword. 

 

They couldn’t see his face through his closed helmet visor. But, they could smell his terrible 

breath as he walked up to them with heavy, thumping footfalls.  

 

“I will destroy your belief in the Bible and in Jesus Christ,” the 20-foot-tall monster roared. “I 

tell you that Jesus never rose from the dead.” 

 

Then, he swung his huge, spiked club toward Markus, but as he did, Markus suddenly dropped 

his shield, feeling great fear rush through his chest. He quickly realized his folly, and reached 

for the shield. But just as he did, Andrew rushed in and placed himself and his own shield in 

front of Markus. The powerful blow struck Andrew’s shield, but it held together, and so did 

Andrew. 

 

 

Challenging the Foe 
 

 

“Jesus did rise from the dead!” Andrew shouted. “Dead people have been raised to life, lame 

and sick folks have been healed, and the Gospel has changed men’s lives forever. Skeptics 

have become believers in the Lord Jesus and in His resurrection from the dead. Paul, who once 

zealously persecuted the early Church, became a believer when he encountered the Lord Jesus 

in a vision. He went on to preach the Gospel all over Asia Minor, Greece, Macedonia, and 

elsewhere. History records it and history records the empty tomb of Jesus!” 

 

“I’ve heard enough of that,” Giant Skepticism roared. 

 

“Thank you for helping me,” Markus said quickly as he retrieved his shield. “I made a big 

mistake in dropping my shield of faith.”  

 

“I am here to support you, my friend, and you also support me,” Andrew said kindly.  
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“You Christians will regret that you put your trust in the Bible,” the giant said as he prepared to 

swing his massive, spiked weapon. 

 

“I will never regret it,” Markus shouted. “God’s Word says this truth about all the hardships 

Christians may face: ‘Nay, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him that 

loved us.’ [Romans 8:37.]” 

 

“You will all perish,” Giant Skepticism said as he prepared to strike his target. 

 

The huge club swung down toward Markus the next moment, but this time Markus held up his 

shield without dropping it, and the club bounced off it--clang, causing it to ring. Then, Markus 

quickly struck the club with his sharp sword, and a large chunk of the giant’s weapon fell to the 

ground.  

 

“That is a lie,” Markus said, gritting his teeth. 

 

The giant swung his club again, and Markus again blocked the blow and hit the club with his 

sword. Another large piece of the wooden weapon dropped into the grass.  

 

“You will not reach Heaven,” the giant said coldly with his guttural voice.  

 

“I will reach Heaven, for Jesus Himself told me that I am His sheep,” Markus said boldly. 

“And, the Bible says this truth for all who love Jesus and who continue to follow Him:  

 

‘[27] My sheep hear my voice, and I know them, and they follow me : and I give unto them 

eternal life ; and they shall never perish, [28] neither shall any man pluck them out of my 

hand.’ [John 10:27-28.]” 

 

“I will destroy you!” the giant shouted as he suddenly swung what remained of his club toward 

Markus. 

 

But, Markus again blocked it with his shield and sliced it with his sword. And this time, the 

club was cut in half and was completely useless.  

 

Enraged that his best weapon had been cut to pieces, the giant sheathed his dagger and ran 

toward Markus with his armored hands outstretched. It seemed that the beast desired to pick up 

Markus as if he were a piece of firewood.  

 

But, Markus struck his attacker’s armored hand with a swift and powerful blow, and the metal 

glove cracked open and fell off the huge hand. A small cut appeared on one of the giant’s 

fingers. It seemed that the sword had managed to almost fully penetrate the giant’s gauntlet. 

 

Seeing this, the enormous creature retreated and cursed Markus, and then cursed God. With a 

loud, booming voice, he ordered all the other giants and lesser soldiers to follow him as he 

headed back the way he had come from earlier.  

 

When the giants, enemy knights, and archers were far away and out of earshot, the Christians 

broke their circular formation and rejoiced with great happiness. They shouted many 
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‘hallelujahs’ to God the Father and to His Only Begotten Son, Jesus Christ, who had given 

them the victory over all the warriors in Satan’s empire. Then, they had a time of worship and 

of singing praises to God.  

 

 

Epilogue 
 

 

Finally, the Christians continued on their journey down the path of life. More adventures 

awaited them as they traveled. But, it is certain that God would deliver them out of them all, 

just as Psalm 34:18 says He does.  

 

Psalms 34:17-19 reveals God’s ever-present, unmerited favor for a believer: 

 

“[17] The righteous cry, and the Lord heareth, and delivereth them out of all their troubles. 

[18] The Lord is nigh unto them that are of a broken heart ; and saveth such as be of a 

contrite spirit. [18] Many are the afflictions of the righteous : but the Lord delivereth him out 

of them all.” 

 

And, in the end, Markus and his companions will have passed from their mortal bodies and will 

have been caught up to the supernatural realm of Heaven that is beautifully described in the 

book of Revelation.  

 

Reader, do you want to live in Heaven forever? If you trust in the Lord Jesus Christ to save you, 

and to cleanse you from sin by His blood, and to make you whole, you will be in Heaven too. I 

urge you to trust in Jesus today and to walk with Him the rest of your life. You don’t know if 

you will be here on planet earth tomorrow.  

 

God will bless you as you seek to know Him through Jesus Christ. 

 

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  

 

[The End] 

 

 

 


