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Chapter 1 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Introduction 
 

 

Markus Christian and his friends had set out on a journey toward Heaven in the 

first part of this story. Along the way, they had met up with some other pilgrims 

who assisted them in fighting many giants, and overcoming obstacles. They had 

passed through dangerous places, a deadly swamp, underground passageways, 

dark forests, and on giant-infested land.  

 

All the while, they had seen God’s power manifested in various ways to assist 

them in overcoming foes too great for them. The power of darkness was 

manifested in various ways in the first part, but in this second part, you will see 

how these pilgrims in shining armor face new challenges, new foes, and deadly 

enemies. You will see how they either rely on God or turn their own way. You 

will see how grace will give them the power to overcome all obstacles. Or, by rejecting God’s 

grace, you will see how some of them forsake the truth and sadly perish.  

 

Join us as we present to you the further adventures of Markus Christian, Andrew Strong-heart, 

Henry Willow, and their companions in Pilgrim’s Journey: Part 2: Faith Challenged.  

 

 

Azul Cielo Mountains 

 

 

After successfully repelling the attacks of the giants (See Chapter 8 of Part 1), 

the band of seven pilgrim knights continued walking down the path through the 

dense, hardwood forest. Dappled sunlight gleamed off their silvery armor as 

they traveled for some distance beneath the leafy canopy of oak, beech, and 

maple trees. Several hours later, the uneventful day came to a close and the men 

settled down for the night.  

 

The second day passed by, uneventful, and saw them put more miles under their feet. But, on 

the third day, the pilgrims noticed that the path was climbing a hill toward a mountain range, 

which rose high above the surrounding terrain, majestic and beautiful.  

 

Grey peaks rose up high into the azure sky, and portions of them were covered with glistening 

snow. A pine forest marched up the sides of the steep mountains and covered it in dark green 

needles. Near the peaks swirled some small clouds, which resembled sheep huddled together. 
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It was a breathtaking sight.  

 

“That is a sight I wish I could put on canvas,” 

Gregory White-peak said as he stood still and gazed 

at the distant mountain scenery, which matched his 

surname. Tufts of his prematurely-grey hair were 

stirred by a gentle breeze, which passed through the 

opened visor of his close helm.  

 

“God has a way of creating mountainous splendor,” 

Markus Christian said, standing not far from his 

new friend. He scratched his chin, which sprouted short, brown stubble. 

 

Of all the knights in the group, Gregory was unusual in that, being 27 and the youngest, he was 

the grayest, and his eyes were a light blue. Even so, his short beard contained some blond 

patches among the grey.  

 

The group of seven knights was standing in a clearing, gazing up at the mountain some miles 

from them. Their pack mules were tied together in a column of seven. And, the animals brayed 

with some impatience to be underway. But, the knights ignored them briefly as they beheld 

God’s majestic creation. 

 

The sound of plodding hoofs unexpectedly reached their ears from the forest ahead of them, 

beyond the clearing. Markus and his friends turned. From under the trees came a team of four 

horses pulling a flatbed wagon, which was laden with wooden barrels. Horses snorted as they 

pulled their burden through the meadow. In the driver’s seat sat a knight in silvery armor, much 

like what the other pilgrims wore. His sword was sheathed and he was holding the leather reins 

in his gloved hands.  

 

 
[Close helm: The close helm, or helmet, was an authentic, late-medieval helmet style which fit closely to the head 

and neck of the wearer. It normally covered the entire head, neck, upper shoulders, and face of the wearer.  

 

But, in this story, the close helmets worn by the pilgrims are modified so that the lower portion of each helmet (the 

bevor) is shortened to extend just halfway down the neck. With this modified, close-helmet design, the neck is 

protected by a stiff, leather collar, which has pieces of metal fastened to it. Certainly, the neck area of our 

fictional, close-helm design is weaker than in most close helms, but this fictional version of the close helm has 

more freedom of movement. The knight can now freely move his head. 

 

The close helm often had a hinging visor, which could be raised up and lowered back over the face. Since it fit 

snugly, the helmet had to be put on by first unlatching and hinging open a rotating bevor.  

 

A bevor was a piece of metal that (usually) protected the lower face, neck, and upper shoulders of the wearer. It shared 

the same hinges as those used by the visor. Once the helmet was on the knight, the bevor would be hinged shut. To secure 

it shut, pivoting hooks slid through slots in staples (i.e. U-shaped pieces of metal). Often, a strap was used for extra 

strength.] 

 

 

When the driver saw them, he exclaimed, “Hello there. Are you pilgrims?” 

 

“We are pilgrims heading toward the Kingdom of Heaven,” Andrew Strong-heart said as he 

stepped forward. Unlike Gregory, his facial hair was short, brown stubble, and he had 
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hazel-colored eyes. 

 

The wagon pulled up before the seven knights, and the wagon driver looked down at them with 

a smile on his face. “I am a pilgrim myself,” he said. “My name is John Stone-Hill.”  

 

“I am Andrew Strong-heart,” Andrew said. “And, these are Markus, Henry, Gregory, Ahiezer, 

Javan, and Elam, from left to right–that is, your left.” 

 

“Where are you heading?” John Stone-Hill said as he leaned forward to get a better look at their 

faces, which appeared through their opened visors, in their close helms.  

 

“We are following this path toward the Kingdom of Heaven,” Markus said.  

 

“Be careful, my friends,” the wagon driver said, admonishingly, with concern in his face. “Ten 

miles from here is a town built on a high hill–the town of Compromise. A castle overlooks it 

from a higher hill nearby. That castle belongs to Baron Tyrannous Entertainment. He is an evil 

lord who rules his subjects with an iron fist and cruelty. His wages bring death, and his 

hospitality brings destruction to any who follow his ways.” 

 
[Admonish: To warn and advise. Advise means to give a personal opinion or information to help someone make a good 

decision.] 
 

“How do you know all this?” Javan Mount-Jasper asked as he stepped toward the wagon rider 

and blinked his blue eyes several times, in curiosity.  

 

“I’ve passed by that town many times and have heard much about it,” John Stone-Hill said.  

“Many have gone to the town of Compromise and have never left it. When they arrive at the 

town, if they remain there for long, they are taken by Baron Tyrannous’s men and are locked 

away in a dungeon. God calls out to them, but most do not listen to Him. They don’t realize that 

only He can provide the way of escape from the dungeon. But, again, most do not want that 

way of escape because they love selfish pleasure and the worldly entertainment that the baron 

offers them.” 

 
[Entertain: To amuse, fascinate, and interest an audience or person. Worldly entertainment does this through carnal 

methods and promotes sin.] 

 

“The dungeon is pleasurable to them?” Javan said incredulously (i.e. with doubt) as he scratched 

his thick, black beard. 

 

“There is a wide variety of entertainment available to the people in the dungeon,” the wagon 

driver said. “Baron Tyrannous gives prisoners video games, rock music, drugs, alcohol (to get 

drunk with), worldly movies, TV shows, and other pastimes. But, I’ve heard rumors that death is 

the only way of escape from that dungeon if one is not willing to call upon God for 

deliverance.” 

 
[Note: These modern diversions (such as video games) are mentioned in this story to bring forth truth to the reader about 

our contemporary culture.] 

 

“That is very troubling,” Markus said as he approached John’s wagon. “I don’t know what all 

those things are, but they sound bad. I want to seek God about visiting this town of 
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Compromise.” 

 

“Why would you want to visit it?” John said, surprised.  

 

“It would be good to see if we could rescue the prisoners from Tyrannous’s dungeon,” Markus 

said. “God has given us the power to overcome giants and foes far stronger than we.” [Foe: An 

enemy.] 
 

“Don’t bother trying,” John Stone-Hill said, shaking his head. “Baron Tyrannous is a giant 

thirty feet high. He is a monster larger than you could fathom. His armor is impenetrable and is 

as thick as my forearm. Crossbow bolts bounce off it, without making a scratch. He has an 

army of one thousand soldiers in his castle and in the town of Compromise. You have no 

chance of breaking people out of his dungeon. Just go on your way and forget about those 

prisoners.” 

 

“I need to seek God about it, but if God is for us going, He will give us the victory,” Markus 

said simply. 

 

“Suit yourself,” John said, puckering his lips. “I must be going.”  

 

With that, he flicked the reins, and the horse team clopped forward. The barrel-laden wagon 

rolled through the clearing and disappeared into the trees on the other side. When the wagon 

was gone, Markus turned to face the other knights.  

 

“Let’s seek God about this,” Markus said. “Then, we can meet back here in a couple minutes.” 

 

“Good idea,” Andrew said. 

 

Markus walked some distance from the others and calmed himself. Then, he said, “Father God, 

will you show me what to do. Should we go and attempt to rescue people from the dungeon of 

Baron Tyrannous Entertainment?” 

 

“My son,” God’s loving voice spoke to his spirit, “I am with you and I love you very much. 

You are special to Me. I will show you that going into that dungeon to rescue the people you 

are able to rescue is a good thing. I will guide you in this. Now, go forth to your friends and 

journey to the town of Compromise. There, you will be able to conquer your foes. But, be 

cautious, for some of your men may want to fall prey to the devil’s snares.” 

 

“Who might those men be, Father God?” Markus said, curious. 

 

“My son, I am with you. I will never forsake you. But, some of the men in your group will turn 

their hearts away from Me and will pursue vanity. You will be able to pray for them and plead 

with them. Now, go and journey to the town, and I will never leave you nor forsake you. And, 

I the LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

“Thank you, Father God,” Markus said. “I want to warn those men once I find out who they 

are.”  

 

“You will know soon enough, My son,” God said.  
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The Town of Compromise 
 

 

Catching a stiff breeze, bright, red and black banners flapped and snapped on tall 

poles fastened to high curtain walls, which surrounded the town of Compromise. 

The sleepy town boasted a population of over 3,000 people. It consisted of a muddle 

of thatch-roofed, half-timbered buildings, narrow alleyways, and crooked streets, 

which were not in a grid layout. The streets were winding and narrow, making 

navigating the town difficult.  

 

“I wish this town had straight streets for once,” Henry said, dabbing his brow with a 

handkerchief as he walked down a meandering, cobblestone street. He was holding 

the lead rope of a train of seven pack mules. 

 

“I couldn’t argue with that,” Javan said as he walked beside a mule, keeping the stubborn beast 

on course by steering it with its bridle. 

 
[Curtain wall: a wall linking two towers or gates together.] 

 

Ominous and powerful, a dark castle on a nearby, high hill rose loftily over the town. It 

reminded Markus of a lion crouching and preparing to strike its prey.  

 

But, rising higher than the castle hill, and forming a backdrop to it, the awe-inspiring, white 

peaks of the Azul Cielo mountain range soared into the air. Pine trees marched up their steep 

sides until they reached the snow-covered upper regions. And, forming a vapory crown around 

the higher peaks, clouds swirled about the mountain range in various eddying patches.  

 

“Those sure are glorious mountains. I wouldn’t mind hiking through them one of these days,” 

Henry said, looking up toward distant crags and scarps, which rose above some patches of pine 

trees.  

 
[Eddy: Current in a stream of liquid or gas that forms a small whirl.] [Crag: A crag is a steep rock which is part of a mountain 

peak or cliff.]  [Scarp: A steep slope or cliff which results from erosion or some other process.] 

 

Minutes ago, Markus and his friends had entered through one of the gates into the town of 

Compromise. They had been walking down the crooked streets, looking for a way to reach the 

castle, undetected by the castle guards. As they had entered the town, the pilgrim’s armor had 

miraculously become almost transparent. But, white tunics, white trousers, and leather boots 

had appeared underneath.  
 

[Note: The pilgrims’ armor became transparent because humans that are not pilgrims cannot see it. But, the 

Ephesians 6 armor, which the pilgrim knights wear, is still on them. It never actually leaves a true believer in 

Jesus, who is a sheep. See the Gospel of John, chapter 10.] 

 

As Markus and his companions entered the town square, where farmer’s market activities 

occurred, Andrew approached him and said, “Markus, you’ve talked about putting on a 

disguise and sneaking into the castle.”  
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“I thought of many disguises,” Markus said. “We could go dressed as peasants selling things. 

Or, we could be disguised as castle workers, such as beekeepers or candle makers. But, every 

plan I can think of doesn’t look so great when I examine it more carefully.” 

 

“But what would God show us to do?” Andrew said, studying his friend’s face. 

 

“That’s a good question. Let’s ask Him,” Markus said. “Yes, let’s ask Him.” 

 

“Father God,” Markus whispered, “what should we do? How can we sneak into the baron’s 

castle without being caught?” 

 

Clump. Clump. Clump. A cart full of fruit noisily passed by him on the bumpy cobblestone 

street. It was pushed by a strong peasant man wearing brown and green clothing. When it was 

gone, Markus listened to God and waited for His reply.  

 

“My son,” God’s gracious voice said, “don’t feel that you must disguise yourself in order to 

rescue the people from the dungeon. Just go in dressed as you are in your armor, and trust in 

Me, and I will give you the victory. But, not everyone will listen to you. And, not everyone will 

come. But, I will help you to deliver several men and women from the clutches of the devil. 

And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

“But, how will we be able to get past the guards?” Markus asked. 

 

“Just leave that to Me, My son, and I will help you,” God said. 

 

“I’ll do that. Thank you,” Markus said.  

 

He turned toward his friends and gathered them together. When all six of them were 

surrounding him, Markus said, “We made a mistake in not seeking God earlier about how to 

enter the castle. Andrew Strong-heart made me realize that I needed to seek God before making 

any move toward the castle.” 

 

Turning toward Andrew, Markus said, “Andrew, did God share anything with you about what 

to do?”  

 

“He did,” Andrew replied.  

 

“What did He tell you?” Markus said.  

 

“First, what did he tell you?” Andrew said.  

 

Markus informed Andrew and the others about what God had just told him. Then, Andrew told 

the men about God’s words to him. Everything he said agreed with what Markus had heard. 

But, God had also told Andrew to let the pack mules go free because the Almighty had 

promised Andrew that He would provide for him and for all the pilgrims’ needs. 

 

“That brings me relief,” Henry said. “These mules sure are challenging to deal with. It would 

be a blessing not to have to put up with them anymore.” 
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The pilgrims removed the supplies from the mules and released them to run wherever they 

wanted to go. Then, they found some peddlers who’d be willing to purchase their supplies at a 

low price. [Peddler: A person who travels about selling goods.] 

 

Once the goods were sold and loaded onto a peddler’s cart, a loud voice suddenly shot through 

the air, grabbing everyone’s attention.  

 

A man’s voice cried loudly, “Attention citizens of Compromise, …”  

 

Markus and his friends turned to face the speaker and noticed a man standing on a wooden box 

and holding a metal megaphone up to his mouth. He was the town crier. He wore the typical 

clothing of the Middle Ages: trousers, leather shoes, and a long tunic with a belt.   

 

“ … Baron Tyrannous Entertainment is looking for men and women who will come to his 

castle with me to partake in some marvelous and thrilling entertainment,” the announcer cried. 

“You will not be disappointed! Who here is looking for a thrill, for excitement, for a laugh, or 

for an escape from the monotony of life? Come with me to the good baron’s castle, and you’ll 

never want to return. Festivities and carnal pleasures await you.” 

 

As he spoke, Markus noticed men and women gathering around him from all directions. Before 

long, townspeople were excitedly clapping their hands as the announcer finished his speech.  

 

“If you are coming with me, just step this way,” the town crier said, motioning for people to 

follow him as he stepped off the platform and started walking away. 

 

Over fifty villagers followed him as he walked down the street. From the shadows of nearby 

alleys came knights wearing dark-grey armor. Atop their heads appeared barbute helmets with 

T-shaped facial openings. They followed the procession through the town, forming an escort.  

 
[Barbute: This was a 15th century helmet which often had a Y-or-T-shaped facial opening in the front for breathing and 

visibility. Some had an arched opening, but the opening was still smallish compared to that of other helmet styles. Unique 

among the barbute designs, those with a Y-shaped opening had a projection to guard the nose.] 

 

“Follow them, My son, and enter the castle, and I will help you to overcome all obstacles,” 

God’s voice suddenly spoke to Markus.  

 

“Follow them?” Markus said in a whisper.  

 

“My son, I will be with you. Go and pursue them. I will bring you into the castle and past the 

guards like I did for Peter in the book of Acts,” God said.  

 

“Yes, Abba Father,” Markus said. Then, he said to the group, “God is showing me to follow 

those soldiers into the castle.” 

 

“Let’s go then,” Andrew Strong-heart said with resolve. 

 

 

The Castle of Baron Tyrannous Entertainment 
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With that, the men began trailing the rearward guards 

as they passed through the town, out a gate in the wall, 

and up a road toward a castle drawbridge. As they left 

the town, their armor unexpectedly reappeared, and 

the pilgrim knights drew their broadswords. 
[Broadsword: A double-edged sword with a wide blade which was 

mainly used for cutting.]  
 

“It’s good to have the Ephesians 6 armor,” Henry said. “I don’t know what I’d do without it.” 

 

“You’re right, Henry,” Andrew said as they walked. 

 

The inner and outer gates in the large, castle gatehouse were opened. And, the drawbridge was 

lowered to admit the group of villagers and their escorts. 

 
[Admit: To allow people to enter.  

Drawbridge: a wooden bridge on a castle that could be lowered or raised. ] 

 

Two giants stepped out through the opened outer gate and stared down at 

the humans walking across the drawbridge. Each giant wore a 

charcoal-grey sallet helmet over his face. The visors were closed, 

concealing their facial features. On their right and left rose the high, 

rectangular, tower-like structures of the gatehouse. Between these two 

protruding “shoulders” sat the outer gate.  

 
[Note: These gatehouse structures were shaped like two large towers with 

rectangular cross sections. A short, rectangular building section connected them together. A portcullis (a 

heavy grating which can move up and down) and an outer gate kept attackers from entering from the outside. And, 

should attackers breach the curtain walls (which connect the defensive towers together), the inner gate (which faces 

the castle courtyard or bailey) would be shut and locked. Thus, the gatehouse could be defended if the rest of the 

castle were captured.] 

 

Markus was feeling a little nervous as he saw the huge creatures standing on either side of the 

gate. The monsters had huge chain maces and shields. Spiked, metal spheres hung from the 

handles by short chains. Each huge mace head weighed 35 pounds and presented a threat to any 

pilgrim crossing paths with the menacing creatures.  

 

The villagers passed between the giants, acting as if nothing was unusual about their great size. 

When the villagers were gone, Markus gulped and swallowed. He had faced powerful giants 

before, but he hadn’t face a huge, armor-destroying chain mace.  

 
[Note: The chain mace was unpredictable and deadly. The spiked sphere could fly around and strike suddenly 

when an opponent wasn’t expecting it. Only the best of knights could wield them effectively since chain maces were 

not easy to master. But, those who could master them were very effective in combat.] 

 

As the pilgrims cautiously approached the drawbridge, praying and asking God for help, 

Markus heard God speak to him.  

 

“Markus, My son,” God’s voice said, “I am your Abba Father and God. You do not need to 

worry about those giants. They have deadly maces, but I will not let them harm you because 
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you are following Me. Rest and walk forward. They will do you no harm because I have 

blinded their eyes to you. And, I the Lord your God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

“Okay, Father God, I choose to trust you,” Markus said as he stepped onto the lowered 

drawbridge.  

 
[Sallet: A style of medieval helmet that was popular during the 15

th
 century. This style often had a curved 

flange of metal in the rear of the helmet. Later sallet helmets had movable visors (to protect the face) and 

bevors (to protect the neck and lower face). The bevor was a piece of armor that covered the upper shoulders, 

the neck, and the lower face.] 
 

The giants began swinging their chain maces in various directions, sending the spiked balls 

rushing through the air in tight circles. But, Markus determined he would trust God, and he 

continued walking across the bridge. His companions stayed back, except for Andrew who 

walked along beside him.  

 

“Those monsters are going to hammer them,” Javan nervously whispered to Gregory. He was 

trembling. 

 

“I pray that God will blind those giants’ eyes,” Gregory said.  

 

“Deception, let’s see if you can do what I just did,” one of the two giants said with a booming 

voice as he swung his mace about.  

 

“Lust, let’s give it a break,” Giant Deception said, relaxing slightly as he slowed his mace to a 

stop. “Then, we can test our swords out.” 

 

“Okay,” Giant Lust, the other monster, said. “That sounds good.” 

 

When the maces were not in motion, Markus and Andrew passed between the giants and 

entered through the gate. Somehow, the huge guards didn’t notice them or pay any attention to 

the humans below them. 

 

“The giants didn’t see them. That is amazing. God must have blinded their eyes,” Henry 

Willow, a brown-bearded 50-year-old, said with excitement. “I must not be a coward.”  

 

He hustled across the bridge and passed through the outer gate and down a corridor toward the 

opened inner gate. The giants had not seen him either. Then, the other pilgrim knights took 

courage and stepped toward the open doors. They quickly passed through both the outer and 

inner gates, and jogged out into a grassy bailey.  

 

The bailey, or courtyard, was surrounded by high, stone curtain walls and towers. In the center 

of the bailey, a huge, five-storied castle keep, which connected to a curtain wall, rose high 

above them. Lining the surrounding curtain walls, half-timbered, thatched-roofed buildings 

filled the courtyard.  

 
[Half-timbered building: A building constructed so that framing beams can be seen. Space between the 

wooden beams was filled with wattle. The wattle was made of thin poles interwoven with sticks. Daub was 

applied to the wattle to make it waterproof. Medieval daub was a mixture of clay, horse hair, and animal 

dung. It was plastered onto the wattle. To seal daub, lime was painted over it. Medieval buildings sometimes 
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had roofs made of oak shingles. But, thatched-roofed buildings were more common.] 

 

The pilgrims walked toward a steep set of stairs rising up the side of the keep toward an opened 

door on the third floor. They climbed the stairs quickly and passed through the keep door. Now, 

they were inside a torch-lit, stone hallway. Markus had no clue where the villagers and the 

town crier went. But, he knew One who did. 

 

“Father God, where did the villagers go?” Markus said. 

 

“I will show you, My son,” God’s kind voice said to his spirit. 

 
[Keep: A large, fortified building used to protect the owner or lord of a castle compound. This tall building often had a wide, 

rectangular base and square towers on each of its four corners.] [Bailey: An outside court within castle walls.] 

 

After seeking God about his questions, Markus turned toward his friends and said, “God is 

going to guide us to the people. Come this way.” 

 

He started walking down the stone corridor, and his friends followed. After passing down a few 

hallways, and descending a long set of spiral stairs, they came to an ajar door which was of 

interest to Markus. He pushed open the oaken door and saw through it a long, spacious room, 

which was filled with people and strange equipment.  

 

Chandeliers produced a flickering, orange glow that brightly illuminated the stone chamber. 

Standing attentively below the light fixtures, the villagers were listening to the town crier 

talking to them. 

 

“Friends, you are gathered here to enjoy all that Baron Tyrannous Entertainment has to offer 

you,” the crier said. “First, you must give us your hearts and lives. Will you do that?”  

 

“Yes,” the people responded. 

 
[Medieval spiral stairs: A set of stone stairs that spiral around a central point or axis. They are made of individual stone steps 

that are cemented one on top of another.]  

 

“Will you pledge your allegiance to the baron?” the crier said.  

 

“Yes. We pledge the baron our allegiance,” they replied.  

 

The crier snapped his fingers and servants brought in some tables containing objects covered 

with tapestries. The tables were set down before the crier, and he had the servants stand at 

attention.  

 

Then, he said, “Do you want to know what is under these tapestries?”  

 

“Yes,” the villagers said, with excitement in their voices. 

 

“This is technology you have never seen or experienced before. It is mysterious technology 

you will die to have, I’m sure. Do you still want to see it?” the crier said.  

 

“Yes!” they shouted.  
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The crier snapped his fingers again, and the servants drew off the fabric, revealing an array of 

technology and gadgets never seen during the Middle Ages. As Markus and his friends stood 

near the door of the room, their jaws dropped. They couldn’t believe what they were seeing 

before them.  

 

 

Strange Things to Come 
 

 

Tall, thin, upright boxes with glowing surfaces (i.e. TV sets) rested beside black, horizontal 

boxes from which cables emerged (i.e. video game consoles). Thick, black and grey, opaque 

goggles (i.e. virtual reality goggles) were piled together on another table. Decks of playing 

cards were stacked on a different table.  

 
[Opaque: Something that is opaque does not let light pass through it. It is not transparent or semi-transparent.]  

 

“Come forward and take a game system and a TV set,” the town crier said, “or take a pair of 

virtual-reality goggles with you. We also have card decks if you want to do some gambling or 

fortune-telling.” 

 

The people slowly approached the tables, curious and somewhat frightened of the contraptions 

resting atop them.  

 

“There is no need to be frightened,” the crier said, reassuringly. “These will do you no physical 

harm.” 

 

After a minute or two, the people had enough confidence to pick up some of the devices and 

look at them up close. As they did, the servants set up low, cushioned seats on the floor and 

placed video game consoles and TV sets in front of them. Then, they connected the power 

cords to briefcase-sized battery boxes and turned on the electronics. Greatly surprised, the 

villagers shrieked with a mixture of fear and delight. The technology was completely foreign to 

them. 

 

But, after some cajoling and demonstrations (by the baron’s servants) of how the systems 

worked, the men and women began playing video games and watching movies on the TV sets. 

Others were awed by the virtual-reality goggles and the computer-generated graphics, which 

were beyond their wildest imagination. [Cajole: This means to use persistent arguments and flattery to gently 

persuade someone to do something or believe something.]  

 

Many minutes passed. Then, Markus and his pilgrim friends, who still stood beside the door, 

noticed a change in the people. The villagers, who played the video games and watched the 

movies, were mesmerized by the technology and by the images they saw on the screens. They 

laughed and cried with excitement, or wept, or just stared with intensity at their TV screens. 

And time passed by.  

 

Eventually, they became so engrossed in the movies and entertainment that they didn’t notice a 

humming sound coming from the floor beneath them. It was a whirring sound like the sound of 

hydraulics in action. Suddenly, sections of the floor, where the villagers were seated, began to 
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lower downward. Each section held one villager, and each was descending toward some 

chamber beneath the floor.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Descending 
 

 

Markus, feeling both troubled and curious, suddenly ran forward toward the edge of a hole that 

had just opened in the stone floor. Once he reached it, he cautiously gazed down into the depths 

below. He could see the floor section with a villager lowering into darkness. This was unlike 

any castle chamber he had ever seen. It was technology that didn’t exist in other castles Markus 

had visited. 

 

The baron’s servants had made sure that each lowering section held only one villager. And, 

Markus was sure something evil was about to happen to them. So, he cried out to God and said, 

“Father God, what is happening? What should I do?”  

 

“My son, go in after him,” God replied.  

 

The lowering section was only 12 feet below the surface, so Markus moved into action. He 

dropped to his knees and crawled up to the edge of the lengthening cavity. Then, using his 

hands to hold onto the edge of the shaft, he lowered himself down partway, paused, and 

dropped.  

 

He landed with a heavy thud, but he was unharmed. Then, rising to his feet, he looked at the 

villager with amazement, for the man was still playing a video game, oblivious to the fact that 

he was lowering down a shaft. He was also oblivious to Markus landing heavily a couple feet 

away from him. 
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The man was sitting on an upholstered chair, holding a video game controller in his hands, and 

raptly staring at a TV screen as if nothing else existed. Markus wondered if the man would 

notice his presence if he shook the villager. [Rapt: Concentrating on something and ignoring everything else.] 

 

“Sir, what are you doing?” Markus said, wondering how the man could be so engrossed with 

his fascination.  

 

“Sir, are you alright? You haven’t answered or noticed me,” Markus said. 

 

No reply came from the man engrossed with the video game. Markus existed in another world, 

as far as the villager was concerned.  

 

Suddenly, the lowering platform shook as it thumped into a stone floor. Markus gazed upward 

and saw that he was at the bottom of the shaft. Far above him appeared a square opening with 

orange light coming through. Suddenly, the wall to his right began to move. Inch by inch, it 

crawled toward him and the villager. Markus turned toward the left and saw a wide, barred 

door rising upward to form a huge, square opening.  

 

Now, it was clear to him that the moving wall to his right was going to push them into the 

square opening. So, Markus quickly walked over to the wide opening. He gazed in and saw that 

a prison cell appeared within. On the stone floor of the cell lay a sleeping pad, a blanket, and a 

pillow stuffed with straw. Two doors appeared in the walls of the cell. One was a small, 

wooden door and probably led to a lavatory, he surmised. The other was a barred, iron prison 

door, which was made of vertical and horizontal bars.  

 

Just as he was looking at the room, the villager, his TV, a battery box, and his game system 

were shoved rudely into the cell. Then, the moving wall began to recede toward its former 

position in the long shaft outside the cell. As the wall slowly receded, the wide door that rose 

upward now quickly slid down. It thumped against the floor and made a dull, heavy clicking 

sound as a locking mechanism anchored it shut.  

 

 

The Cell 
 

 

Now, both Markus and the obsessed villager were locked in the cell. 

Even so, the villager didn’t seem to notice. It was as if the cell didn’t 

exist, to this man. His love was now on the virtual, video-game realm 

displayed on his TV set. The cold cell, the damp environment, and the 

presence of Markus were not part of his virtual, video-game world. So, 

he ignored them as he played. 

 

“Friend, we’re trapped in a cell. Are you aware of that? Hello? Are you 

there?” Markus said as he stepped toward the man. 

 

He ignored Markus again, concentrating on beating a video game level. 

So, Markus boldly walked closer and stood between the villager and the 
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TV set. As he did, the man looked up at him, for the first time, and glared at Markus. 

 

“What are you doing?” the man said rudely with an angry expression on his clean-shaven face. 

“You’re interrupting me. I’m playing something right now. Get out of my way.” 

 

“But, sir, this technology you’re using–whatever it is–is not beneficial to you. You are 

engrossed in this as if it’s a god to you,” Markus said.  

 

“How dare you accuse me of serving a false god!” the man said angrily. “I am a Christian. I go 

to Church regularly. And, I am entitled to do as I please and go where I want. You are not my 

master. Who do you think you are?”  

 

“What is this thing you’re doing?” Markus asked him. He had no clue what it was that the man 

was doing, except that it seemed to turn the man into a slave.  

 

“It is a video game. That is what the servants of Baron Tyrannous Entertainment said. It is 

powered by a mysterious agency called electricity. It uses tiny particles inside metal pathways 

to send messages to produce light and sound. The electricity is like a messenger or a carrier 

pigeon. The TV screen I am watching is made of a transparent material like glass. It has 

thousands of components that produce various colors as the electricity moves through them in 

various ways.” 

 

“That’s strange,” Markus said, scratching his stubbly chin. 

 

“And, there is something like a trumpet which is called a speaker. It makes sounds as electricity 

moves through metal wires in the base of a flexible cone. The cone produces the sound this 

way. It is not black magic, if that’s what you’re thinking.” 

 

“But, it is captivating you as if it were a god, isn’t it?” Markus said. 

 

“Just leave me alone,” the man said, gritting his teeth. “I don’t know you, and you don’t know 

who I am. Just let me do as I please, and I will leave you alone.” 

 

“Sir, may I just quote a Bible verse?” 

 

“Just be brief,” the man said tersely. 

 

Markus spoke with a gracious and calm voice, “The Lord Jesus Christ said these words in 

Matthew chapter 6: 

 

‘[22] The light of the body is the eye : if therefore thine eye be single, thy whole body shall 

be full of light. [23] But if thine eye be evil, thy whole body shall be full of darkness. If 

therefore the light that is in thee be darkness, how great is that darkness ! [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.’” 

 

“Are you saying that this video game I’m playing is a different god?” the man said angrily. 

“Are you saying that I’m serving a false god and that I hate the true God?”  
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“You only know your own heart,” Markus said. “This is just scripture.” 

 

The man stood up and set his controller down. His eyes burned with hatred as he stared at 

Markus. He clenched his fists and glared at him for a few moments longer before he said, 

“Don’t speak to me anymore about this! I don’t want to talk to you because you are one of 

those religious, straight-laced people. Just keep your mouth shut and go away.” 

 

Markus moved out of the way of the TV set and backed up several feet. He held up his hands, 

palms up, and said, “I’m sorry to make you feel that way. I won’t talk anymore about this to 

you.” 

 

“Good! Then, don’t interrupt me anymore,” the man said. Then, he sat back down, turned up 

the volume of his video game, and kept playing.  

 

After half a minute had passed, Markus said, “Father God, what do I do now? I’m in this cell 

and the man I am with will not talk to me. He loves his video game. But, he is a Christian, he 

says. Why doesn’t he act like a Christian? He is very cold toward me.” 

 

“My son,” God’s kind voice spoke to Markus, “this man is very hardened against Me. He was 

a Christian, and he did know Me at one time, but he is so hardened now that he will not repent 

from his sin of idolatry and of putting things before Me. The video game he was offered by the 

men of the evil lord is just another idol in his life. Before he came to this castle, he was in love 

with gambling, alcohol, and lusting after women. He was an immoral man, and he fell away 

just a few months ago. You will now see that I have called out to him so much, but, sadly, he 

would not repent. So, you will now see what will happen to him. Watch and see. And, I the 

LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

Markus noticed sadness in God’s voice. He sense it was a deeper and greater sadness than any 

he had ever felt. Markus also sensed that God’s heart grieved over this deceived soul more than 

Markus fully understood.  

 

Half an hour passed, and Markus prayed and talked with God in a corner of the room. He tried 

not to stare at the video-game enthusiast. But, he prayed for the man’s soul that if at all 

possible, he could be saved. As he did, Markus sensed from God’s Spirit that the man was too 

hardened against God to want to repent. 

 

Suddenly, the barred prison door clicked. Markus looked up and saw two soldiers wearing 

dark-grey armor standing outside the door. One had inserted a key. Black and red surcoats 

covered their breastplates and came down to their waists. They pushed the door open, and it 

squeaked loudly.  

 

Without speaking a word to anyone, they grabbed the villager who was still playing the video 

game.  

 

“What are you doing?” he screamed as their strong hands tightened around his arms. 

 

“Be quiet and hold your peace, or you will suffer,” one of the guards said maliciously. His face 

was concealed by a charcoal-grey sallet helmet, with a closed visor, and a bevor. [See Chapter 1 

for a description of the sallet and bevor. The description is in the section titled: ‘The Castle of Baron Tyrannous 
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Entertainment.”] 

 

Hearing that, the villager gulped, swallowed hard, and closed his mouth tight.  

 

Then, they locked his hands behind his back, using handcuffs. For some reason, neither of them 

noticed Markus. And, the pilgrim knight felt a prompting from God to follow them. So, with a 

little hesitation, Markus did, walking out the opened prison door behind the last guard.  

 

The guards and their prisoner marched down a cold, damp hallway past rows of burning 

torches. Every so often, tiny pieces of burning material dropped from the torches and died on 

the cold floor.   

 

After traveling for some distance, the two guards and their prisoner stopped before a solid, 

metal door which had no bars. One guard inserted a key into a keyhole. Then, after it clicked, 

they opened the door. The prisoner screamed with terror as he beheld way lay beyond the door.  

 

“Don’t make me jump off that ledge!” the man cried.  

 

“You already did when you committed your life to serve us,” a guard said. 

 

“How did I serve you? You are a demon! I don’t serve you. I am a Christian,” the villager said 

with agony in his voice.  

 

“You were a Christian, but you are now our slave, and we will torment you,” the guard said 

coldly.  

 

“Your time has come to perish in Hell,” the second guard said before he suddenly shoved the 

man through the door and into the darkness beyond.  

 

The villager screamed in terror. But, his voice soon faded into silence. The soldiers laughed 

wickedly. Then, they turned and walked toward Markus. He tensed, drew his broadsword, and 

held up his shield. But, they walked right past him, without noticing him. 

 

“My son, look through the door,” God’s voice spoke to Markus. 

 

Markus walked toward the metal door and reached for the handle. He was curious what lay 

beyond, but was also a little scared. Then, forcing himself to take a peek, he grabbed the handle 

and pulled. It was unlocked and it swung open easily enough.  

 

Markus inhaled quickly. He was shocked and astonished at what he saw through 

the door. A huge, steep shaft appeared before him, plunging into a pit filled with 

lava far below. The glowing, red lava frothed and bubbled like a pot of hot water as 

it allowed gases to escape. The molten rock devoured anything thrown into it like a 

hungry monster that would never be satisfied. [Lava: This is molten rock that comes up from the mantle of the 

earth. The mantle is a very hot region of rock that extends from the crust of the earth down to the core.] 

 

Markus felt some vertigo (i.e. a dizzy feeling) as he gazed down over a drop off. He couldn’t stand 

the heat and the ghastly sight for more than a few seconds. So, he pulled his head out of the 

doorway, shut the metal door tight, and backed up several yards. He was relieved to be away 
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from such a horrible spectacle. But, he was saddened and horrified to think that the villager had 

been shoved down into that pit of bubbling lava. [Ghastly: It speaks of something horrifying, shocking, or 

frightening.] [Spectacle: Something disturbing, or unusual, or impressive, which is seen or observed.] 

 

“My son, that man would never repent,” God’s voice said with kindness and compassion. “He 

is in Hell now, for he refused to turn to Me and make Me his all in all. He wanted to please his 

flesh rather than please Me, and he showed that he hated Me by his actions and words. Now, I 

will show you how to get out of this dungeon. And, I the LORD your GOD and Abba Father 

have spoken.” 

 

 

Helping a Poor Soul 
 

 

Markus followed his Heavenly Father’s voice as the Almighty God gave him directions. After 

minutes of walking, Markus was now in a section of the dungeon near the entrance to a spiral 

stairwell. He had just opened the metal, stairwell door when he heard a loud moaning coming 

from within a prison door a couple yards behind him. Turning, he approached the barred door 

and peered through the gaps between the metal bars.  

 

In the subdued light of a hallway torch, he saw a man of about age 50 holding his hands to his 

head and shaking his head back and forth in agony and despondency. The man looked 

miserable as he sat before a TV set. On the floor rested a video game controller and a pile of 

worldly novels. [Despondency: The state of being discouraged and very gloomy.] 

 

“What’s wrong, sir?” Markus asked, hoping the man would be more friendly than the last 

prisoner he had met. 

 

The man continued moaning, so Markus stood up against the cell door and repeated his 

question louder.  

 

“What? Who is there?” the man said, startled, springing to his feet. He lowered his hands from 

his head and gazed out through the prison door at the pilgrim knight. His brown hair was 

longish and fuzzy, coming down to his chin, and a long beard flowed down his chest. His 

clothes were light brown and somewhat ragged. 

 

“Who are you?” the man said, full of surprise at seeing a knight with silvery instead of 

dark-grey armor. 

 

“I am Markus Christian, a pilgrim knight in the Kingdom of God. Would you like to escape 

your cell?” 

 

“Would I like to escape?” the man with the tattered clothes said. “You’re asking me if I’d like 

to escape? Aren’t you going to haul me off and kill me?” 

 

“I would never do that. I am a follower and lover of God,” Markus said warmly. “I serve the 

living God who created you, and He has a purpose for you. The true and living God desires for 

you to repent and receive Jesus Christ, His Only Begotten Son, as your personal Savior and 

Lord.” 
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“If Jesus is going to save Me, wouldn’t He have done it by now?” the man said with a sad look 

in his eyes. “I’ve been in this prison for thirty years, sir. And, I haven’t seen Him rescuing me 

all that time.” 

 

“Did you ever call upon Jesus Christ, and repent, and receive Him as your Savior and Lord?” 

Markus said.  

 

“No, I didn’t make Him my Savior and Lord,” the man said, “but I asked Him to deliver me 

from this prison. And, He didn’t answer me. So, why should I call upon Him now?” 

 

“God loves you,” Markus said with compassion. “He wants you to be saved. But, He cannot 

deliver you from this prison until you turn to Jesus and make Him your Savior and Lord. For, 

sin is strong and powerful until it is broken by the blood of Jesus Christ.  

 

“Sin will entangle you, and destroy you, and bring you into bondage. And, God cannot go 

against your own will and force you to follow Him. Only by trusting in Jesus Christ can you be 

saved. And, only by His blood can you be cleansed. You can be freed from sin, by His blood, 

and made a servant of righteousness, instead of a servant of sin. I warn you that sin will destroy 

you if you refuse Jesus. I’ve seen it with my own eyes. God is lovingly calling out to you. Will 

you repent?” 

 

“Well,” the man said, hesitating. “I, I guess I need the blood of Jesus. Uh… Yes, I do want to be 

saved through Jesus. What do I do to be saved?” 

 

“You believe,” Markus said, “that Jesus Christ died on a cross to pay for your sins (and mine) 

with his own blood. Trust that He died and rose from the dead on the third day, as the Bible 

says. Realize that your works cannot save you, and that only the blood of Jesus saves the one 

who believes on Jesus. And, make Jesus your personal Lord and Savior. For, if Jesus is not 

your Lord, how can you be His own? He is the Great Shepherd of the sheep. And, His sheep 

follow Him, as He said in John chapter 10. If you feel convicted about sin, repent. That is 

following the Good Shepherd.”  

 

The prisoner then said a prayer based on what Markus had just told him. And, the pilgrim 

knight could tell that the man’s prayer was heartfelt and sincere. After that, the prisoner’s eyes 

widened and a look of peace touched his worn face. He slowly began to smile.  

 

“Sir, I feel peace. I feel a slight change,” the man said, blinking. “I have a sense that God loves 

Me.” 

 

“That’s right, sir. God really loves you,” Markus said, smiling warmly. “And, He lovingly calls 

out to all people on the face of the earth.” 

 

“My name is Elihu Coppersmith,” the man said.  

 

“I am Markus Christian,” the younger man said, continuing to smile.  

 

“It’s good to know your name, sir. Now, I am a pilgrim like you. But, how do I get out of this 

cell?”  
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Just as he asked the question, Markus turned around to see if there was anything he might use 

to attempt a prison break. When his face was turned from away from Elihu, he suddenly heard 

a loud exclamation come from the cell. Markus quickly turned back and was surprised to see 

Elihu in his cell wearing a full suit of shiny, silvery armor. The man was rejoicing with great 

excitement and surprise. He now carried a shield on his left arm and a sword in his right hand. 

 

“Elihu, where did you get that from suddenly?” Markus asked, bewildered.   

 

“I don’t know, Markus. But, praise God! It just suddenly appeared on me. I don’t know how. 

One moment I was wearing my old clothes, and the next moment I found clean clothing and 

armor on my skin. This is wonderful! I now have the same type of armor that you have.” 

 

“Praise the Lord God Almighty! What a wonderful, loving Father He is!” Markus said 

joyously.  

 

“Oh, what’s this,” Elihu said suddenly, stooping to the prison floor. He picked up a shiny, 

metal object on the ground.  

 

“What is it?” Markus said squinting to get a better look. 

 

As he stood, the 50-year-old said, “It’s a key! I’m free! At last, I’m free!”  

 

He placed the key in the lock and turned it. The lock clicked, and Elihu pushed the door open. 

It squeaked on its rusty hinges as the jubilant man burst out of the cell. Outside the chamber, 

the freed captive clapped his hands and stomped his feet with great joy. He sang praises to God 

for the deliverance and continued doing so for a couple minutes. Markus began rejoicing with 

him because Elihu’s joy was infectious. 

 

At last, the middle-aged man settled down, and laughed. “I can’t wait to get to Heaven and see 

the face of Father God,” Elihu said. “What a loving God He is! He really loves His children.” 

 

After placing his broadsword in its scabbard, Elihu placed a hand on Markus’s shoulder and 

said, “Come, Markus my friend, let’s tell the other prisoners in this dungeon about Jesus!”  

 

 

Leaving the Castle 
 

 

The two set off and began telling the other prisoners 

about Jesus. Some hours later, they had rescued 5 men 

from prison. These new pilgrims now wore silvery 

suits of armor and carried gleaming broadswords and 

shields. They laughed, rejoiced, and talked amongst 

themselves as they emerged from a sally port, which 

was located in the base of one of the towers in the 

curtain wall of the castle. Each of them dropped to the 

ground and softened his landing by bending his knees as his feet hit the turf. 
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[Sally port: A high door in the outer wall of a fortress from which soldiers can make sallies. Soldiers might use ropes or wooden 

ladders to descend from a sally port. A sally is a quick attack by troops briefly leaving a defensive position.] 
 

A minute later, the same sally port – a small wooden door – squeaked open. And, from it 

emerged Henry Willow, Andrew Strong-heart, and Gregory White-peak. Markus Christian 

turned to see his companions dropping to the grassy ground at the base of the wall.  

 

“How did you follow us in that maze?” Markus said to the three who had just emerged.  

 

The newer pilgrims walked toward Andrew and his group. 

 

“We heard talking and I recognized your voice, Markus,” Andrew said. “Your voice was 

echoing down the halls of the dungeon. We followed you folks across the bailey and into the 

tower entrance. Then, we came out this sally port shortly after you. We kept quiet because we 

wanted to surprise you.” 

 

“I had thought I would meet you outside the castle,” Markus said.  

 

“Yes,” Andrew said, lowering his head, “but sadly three of the pilgrims left us and strongly 

desired to play some of those strange things they call video games.” 

 

“We should get them back to us,” Markus said, with some urgency in his voice. 

 

“We tried,” Andrew said. “Gregory, Henry, and I pleaded with them to forsake the worldly 

entertainment, but they wouldn’t listen. Now, Baron Tyrannous’s men have captured them, but 

they are acting and behaving as if nothing but the video games exist.” 

 

“I know what you mean by that,” Markus said sadly. “We can pray for them, but I guess we 

can’t do much more right now.  

 

“Markus, I understand from seeking God that we must be moving on,” Andrew said gently. 

 

“You’re right, Andrew,” Markus said, sighing. “While in the dungeon, I sought God about 

where we go next. I believe He has been showing me we need to head down a path toward a 

certain bridge. It will be half a day’s journey from here, according to what God has shown me. 

I think it will be a fortified bridge which is strategically important to the evil lord who controls 

the land it is situated on.” 

 

“Let’s go around the town of Compromise and head back onto the trail,” Markus said. 

 

“I’m eager and ready to leave this miserable place and go where God sends us,” one of the new 

pilgrims said. 

 

 

The Fortified Bridge 
 

 

The next day, after having traveled for a long walking distance, the group of 10 pilgrim knights 

reached a valley where they noticed a large and impressive structure straddling a river. 
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Imposing, stone towers with crenels and arrow loops rose up on either side of a large, sturdy 

gate.  
 

[Arrow loop: A slot in a castle wall or building through which arrows were fired. This allowed an archer to be protected as he 

fired at attackers.] [Crenel: This is an opening in a parapet which used for shooting arrows or other projectiles.] [Parapet: In 

castles, a parapet is a low wall built on top of towers, fortified buildings, and defensive walls. It protects archers when they fire 

arrows down at enemy soldiers.] 

 

Flying from flagpoles on the towers, black and red standards flapped and snapped in a light 

breeze. Across the landscape, pine trees shuddered and rustled in the wind. Evergreens nestled 

up against green pastures where farmers kept livestock, such as cows and pigs.  

 
[Standard (medieval): A special flag that flew from poles on castle towers. It displayed the coat of arms of the lord of the 

castle. Sometimes, standards were carried on poles by servants of a nobleman. The coat of arms is a design representing 

the name of a noble family.] 
 

The fortified bridge was menacing and intimidating, but Markus was not about to let it deter 

him from his goal of reaching the Kingdom of Heaven.  

 

“We must go forward, brothers,” he said. “The correct path takes us right across that bridge and 

through those locked gates. But, God will help us get through. It is only through Him that we 

are able to overcome all that comes our way.”  

 

“That guarded bridge belongs to Baron Conniving Unbelief,” Ahaziah Bronze-smith, a new 

pilgrim, said. “He is a strong and powerful giant over 15 feet in height. I don’t want to try to 

fight that tyrant.”  

 

“You will not have to face that giant until you are ready, friend,” Markus said, turning to face 

to worried man.  

 

As he spoke, the large double doors of the nearest bridge gate suddenly swung open and out 

came foot soldiers of average height. They were dressed in the standard dark-grey armor of the 

enemy and wore sallet helmets and bevors. Moving quickly, they formed up into two lines, 

with one line of troops in front of the other. [See Chapter 1 for a description of the sallet and bevor. The 

description is in the section titled: ‘The Castle of Baron Tyrannous Entertainment.”] 
 

Ahaziah’s dark mustache and long goatee twitched nervously, and his eyes were filled with 

fear. “We are doomed,” he said. “There is no way we can fight all those soldiers.” 

 

“There is nothing to fear, brothers,” Markus said, turning back to the men. “We have God on 

our side. And, He will help us win this battle. He will send us help when we ask Him.” 

 

“Luh, look!” said a knight named Jehoiakim Iron-fist. He was pointing toward the bridge gate.  

 

Markus turned around toward the tall, bridge towers and saw a huge knight in shiny, black 

armor stepping through the gate. Rising over 15 feet in height, the monster walked forward 

with heavy steps and stopped right behind the last row of his soldiers. A great helm covered his 

head and neck. To give a devilish impression, two ox horns were fastened to the flat top of the 

helmet, and a tattered, red cape hung down his back. 

 

The weapons he carried in his hands made that diabolic impression stronger. In his right hand 
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he held a scythe, and in his left he wielded a huge hammer.  

 
[Great helm: This was a strong, bulky, heavy helmet that fully protected the head and neck of the wearer. It was worn by 

crusaders and other knights in the Middle Ages. Small eye slits and breathing holes appear in the front of the big helmet, 

which sometimes was called a “barrel helm.” Unlike the close helm, the great helm could be removed by simply pulling 

it up.] 

 

“You pilgrims are no match for me,” the giant bellowed in a deep, booming voice. “I am Baron 

Conniving Unbelief, and I am here to withstand you and prevent you from reaching the 

Kingdom of Heaven. Turn around and go back, lest I destroy you with my mighty scythe.” 

 

“You cannot stop us because God is for us, and we are trusting in Him,” Markus said boldly.  

 

“You will soon learn that I am more powerful than your God,” the giant said arrogantly in a 

loud voice. 

 

Turning back to the other pilgrims, Markus said, “Be ready for when they come.”  

 

Just as he said that, the giant roared, “Attack them!”  

 

The first row of 20 soldiers charged toward the pilgrim knights. Markus and his friends drew 

their broadswords and held their shields up. In several seconds, the wall of enemy troops was 

upon them, striking their helmets, swords, and shields with vicious sword and axe blows. 

Clang. Ding. Ring. The clashing sounds of metal against metal filled the air.  

 

Markus began to pray as he fought. Since he had 

been learning and growing in his walk with God, he 

was better able to ward off the attacks of the enemy. 

He began striking his foes with the power of the 

Word of God and the Holy Spirit. Clang. Clang. 

Ping. With blow after blow from his powerful sword, 

he claimed and believed God’s promises.  

 

Markus looked at the evil knight he fought with, and said, “Psalm 91:2 says, ‘I will say of the 

Lord, He is my refuge and my fortress : my God ; in him will I trust.’” 

 

“I will destroy you,” the wicked knight said harshly through his closed, sallet visor. “You will 

perish, Markus.” [Perish: To be destroyed, to die, or to come to nothing.] 

 

“I will not perish, for God is with me!” Markus said louder. “I agree with Psalm 91:2. God is 

my refuge. He is my fortress, and I will trust in Him!” 

 

He struck the soldier’s helmet with greater power than before and a crack appeared in it. 

Feeling his helmet crack, the soldier held up his shield, but Markus attacked that with intensity.  

 

“You will be destroyed, pilgrim!” the evil knight said from behind his shield. 

 

But, Markus kept hitting his enemy’s shield with his powerful sword. As he attacked, he said, 

“Psalm 18:2 says, ‘The Lord is my rock, and my fortress, and my deliverer ; my God, my 
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strength, in whom I will trust ; my buckler, and the horn of my salvation, and my high 

tower.’” 

 

The foe’s shield began to bend inward. Markus knew that this was due to God’s supernatural 

power and that it had nothing to do with Markus’s own strength.  

 

Suddenly, the shield cracked. Seeing his armor failing him, the enemy knight turned and 

hustled back toward the bridge gate. As he ran, a few more enemy soldiers turned and retreated. 

It seemed the pilgrim knights were making some progress in the battle. 

 

But then, the giant came thumping across the ground straight toward Markus. His eyes were 

locked on the godly knight. A venomous plan was in motion, in the monster’s heart, and 

destruction was his goal. Feeling a little nervous, Markus began praying as the 15-foot giant 

neared him.  

 

As he drew close to Markus, the towering being said, “Markus, you surly don’t think you can 

get past me, do you?”  

 

“With God’s help, I can,” Markus said bravely, trying to ignore the feeling of fear.  

 

“You are a weakling compared to me,” Giant Baron Unbelief said, chuckling. “Your God 

cannot help you. I am greater than He.” 

 

Then, the giant suddenly swung his giant scythe toward Markus. The huge, curved blade 

whistled toward the pilgrim with its razor-sharp edge facing him. Markus dropped to the 

ground and the heavy blade rushed past him. Then, he jumped to his feet and struck the giant in 

the shin with his broadsword. But, the blade merely ringed against a steel greave (i.e. lower leg 

armor).  

 

Before Markus could decide what next to do, the giant’s hammer unexpectedly came down 

swiftly and landed a heavy blow–bong–squarely on his Markus’s armored back. He fell to the 

ground, aching from the powerful hammer strike. The giant placed his left sabaton (i.e. 

armored shoe) on Markus’s back plate, pinning him to the ground. Then, he gave a deep and 

hideous chuckle.  

 
[Greave: Armor for the lower leg. It went from below the knee down to a sabaton (armored shoe).] [Sabaton (singular noun): A 

sabaton was a jointed piece of metal foot armor (for each foot) that was designed to articulate (or move like a hinge) as the 

knight walked. Poleyn were armored knee guards.] 
 

“I have you under my foot after making just two moves,” the giant said with pride in his deep 

voice.  

 

Markus wheezed with the weight of the giant’s huge foot on his back. “You are not stronger 

than the true and living God,” he said hoarsely. 

 

“What did you say?” the giant said with a laugh as he leaned toward Markus. 

 

“Father God,” Markus said quietly, “please give me the strength to overcome Giant Unbelief. I 

cannot do it without your strength. I choose to believe you even though I feel lots of doubt right 
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now.”  

 

“I will help you, My son,” God’s kind voice spoke softly to him. 

 

A scraping, metallic sound came from the air above Markus. He tried to crane his head to see 

and he caught a glimpse of a large dagger being drawn from a scabbard on the giant’s belt.  

 

“I will destroy your armor and take your sword and helmet, pilgrim,” Giant Unbelief said as he 

prepared to use his dagger. “Then, I will cause you to perish.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Knights Come 
 

 

Just then, a sound came from some yards away, and Markus turned his head to see many 

knights with gold-colored armor charging toward the giant. They had drawn swords and 

raised shields. Each wore a close helm with a lowered visor. [Close helm: See Chapter 1 for a 

description of a close helm.]  

 

The giant turned to face them and removed his foot from Markus’s chest. As he did, Markus 

attempted to stand to his feet, but he felt wounded, and it was painful to move.  

 

Fifty golden knights began attacking the giant with determination and strength. As they 

struck him in the legs and from behind, the giant swung at them with his hammer, but it 

bounced off their round shields. He tried his scythe, but it was not as useful in close 

quarters. So, he soon began to retreat, feeling slightly overwhelmed by the 50 men-at-arms.  
[Man-at-arms: A heavy armed and armored medieval soldier or knight.] 

 

Giant Unbelief began striding fast to try to get away from them. But, they kept up with his pace 



Pilgrim’s Journey: Faith Challenged: BOOK 2. 

26 

and attacked him in the lower legs. Then, he began jogging and headed for the fortified bridge. 

The gate was still open, so he dashed through and slammed it shut behind him.  

 

Seeing their leader retreat, and feeling somewhat weakened from their battle, the foot soldiers 

of Baron Conniving Unbelief turned and sprinted back toward the large gate. Seeing it was 

shut, they knocked on the closed, wooden gate, and a small door flew open to admit them. Once 

all had passed through, it thumped shut. 

 

Now, the battlefield was empty of the pilgrim’s foes, but the closed gate remained an obstacle. 

Their situation hadn’t improved except for the addition of 50 knights who came on horseback 

from a forest trail.  

 

“Who are you men?” Andrew said loudly toward the golden knights. They were walking 

toward some white horses, which a few had dismounted earlier. 

 

“We are knights from the Kingdom of Heaven who have been sent to deliver you,” one of the 

50 said as he stepped into a stirrup and remounted his white charger. [Charger: A cavalry horse which is 

strong and large. It was used for cavalry charges against enemy troops.] 

 

“Will you remain with us?” Henry Willow said, stepping forward. His brown-bearded face was 

sweaty and somewhat tired looking. “We could use your assistance. We also need to have a 

way of getting through that gate and getting past all those soldiers who are guarding it.” 

 

While they spoke, Markus felt pain throbbing through his chest. ‘I must be really wounded,’ he 

thought to himself. ‘This pain is intense.’ He began praying silently.  

 

As he prayed, a golden knight rode up to him and dismounted from his horse. The knight 

crouched beside him and removed the lid of a glass flask which contained oil. He poured the oil 

over Markus’s forehead until it dripped to the ground. Then, he popped the flask lid back on.  

 

“God will heal you, friend. Take my hand,” the golden knight said as he reached toward 

Markus with a gloved hand. 

 

Markus took the hand and began to stand to his feet. As he did, strength and peace swept 

through his chest and entire body. He could feel God healing him. Bones were popping as they 

were realigned, and his 35-year-old body began to feel like it did when he was twenty.  

 

Once he was on his feet, he let go of the man’s hand and said, “Thank you for what you just 

did.” 

 

“No, thank God. He gave you the miracle,” the golden knight said before turning away and 

walking toward his horse.  

 

“How will we get through that fortified bridge, sir?” Markus asked him. 

 

“Ask God. He will show you what to do,” the man said as he mounted the white charger. 

 

“Father God, will you show us what to do in order to get past the fortified bridge of Giant 

Unbelief?” Markus said quietly as the golden knight trotted away.  
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“Ask Me to provide you a cannon to burst through the towers and to destroy that fortress,” God 

said to him. “I would like this to be destroyed for the sake of other pilgrims too.” 

 

“Will you provide us some powerful cannons to break up that fortified bridge?” Markus 

prayed.  

 

“Yes, My son,” God said. “Those cannons are on their way right now. Just be patient and they 

will arrive.”  

 

 

Trouble Arrives 
 

 

Five hours had passed, and the bombard cannons had still not shown up. Markus and the other 

nine pilgrim knights were hiding in the edge of a pine forest a considerable distance from the 

bridge. A couple hours into the waiting, several men had grumbled.  

 

“Why do we have to wait here? The hours drag by like a snail crossing a road. Can’t we find 

another way?” Jehoiakim Iron-fist had said. 

 

“We are bored, lonely, and stuck here for who knows how long,” Elihu Coppersmith said. 

“This waiting is miserable.” 

 

The grumbling and complaining had continued sporadically for the rest of the time.  

 
[Bombard: A medieval cannon used for attacking fortifications with large stones.] [Sporadic: Refers to something 

happening from time to time, with no pattern.] 

 

After five hours of waiting had passed, Ahaziah Bronze-smith said, “Markus, are you sure God 

had actually told you He would send cannons our way? And if so, who would bring them?” 

 

“You should ask God about it for yourselves,” Markus said. “I’m sure God will send the 

cannons by way of the golden knights. I believe they will be here soon.” 

 

“But, those knights left us about five hours ago,” another pilgrim knight said. “What if we had 

to wait here in this forest for three whole days?” 

 

“Why don’t you folks seek God about this?” Markus said, gazing at the men who stood around 

him. 

 

“I didn’t sign up for this,” Jehoiakim Iron-fist said with a frown. “Who wants to come with me 

and find another way across the river? We’ll be able to go on our journey much quicker.” 

 

“There is no other way than by the path of life,” Markus said, turning to face Jehoiakim.  

 

“That’s what you say,” Jehoiakim said arrogantly.  

 

“No, that’s what the Bible says,” Markus said with concern and deep feeling. “Jesus Christ 
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said, ‘[13] Enter ye in 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].” 

 

“Nah,” Jehoiakim said haughtily, “I don’t think I want to wait around for a few days until the 

cannons show up. I will head downstream until I reach a fording point across the river. That is 

much better than waiting for something that may not even show up. Who is with me?” [Haughty: 

Being arrogant, conceited, and proud.] [Downstream: The direction a river is flowing toward.] 
 

Two men raised their hands in solidarity (agreement). Markus was surprised and troubled to see 

Elihu Coppersmith (the man he recently rescued from prison) and Ahaziah join Jehoiakim in rejecting the 

way of life. 

 

“Elihu, why are you in agreement with him?” Markus said with concern.  

 

The 50-year-old turned toward him. “I’ve tried walking for a ways on this path of life,” Elihu 

said, squinting for effect, “but it sure isn’t what I thought it would be. I think I’ll go with 

Jehoiakim. What he is doing makes a lot of sense. What you’re doing is very…” He stopped 

himself in mid-sentence. Then, Elihu said, “Well, I hope you change your mind and come join 

us.” 

 

“Don’t go with them,” Markus pleaded with him. “You will not prosper or even reach the 

Kingdom of Heaven by going off the path God told us to go on.” 

 

“Stop telling him what to do,” Ahaziah said suddenly as he walked up to Markus and glared at 

him. “If he wants to come, that is his business. I think you should join us too, but it seems you 

are stubborn in your ways.” 

 

“I just want to follow God,” Markus said.  

 

“Then, follow God, but know that we are following Him too,” Ahaziah said with some 

arrogance in his voice before he turned and walked away.  

 

Elihu glanced at Markus briefly before he turned and followed Ahaziah. The two men trailed 

behind Jehoiakim as he departed from the group. 

 

‘They are rejecting the only way of salvation,’ Markus thought sadly as he saw them leave. 

 

Forty minutes after the three had left the group to go their own way, the 

sound of trotting horse hoofs came from within the forest and down the 

path the pilgrims were on. Markus walked forward toward the sound of 

the hoof beats and drew his broadsword. Following his example, the other 

pilgrim knights also drew their weapons. 

 

Then, around a bend in the path came a team of four horses pulling a 

flatbed wagon on which four bombards (medieval cannons) were fastened 

down with thick rope. A golden knight drove the vehicle. To his right, a tall, wooden pole was 

fastened to a corner of the wagon. From it hung a large standard which flapped in a light 
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breeze. The flag displayed the words “Cannons of Faith” in black font against a white 

background. 

 
[Note: The medieval bombard cannon had greater power than trebuchets, mangonels, or other catapults and siege weapons. Its 

range was farther and its projectiles were faster than what other siege weapons had. And, the bombard’s power to destroy 

fortifications was far greater than other siege weapons.]  

 

A second wagon followed the first, carrying barrels of gunpowder, cases of fuses, and 

wadding. Trailing the second, a third wagon came, carrying round stones–cannonballs. Serving 

as escorts, a number of mounted, golden knights trotted behind and to the sides of the wagons. 

Seeing them brought Markus great joy and relief. But, he also felt grieved that the three 

rebellious knights had hurried off shortly before help had arrived.  

 

One of the golden knights rode up to the pilgrims and pulled to a stop. He said, “We came as 

you requested. There are four bombards at your disposal.” 

 

“I am so grateful to see God answer my prayers,” Markus said. “Let’s position the cannons and 

attack the towers guarding Giant Unbelief’s bridge.” 

 

“Right away,” the golden knight said before he sent his horse trotting off down the path.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Facing a Challenge 
 

 

The pilgrim knights repacked their mules and began trailing behind the procession. Soon, they 

arrived in the fields that reached up to the fortified bridge of Giant Unbelief. But, the giant was 

prepared for battle, having heard earlier from his scouts about the coming of the golden 

knights. Harnessed for battle, 50 thousand soldiers with black and red surcoats stood at 
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attention in front of the bridge gate. Their dark-grey armor, sallet helmets, and sharp weapons 

sparkled in the midday sun.  
 

[Harness: The weapons, and armor, and equipment a soldier took into a battle.] [Sallet–See Chapter 1 for a description of the 

sallet. The description is in the section titled: ‘The Castle of Baron Tyrannous Entertainment.”] 

 

Ten percent of them were archers armed with heavy crossbows and war hammers. (The heavy 

crossbow, Markus knew, could slightly penetrate the strong armor he wore.) And, to put the 

balance more in the favor of Giant Unbelief, a row of mangonels with catapult crews stood 

ready to launch a deadly bombardment of heavy stones on the godly knights.  

 
[Mangonel–The mangonel was a small catapult on wheels. It had a spoon-shaped throwing arm which made use of 

tightly-wound cords or ropes to create extreme torsion energy. Unlike a trebuchet (which used a counterweight to toss 

stones over a wall), the mangonel would throw stones directly at the wall, to weaken it.]  

 

As Markus beheld the formidable sight, he felt fear attacking him strongly. The 50 thousand 

evil soldiers spread out before him, in row upon row, were completely overwhelming to him. 

He knew that with all seven of the remaining pilgrim knights and with all 50 of the golden 

knights, his people were outnumbered at least by a ratio of 877 to 1. ‘Each of us will have to 

face 877 enemy soldiers!’ Markus thought to himself with alarm. 

 
[Mangonel operation: A ratchet and pawl mechanism allowed mangonel crews to wind up a spool of rope and draw the 

throwing arm down into a firing position. A stone would be loaded into the metal or wooden throwing-arm “scoop.” 

Then, a “lanyard” cord would be pulled, and the siege engine would fire its projectile with great force and speed.]  

 

As he thought about the formidable challenge, the pilgrim paused to pray. “Dear Father God, 

we are facing huge odds. The enemy spread before us will defeat us if we don’t have your help 

and deliverance. Father God, I know that without you, we will fail, but with you, we will 

succeed. Come through and deliver us from these evil soldiers that your great Name would be 

glorified and honored. In Jesus Christ’s Name, amen.” 

 

“My son, watch and see what I will do,” God’s kind voice spoke to Markus’s spirit. 

 

“What is my part to do now, Father God?” Markus said.  

 

“Rest, stand where you are, and behold My victory,” God said kindly.  

 

Markus shut his close helm visor and drew his broadsword as he stood still and viewed the 

ominous scene before him. [Note: See Chapter 1 for a description of a close helm (“Helm” refers to helmet).] 

 

“Markus,” Gregory White-peak said as he jogged over to him. “Markus, we are in trouble. Do 

you see how many there are guarding the bridge?”  

 

“Yes, Gregory,” Markus said. “But, God showed me that He will deliver us.”  

 

As he spoke, a breeze began to sweep through the trees and over the land.   

 

“There have to be at least 50 thousand men lined up in columns,” Gregory said. “They have 

mangonels, crossbow archers, and hordes of troops. We have no chance in this fight. I say we 

retreat.”  
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“Gregory,” Markus said, turning toward him, “I have felt the same way you do, but did you 

seek God about this?”  

 

Dark-grey clouds rapidly began to form in the atmosphere as the sky suddenly started to 

darken. And, the wind picked up speed. 

 

“Well, I guess not,” Gregory said, lowering his eyes slightly. “But, we are well outnumbered. 

There is no way we could fight off all those troops.”  

 

“God told me to watch and see what He will do,” Markus said. “You will see God bring us the 

victory.”  

 

A distant rumble filled the air–the sound of thunder. 

 

“Okay, Markus,” Gregory said, sighing. “But, we must see God do something soon. Those 50 

thousand could start advancing toward us anytime now.”  

 

“I believe we will see God’s deliverance soon, my friend,” Markus said, feeling God bring him 

some confidence. 

 

Just then, the thick, wooden gate in the bridge swung open and a huge, towering giant marched 

forward through the double doors. The 15-foot-tall monster was armed with an enormous 

hammer and a shield, and he appeared very earnest to begin the battle. Lifting his helmeted 

head high, Giant Unbelief roared, “Attack!” 

 

Markus, the golden knights, and his friends were standing in place, waiting on God. No one 

was making a move to prepare for the fight other than by prayer. 

 

Catapult crews suddenly let loose a salvo of large stones. Dozens of watermelon-sized stones 

were flung into the air by the mangonel throwing arms. As they came, a swarm of crossbow 

bolts arched through the air. They looked like angry insects as they flew.  

 

The pilgrims crouched to the ground and held up their shields to protect from the fusillade. 

Crossbow bolts and large stones crashed into the ground directly behind them and right before 

them, but no stone struck the good knights. Nonetheless, several crossbow bolts pinged against 

their shields and helmet crowns. [Fusillade: A sudden attack of missiles (i.e. projectiles or flying objects) such 

as arrows, bullets, stones, bombs, etc.] 

 

Then, the dark clouds cut out the sun completely. A loud thunderclap suddenly filled the air–

boom–as lightning forked through the sky and struck a flag pole on a bridge tower. As it did, 

heavy hailstones came tumbling from the dark clouds high overhead. The wind was blowing 

fiercely in the upper regions and creating the conditions right for forming extremely large, 

60-pound hailstones.  

 

Enemy soldiers began crying out in agony as the 60-pound hailstones struck their helmets, 

denting them in. The 50 thousand soldiers scattered, seeking cover, but the huge stones from 

the sky pummeled them to the ground, killing or injuring them. Shields bent inward and 

cracked under the fearsome onslaught from above. The heavy stones of ice also severely 

damaged the catapults and killed the crossbow archers.  
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As thousands of enemy soldiers were snuffed out by the heavy, ice stones, hundreds fled 

toward the bridge gate, limping as they went. But, all perished before they reached gate, as the 

giant hailstones continued to fall. After beholding these horrific events from under the cover of 

his huge, sturdy shield, Giant Unbelief turned and fled. He passed through the oaken bridge 

gate and was gone from sight. The gate was slammed shut and bolted, and no more activity was 

seen. But, Markus guessed that the giant had entered a tower.  

 

While the enemy was being overthrown by the severe hailstorm, Markus, his friends, and the 

golden knights never felt a single ice stone. Their horses, mules, and wagons were completely 

untouched by the downpour. For, the hail only fell on the evil soldiers and their master. 

 

In half a minute, the deadly hail completely stopped, and the wind died down. Three minutes 

later, the clouds dispersed, and the sun appeared.  

 

Once all the enemy troops had left the battlefield, the golden knights unpacked their four 

bombards and placed them on the ground. The bombards had no wheels and had to be carried 

by several men. After being placed on the grass, the medieval cannons were positioned toward 

the guarded bridge. And, stakes were pounded into the ground to keep them aimed at their 

intended target. Knights came with a barrel of gunpowder, some wadding material, round 

stones, and wicks.  

 

Once the cannons were properly loaded and prepared for the attack, golden knights placed the 

fuses (or wicks) into firing holes. Other knights with slowly-burning firesticks prepared to light 

the fuses or wicks. [Firestick: A burning stick.]  

 

A golden knight near the cannons shouted loudly, “God’s Word says, ‘For whatsoever is 

born of God overcometh the world : and this is the victory that overcometh the world, 

even our faith.’ 1 John 5:4.” 

 

Just as the cannoneers lit the fuses, Giant Unbelief flung open the gate and charged toward 

them with a hundred armed soldiers. But, the burning wicks were quickly bringing their flames 

toward the gunpowder within the bombards. [Cannoneer: A soldier assigned to fire a cannon.] 

 

Giant Unbelief had traveled no more than 40 feet from the gate when loud 

booms erupted through the air, and seemed to shake the ground with their 

reports (i.e. a loud sound). The shots were so loud that they made 

Markus’s ears ring. He had never heard a cannon being fired before, and it 

almost hurt his eardrums. 

 

A fraction of a second before the cannon reports shook the air, round cannon stones zipped 

through the air at great speeds. They smashed into the guard towers on either side of the bridge 

gate. As they did, huge concave dents or depressions appeared in the fortress.  

 

Giant Unbelief stopped and wheeled around in dismay. He turned to face his fortified bridge, 

and gasped. Broken pieces of masonry were beginning to fall to the ground from the huge 

dents. It was clear the towers were starting to weaken. While he gaped at the battle scars in his 

towers, a second fusillade came–boom–and the air was again filled with loud cannon reports.  
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[Masonry: In this case, it refers to the stone in a building. Stone masons cut stone into blocks and use them for construction. 

That is why it is called masonry.] [Gape: To look at someone or something with surprise, wonder, fear, or disbelief. Often, the 

mouth is open when one is gaping.] 
 

Masonry near the jagged dents erupted in a spray of shrapnel as four more cannonballs struck 

their targets. The towers began to slowly collapse inward from their own weight as wide, 

ragged holes now appeared. And, to trouble Giant Unbelief more, 60 of his men had collapsed 

to the ground, dead, as fast-flying shrapnel hit them. 

 

The remaining 40 soldiers charged toward the good knights, but Giant Unbelief held back, 

shocked by the weakening of his towers. As the 40 soldiers charged forward, the golden, 

mounted knights remained standing still. Then, Markus and the other pilgrim knights prepared 

their hearts for battle and gripped their swords tighter. The 40 soldiers were closing in on their 

opponents when the four bombards again roared to life. 

 

In less than a second, four cannonballs reached the towers and caved them in–crash! The stone 

structures collapsed to the ground, imploding and falling down like a heap of loose bricks. As 

the towers collapsed, so did the curtain wall and its gate. Its heavy, wooden doors fell over, 

sending up a puff of dust. 

 

The 40 soldiers stopped in their tracks when they heard the sound of stones falling behind 

them. They turned around to face the towers, and gasped. Nothing more remained of the 

imposing, fortified bridge, except for the broken tower bases and a pile of rubble. Seeing their 

fortress removed, the evil soldiers retreated to the woods.  

 

Then, ten mounted, golden knights drew their swords and charged toward Giant Unbelief. He 

turned and ran across the bridge toward a dense portion of the woods which bordered some 

cow pastures on the other side of the river. 

 

Normally, a second gate with guard towers would span the far end of the bridge. But no such 

structure existed because Giant Unbelief was delayed in having it constructed. Seeing that their 

way was now clear, the pilgrim knights walked toward the bridge, grinning with delight. They 

were full of praises toward God for giving them the victory over their foes. But, as Markus and 

his friends neared the bridge, he noticed that none of the knights with gold-colored armor was 

with him. 

 

Markus stopped and turned back toward the cannoneers who were now carrying the bombards 

toward some wagons. He called out to them, “Sirs, why aren’t you joining us?”   

 

“We are ready to help those who call upon God, but you will be fine for now,” one of the 

golden knights said with a loud voice. “We will remain behind to serve any other pilgrims who 

might come this way. Remember, faith in God is what gave you the victory over the enemy, as 

1 John 5:4 says. Faith in God destroyed Giant Unbelief’s bridge towers. That is why these 

bombards are called the ‘Cannons of Faith.’ May God bless you on your journey.” 

 

“Thank you,” Markus said, relaxing. “Thank you for your help.”  

 

“No, give God the praise. He is the one who deserves all the glory,” the golden knight replied 

cheerfully. 



Pilgrim’s Journey: Faith Challenged: BOOK 2. 

34 

 

“I will do that,” Markus said before turning away. 

 

“Now, I think I remember the Bible verse that cannoneer mentioned,” Markus said to himself. 

“‘For whatsoever is born of God overcometh the world : and this is the victory that 

overcometh the world, even our faith.’ That is 1 John 5:4.” 

 

 

Entering the Town of Insipidity 
 

 

After crossing Giant Unbelief’s devastated bridge, the seven pilgrim knights continued on their 

journey until the sun set. Then, they stopped beside the path to bivouac and start a campfire. 

Crackling flames rose up into the air, sending light whiffs of rolling, meandering smoke. While 

the fire ate away at some deadwood logs, the pilgrims recounted their day and talked about 

what the next day might bring. [Bivouac: to set up and stay in a temporary camp.] 

 

The next day, the seven men packed up camp and continued their 

journey down the trail, which ran through a dense, pine forest. A 

mountain range rose into the distance. Its tall, rugged, grey peaks and 

mountain saddles resembled the back of a dragon (i.e. dinosaur). Snow 

covered portions of the mountain peaks. And, pine trees bristled from 

the lower portions of the slopes below the snowline. 

 

“I wonder how far that mountain range is from us,” Andrew said as the 

men walked down the trail. He was peering up at the mountains through openings in the forest 

canopy.  

 

“I would say that the base of the mountains is no more than two miles away,” Markus said.  

 

“More like three miles,” Henry Willow said, squinting as he judged the distance.  

 

“Why do you want to know the distance?” Gregory White-peak said, looking at Andrew 

Strong-heart. 

 

“I can see a castle,” Andrew said as he looked through a gap in the trees. “Do you see it? It’s on 

the highest peak of a mountain spur. The spur is pointing in our direction.” [Spur: a ridge that projects 

outward from a mountain range like a branch projecting from the main trunk of a tree. The spur ridge points toward a valley.] 
 

“I don’t see it,” Gregory said. 

 

“I can see it clearly. It’s a dark-grey castle with turrets and black and red standards,” Kohath 

Craftsman said. Tall, bearded, and red-haired, Kohath was one of the new pilgrims Markus had 

helped to rescue from Baron Tyrannous Entertainment’s dungeon. [Turret: A small, round tower 

attached to a medieval wall or building. It often had a conical roof.] 
 

“You must have good vision, Kohath,” Gregory said.  

 

“It’s up over there. Do you see where I’m pointing,” Kohath replied, pointing with his index 
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finger at the top of the spur.  

 

“My son,” God’s voice spoke to Andrew quietly.  

 

“What is it, Father God?” Andrew said.  

 

“I want you and your friends to go forth to the town of Insipidity where much people are living 

in unbelief, pride, and fear,” God’s kind voice spoke to Andrew’s spirit. “They love the world 

and what it has to offer. And, their hearts have gotten cold toward Me. I have allowed the 

enemy to set up a trap for these rebellious people because they will not heed My many 

warnings, and scoff at My messengers. They mock them, and stone them, and cast them forth 

as dung. They slay and destroy My prophets and messengers, so judgment is at the door. Warn 

them of their judgment and tell them to repent. The enemy will soon unleash his trap and 

destroy this town if they don’t repent. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have 

spoken.” 

 

“Yes, Abba Father,” Andrew said, nodding. “I will do that.”  

 

“My son,” God said with a kind voice, “tell the others about this and let them know the 

situation. I will bless you as you obey My guidance. Just rest in Me, and look to Me, and all will 

go well. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 
[Insipidity (noun): The condition of being dull, lifeless, and flavorless.] 

 

Andrew then informed his friends about what God had just told him. After hearing all of it, 

Markus said, “I sense that God is confirming this with me too. We haven’t seen a village yet, 

but where a castle is located, a town is likely to appear. And, I am sure we will see the town 

soon.” 

 

In a short time, they did. After walking another mile and a half, the pilgrim knights entered 

fields used for animal pastures and farmland. The fields ran up close to the base of the 

mountain spur. And, a couple hundred feet from the base of the tree-covered spur sat a walled 

village, which had stone towers and crenels. Farm fields and cow pastures surrounded the 

villages, covering 800 acres of land in a long and narrow valley between the mountain and its 

spur. [Crenel: A gap in the stonework at the top of a castle wall, or tower, or parapet which is used for firing projectiles.]  

 

Behind the village rose the majestic mountain range and its steep, dark-green, forested slopes. 

Falcons and eagles soared in the air, catching updrafts. The sight was breathtaking and 

picturesque to the seven knights as they approached the nearest gate of the walled town. Above 

the gate flapped colorful, blue and yellow banners.  

 

As they drew within 400 feet of the wall, the pilgrim knights’ armor suddenly began to fade 

and become nearly invisible. White tunics, white trousers, and leather boots appeared under 

their armor.  

 

They passed through the towering, oaken double doors of the gate and strolled past four 

soldiers wearing blue and yellow surcoats and steel armor. Nasal helms and long mail coifs 

protected the soldier’s heads, necks, and upper shoulders. But, their human facial features were 

visible. 
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Markus could tell that these men were clearly European men, and not the evil, supernatural 

knights the pilgrims had faced earlier. The four soldiers were armed with halberds, swords, and 

shields. But, one of them had a portable matchlock musket, a newer type of weapon. 

  

 
[Nasal helm: This was a round helmet with a nose guard also called a “nasal.” The nose guard (or nasal) was a piece of metal 

that projected down over the nose. The nasal helmet was commonly worn by Normans and Vikings. But, it was used during much 

of the Middle Ages. Some nasal helms were more pointy on top and others were more rounded, like hemispheres.] [A mail coif 

is a hood formed of mail (small, metal loops linked together) that covers the neck, shoulders, and head. It has an opening for the 

face.] [Halberd: A medieval weapon with a long, wooden handle and a multipurpose head. The halberd head is a combination of 

an axe blade; and a sharp, metal prong on the other side; and a long, spear tip at the very top.] 

 

 

Seeing the gun, and the soldiers with their halberds and swords–sharp, 

physical weapons, Markus gulped. He knew that his sword of the Spirit 

and all his armor was invisible to the men. And, he knew that his 

Ephesians 6 sword, in his hands, could not kill any human being. But, it 

could fight off evil, supernatural knights.  
 
[Note: God did not intend for the sword of a pilgrim to be able to physically slay men. For, God’s 

Kingdom is not of this world.] 

 

Knowing these things, Markus felt fear attacking him. He knew that if he 

were to preach in the village square, and the human soldiers were to arrest 

him, his sword and armor would have no power to repel their physical 

weapons. Only God’s angels and the Holy Spirit could do that. Markus realized that he needed 

to have faith in God’s power to protect Him, and rest in God. This is putting his faith 

completely in his Heavenly Father, and not in himself. 

 

As he walked beside his friends down a cobblestone street, Markus began to pray for God’s 

guidance and protection. The others, seeing the human soldiers, did the same.   

 

 
[Note: The matchlock gun was an early firearm that made use of a burning wick to ignite powder in a “flash pan.” The powder 

from the flash pan would reach gunpowder in the barrel and send a musket ball flying toward its target at high speeds, compared 

to a crossbow. Only thick, cumbersome, heavy armor can stop a musket ball. Medieval armor is not that thick since it is meant to 

be worn while fighting strenuous battles. One soldier could prepare the musket for firing in a couple minutes, or so. As he 

worked, several others could attack opponents, using traditional weapons. (End of note.)] 

 

 

A crowd of villagers walked about the cobblestone streets of the town, buying, selling, doing 

errands, or gossiping. Fruit vendors haggled with potential customers. Jesters juggled 

brightly-painted, wooden balls or batons. Among the crowds, Markus noticed a troubling sight. 

A man was cursing at a woman and shaking his fist angrily. And, she cursed back at him. Both 

were uttering foul swearwords. Somehow, the general public didn’t seem to notice as they 

went about their business. 

 

“Markus,” Henry said from beside him, “look over there.” The bearded 50-year-old was 

pointing toward some men who were walking in their direction.  

 

“What? Oh,” Markus said with surprise. 
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Marching with grim expressions on their faces, four soldiers approached the seven pilgrims 

through a busy street. Each guard was equipped with a halberd, shield, and sword. A fifth 

soldier followed behind, carrying a matchlock musket. Markus looked down at his 

broadsword. While being very shiny, it was nearly invisible. Somehow, he knew that the 

people didn’t see any trace of his armor. They only saw his white tunic, trousers, and leather 

boots. 

 

“Brothers, do you have any idea why our Ephesians 6 armor is now invisible?” Gregory 

White-peak said as the soldiers marched. 

 

“I believe it is because our armor is supernatural,” Markus said, turning to face the man on his 

left. “This armor will give us power to overcome all obstacles when we look to God for help, 

and strength, and everything we need.” 

 

“But, what about physical harm? Will we be protected from physical harm?” Gregory said, 

eyeing the soldiers. 

 

“I understand from God that the sword of the Spirit will indeed protect us from physical 

and supernatural harm,” Markus said. “But, we must have faith in God and in who He is 

for it to work. That is what God has shown me.” 

 

“Okay,” Gregory said. “I believe you.” 

 

“I believe God will confirm it to you, if you ask Him,” Markus said. 

 

“I will,” Gregory said, swallowing. 

 

In a few moments, the group of five human soldiers came to a stop before the pilgrims. The 

leader, a brawny man with a blond beard, stepped forward and said, “Excuse me, gentlemen, I 

must ask you a question. What is your business in this town? We are here to make sure there is 

no trouble.”  

 

“We are men seeking to be at peace with our fellow man. We only wish to make an 

announcement in the town square,” Markus said. “Then, we will be done and leave.” 

 

“What do you wish to announce?” the soldier said.  

 

“We wish to tell the people of this town a warning,” Andrew said, stepping forward. “It is an 

important message that they must hear. It is a message that God will have to judge this town 

soon if it will not repent.” 

 

The soldier with the blond beard frowned and sighed. Then, he shook his head, “No, we cannot 

let that message be given in this town.”  

 

“Would you let us speak with the lord mayor of this town?” Markus said earnestly, facing the 

soldier.  

 

“The lord mayor will not have an audience with you, I believe, because you are not of this 
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town,” the soldier said, studying the seven pilgrims’ clothing. “Your clothing is somewhat 

strange. Why is it white and glistening?” 

 

“I didn’t realize our clothing was so strange,” Andrew said, stepping up beside Markus. 

 

“You must be from a different country. Hmm,” the soldier said, muttering something quietly to 

himself. Then, he faced them and said, “I think the lord mayor will want to see you, after all. He 

likely would want to learn about your country.” 

 

With that, the soldier motioned for the pilgrims to follow him as he said, “Come with me. I will 

take you to see the lord mayor.” 

 

 

The Mayor’s House 
 

 

They were led by the soldiers through the crooked, cobblestone streets to a fortified mansion or 

chateau on a hill. The grand structure had turrets and towers at each corner. Large, glass 

windows brought lots of daylight into the chateau. And, towers with crenellated curtain walls 

surrounded it. Circling around the walls was a moat.  

 

The pilgrims and their escorts passed over a drawbridge and marched up to a large outer gate, 

which opened for them with a dull squeal. Soldiers behind the oaken gate nodded toward them 

as they passed through the gate corridor. A pair of soldiers standing before the inner gate slid 

out a drawbar and opened the gate quickly.  

 

After entering the bailey, the pilgrims and their escorts climbed some steep steps up to a large, 

heavy door in the front of the three-story chateau. The blond-bearded soldier knocked against it 

with his armored gauntlet–thump, thump, thump–and waited.  

 
[Chateau: A French-styled castle or fortified house.] [Crenellated (adjective): This refers to having crenels. A crenel is a gap in 

a parapet through which stones or arrows can be thrown or fired.] [Moat: A ditch filled with water, surrounding a medieval 

fortress.] [Drawbar: A wooden or metal bar which is stored in a slot in the gatehouse corridor. The drawbar is slid through iron 

loops that are fastened to a gate door. When the drawbar is in a locking (or closed) position, it passes from a slot (in a corridor 

wall), and goes through metal loops in the wooden gate, and slides into a second slot on the other side of the corridor.] 

 

The door squeaked open and a butler greeted them.  

 

“Welcome to the home of Lord Tench,” said the butler, a tall, clean-shaven man wearing a 

black robe and black trousers. “Make yourselves comfortable.” 

 

The pilgrim knights and their escorts stepped into a large foyer which was decorated with vases 

of potted plants, paintings of rural countryside, and tapestries of mountain landscapes. An 

expensive, marble floor echoed underneath their feet as they walked through the foyer.  

 

After waiting for half an hour, the pilgrims saw a man wearing expensive clothing and a long, 

ultramarine robe standing at the top of a grand, marble staircase. He appeared to be studying 

the pilgrims from his lofty perch. Two soldiers stood behind him a few paces back.  

 
[Ultramarine: This is a deep blue dye made from lapis lazuli gemstones. Or, it refers to a color that resembles the deep blue 
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color of lapis lazuli gemstones.] 

 

“This must be the town’s lord mayor,” Markus whispered to Andrew. 

 

“No doubt, you’re right,” Andrew said. 

 

The lord mayor descended the steps quickly with his guards. Once on the marble floor, he 

regained his regal composure and walked toward his guests. He stopped a few yards away and 

motioned to the blond-bearded commander of the troops to come forward. The two spoke 

quietly for a couple minutes. Then, the lord mayor and his escort walked toward the pilgrims.  

 

“I am Sir Abner Tench, the lord mayor of this fine town of Insipidity and Ignorance,” Abner 

said. He was a medium-sized man with a brown mustache and goatee.  

 

The men nodded, respectfully.  

 

“I’ve been informed that you wish to speak in the town square and you want to warn this town 

about some impending disaster or…” the lord mayor said. “What exactly do you wish to say, 

gentlemen?”  

 

“Honorable mayor, God will give us the words, sir,” Andrew said, stepping forward a pace. 

“And, He will show us what to speak to the people.” 

 

Abner Tench looked at him with a frown on his face. “That is very vague. What will you 

actually say to the people? I can’t let just anything be spoken in this town. For all I know, you 

could be desiring to stir up a rebellion or insurrection against me.” [Insurrection: A rebellion against the 

rulers of a country or region. Insurrections often involves violence with weapons.] 
 

“Honorable mayor, we will not incite or provoke a rebellion,” Andrew said respectfully. “We 

have come to give the people two choices.” 

 

“And, what are they?” the lord mayor said, frowning. 

 

“Your town is on the verge of being destroyed by a judgment of God,” Andrew said boldly, 

“for its wickedness and rebellion against His Word and His ways.” 

 

The nobleman blinked his eyes several times and swallowed nervously.  

 

“God has been warning this town repeatedly,” Andrew continued, saying, “but your people 

have arrested, persecuted, and ignored His messengers and prophets. This is a final warning 

God is bringing to this town before the judgment falls. If you are willing to repent from your 

evil ways, and you choose to turn to Jesus Christ for salvation, God will forgive you and blot 

out your sins.” 

 

The brown-haired, clean-shaven pilgrim drew a breath and continued, saying, “But, if you 

reject God’s final offer, God’s judgment will have to fall upon this town to utterly destroy it, 

except for those who listen to the message and leave.” 

 

The mayor remained standing and staring at Andrew, blinking occasionally. He inhaled 
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slowly. Paused, and exhaled slowly. ‘The man is clearly stressed and nervous,’ Markus thought 

to himself.  

 

“You, you’re telling me that God is going to judge this town … that He will destroy this town?” 

the lord mayor said, trembling. 

 

“If they don’t repent, God will have to destroy it,” Andrew said. 

 

The goateed man looked down at the floor and inhaled deeply. A minute of silence passed. 

Then, he stared at Andrew and said, “Go speak your message. I will give you escorts for 

protection in case you need them. Godspeed.” 

 

With that, he turned and walked back toward the staircase, followed by his bodyguards.  

 

“That was very interesting how he behaved,” Markus whispered to Andrew.  

 

“That man seemed that he was full of conviction,” Andrew said. “I believe God is now able to 

begin reaching his heart.” 

 

“Well, let’s go to the town square, then,” Henry said, as he approached Markus, smiling. “He 

gave us the ‘go ahead.’”   

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Preaching in the Town Square 
 

 

“You men and women of Insipidity, God is lovingly calling out to you with a message of 

warning,” Markus Christian said loudly as he stood on a wooden speaking platform in the 
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middle of the large, town square. “Judgment is about to fall on your town for the evil of your 

doings–your idolatry, blasphemy, adultery, and rejecting God’s messengers, and for seeking to 

kill His prophets.” 

 

Villagers were gathered around the wooden platform in all directions. Men, women, and 

children of all ages were watching Markus, Henry, and Andrew standing on the platform and 

speaking. Many spectators were hissing and booing. But, others were paying close attention. 

As this was taking place, four of the pilgrims stood at the rear of the crowd, feeling nervous 

about what might happen next. 

 

“You have sought after Baal, the god of worldly pleasure,” Andrew said, piping up, “and you 

have drunk from the cup of iniquity, the cup of judgment. All who drink of this cup will be 

judged with fire and brimstone, or burning sulfur (1.).” 

 

“You two should keep your mouths shut!” a husky man with a black cowl and a deep voice 

cried. “I am a good man and I give to the poor. I don’t need your preaching.” [Cowl: A hooded cloak 

commonly worn by monks but also worn by other people during the Middle Ages.] 

 

“Your works do not pay for any of your sins,” Andrew said, “for only the blood of Jesus Christ, 

which He shed on the cross of Calvary, can cleanse you from sin (2.). Sin is your enemy, but you 

have made it your friend, and you have called God and His ways intolerable.”  

 

 
[Note: (1.) Revelation 14:8-11 says: “[8] And there followed another angel, saying, Babylon is fallen, is fallen, that great city, 

because she made all nations drink of the wine of the wrath of her fornication. [9] And the third angel followed them, saying 

with a loud voice, If any man worship the beast and his image, and receive his mark in his forehead, or in his hand, [10] the 

same shall drink of the wine of the wrath of God, which is poured out without mixture into the cup of his indignation ; and he 

shall be tormented with fire and brimstone in the presence of the holy angels, and in the presence of the Lamb : [11] and the 

smoke of their torment ascendeth up for ever and ever : and they have no rest day nor night, who worship the beast and his 

image, and whosoever receiveth the mark of his name.”] [Brimstone in this passage refers to burning sulfur.] 

 

[Note: (2.) Romans 5:6-11 says: “[6] For when we were yet without strength, in due time Christ died  

for the ungodly. [7] For scarcely for a righteous man will one die : yet peradventure for a good man some would even dare to 

die. [8] But God commendeth his love toward us, in that, while we were yet sinners, Christ died for us. [9] Much more then, 

being now justified by his blood, we shall be saved from wrath through him. [10] For if, when we were enemies, we were 

reconciled to God by the death of his Son ; much more, being reconciled, we shall be saved by his life. [11] And not only so, 

but we also joy in God through our Lord Jesus Christ, by whom we have now received the atonement.”] 

 

 

Men shouted insults and jeered as he spoke. At the back of the crowd, armed soldiers looked 

on, and some scowled at the three men on the platform. 

 

“If you continue walking in this hypocritical and evil way, doing your own pleasure and 

seeking your own will, you will perish in the fires of Hell,” Markus said, taking his turn.  

 

Andrew added, “That is why God sent us to warn you to repent from the wickedness of your 

ways and to follow Him. Town of Insipidity, trust in the Lord Jesus Christ for salvation and 

repent, or judgment and fire will fall upon you and burn up your town and your bodies.” 

 

“My friends,” Markus said next, “the fires of Hell are eternal, and your immortal souls and 

spirits are also eternal. In Hell, you will suffer with immense torment and pain. There will be 

no rest to the wicked, as the Scripture says in Revelation 14. If you value what matters, and if 
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you are wise, listen to these words. Forsake your will to seek your own plans, and seek to know 

God through Jesus Christ.” [Immortal: This refers to having an eternal existence.] 

 

“Don’t ignore these words, like I did long ago,” Henry Willow said loudly. “If you ignore us, 

you have everything to lose, and nothing to gain. But, if you repent and seek God, you have 

everything of Heaven to gain, and nothing eternal to lose.” 

 

“Stop talking and get off the platform!” an angry, burly man with a hood over his head shouted 

at them with clenched fists. He stood to Markus’s right. 

 

“What must we do to be saved?” a woman with children cried from Markus’s left.  

 

“Paul, an apostle, said this in part of Acts 16:31: ‘… Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and 

thou shalt be saved,….’” Markus said, glancing at the woman and then at the rest of the 

crowd. “Trust that only Jesus Christ can save you by the blood that He shed on a Roman 

cross. Trust that only His blood can make you whole and clean. Believe that your works 

cannot save you. Seek to know God as your God, your Friend, your Guide, and your Father. 

His Spirit will minister to your spirit as you believe on Him. [See Galatians 3:5.]” 

 

Henry Willow said, “1 Timothy 2:3-6 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. [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.’” 

 

Right as Henry finished speaking, a number of men, including the burly man with the hood, 

jumped onto the platform and started speaking against what the pilgrims had said.  

 

“These men are vile, false teachers who are seeking to put us under their deception,” the burly 

man with the hood shouted. “Let’s show them that we will not stand for such nonsense. Let us 

hang them from a rope. They deserve to die.”  

 

“Yes, lynch them,” several voices in the crowd shouted.  

 

“No,” several people shouted. “Let them live!” 

 

“Lynch them!” other voices shouted.  

 

Just as the crowd was starting to be stirred up with intense feelings of animosity toward each 

other and toward the pilgrims on the platform, a large group of armed soldiers marched into the 

square from a nearby street. The lord mayor was walking among them, surrounded by a 

phalanx of men armed with halberds and swords. Some soldiers were equipped with longbows 

and burning torches.  

 

Seeing them, Markus assumed the torches were meant to either set alight a bonfire or to scare 

away the crowd. Another thought came to him. ‘Could it be,’ Markus thought fearfully, ‘that 

those soldiers will tie me to a wooden post and burn me alive?’ 

 

“Dear Father God, if they are intent on killing us,” Markus said, “let us escape their hands. But, 

I am willing to die for your sake.”  
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“My son, watch and see. I will protect you,” God’s kind voice spoke to his spirit.  

 

The soldiers began pushing people out of the way as they marched through the crowd toward 

the platform. The mob became more subdued, seeing the armed men and the lord mayor. Once 

the band of soldiers reached the platform, several soldiers stepped onto the stage and ordered 

the men to get off, except for the three speakers, Markus, Henry, and Andrew. 

 

Then, the lord mayor and two bodyguards stepped onto the platform. He began speaking to the 

townspeople trying to pacify them. Then, he turned toward Markus and his friends, and said, 

“These three men are going to be leaving this town shortly, but what they said has deeply 

impacted me. I have been listening to their message from a rooftop this whole time. It is very 

convicting to me. People, let us put away our pet peeves, willful sins, worries, idols, 

contentions, and strife. Let us turn to the God of Heaven and seek Him. I am convinced 

that if we do not repent, we will be destroyed.” 

 

A hush fell over the crowd as their leader spoke to them and gave his approval to the message 

spoken by the three pilgrims. When the lord mayor had ended his speech, an older man in the 

crowd said, “I want to know the Jesus that the three speakers have talked about.” Several other 

voices chimed in, speaking of their agreement.  

 

After hearing that, the lord mayor said loudly, “Anyone who seeks to harm the men who are 

standing on this platform shall be locked in the dungeon and be given a ten-year sentence. His 

portion shall be stale bread and pig slop.” 

 

The burly man with the hood frowned and shook his head.  

 

But, hearts were opening to the Gospel message before the mayor had uttered his warning. That 

day, 100 people committed their lives to the Lord Jesus and were baptized in a pond outside the 

village. The lord mayor was one of them. That night, the mayor made a feast for the seven 

pilgrims and invited the 100 new believers to the banquet in his great hall.  

 

 

The “Joust” 
 

 

The next morning, Markus and the original six pilgrim knights set out on their journey, riding 

atop seven white, muscular chargers given them by the lord mayor. Five new pilgrim knights, 

who had been baptized recently, rode atop some strong war horses behind Markus and his 

friends.  

 

Gleaming in the sunlight, shiny armor appeared on all 12 pilgrims. It was no longer translucent. 
[Charger: A cavalry horse which is strong and large. It was used for cavalry charges against enemy troops.] 

 

They had only gone half a mile from the town when Henry said loudly, “I see knights on horses 

coming straight toward us. They just came from the forest at the far end of the valley. Do you 

see them, Markus?” 

 

Markus squinted and saw, sure enough, a group of 24 chestnut horses cantering across a grassy 
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field. They had just come from the shadows of the woods behind them. Riding atop the horses 

were 24 knights with slate-grey armor, iron lances, shields, and sallet helmets with closed 

visors and bevors. Their surcoats were red and black. One of the 24 knights carried a flag on his 

lance. It displayed the word “Pride” below a medieval, rampant dragon image. 

 
[Note: Read about sallet helmets and bevors in Chapter 1 in the section titled “The Castle of Baron Tyrannous Entertainment.”]    

[Canter: The pace of a horse that is slower than a gallop but faster than a trot. It is the medium speed of a horse.] 

 

“Men, we are well outnumbered, but God is on our side,” Markus said. “Let’s look to Father 

God for the victory that is His.”  

 

Seeing the group of 24 approaching them, two of the new pilgrim knights broke away from 

Markus’s group and galloped back toward the town.  

 

“Come back,” Markus shouted after them. “If you run from the battle, how is that evidence of 

your faith in God? These enemy knights are sent by the prince of darkness, no doubt. We can 

stand against them in the power of Jesus Christ.”  

 

“There is no hope in defeating them,” one of the fleeing knights shouted over his shoulder. 

 

But, as the two galloped toward the city, a group of five evil knights on chargers suddenly 

emerged from the woods in the mountain spur behind the small town. They galloped around 

the town of Insipidity and then formed a line directly in the path of the two fleeing pilgrims. 

Seeing their enemy blocking their path, the two pilgrim knights turned their horses around and 

galloped back toward their friends.  

 

As they did, the 24 mounted knights broke into a full gallop. The ground thundered under the 

horse hooves, and dust flew up behind them. The 24 formed into a wide line and galloped 

straight toward the armored pilgrims.  

 

Markus said a quick prayer as he shut his close helm visor, which was now opaque and solid. 

He held up his shield and drew his broadsword from its scabbard. ‘Only by God’s strength…,’ 

he thought. Before he could fully finish his thought, the enemy knights had lowered their sharp, 

metal lances and were a mere seconds away from contact. [Opaque: Something that is opaque does not let 

light pass through it. It is not transparent or semi-transparent.]  

 

Crash! Lances struck against shields and breastplates as the 24 knights plowed through the 

pilgrim knights. Several of the pilgrims fell heavily to the ground, slightly wounded. Henry, 

Markus, Gregory, and four others had been dismounted from their horses.  

 

Markus lay on the grass with his shield a few feet away and his broadsword on the ground 

nearby. A lance had struck him in a place on the shield that would dismount him. Instead of the 

lance glancing off his shield, as he would have liked, it hit a weak spot, and he was sent flying 

into the air. Markus’s back felt sore, and so did his left arm, which had carried the shield.  

 

“Dear Father God, why did that happen?” Markus asked as he breathed heavily on the ground. 

 

“My son, the devil was able to attack you that way because you gave place to pride,” God said 

kindly. “Repent from pride, give it to Me, and rest in Me.” 
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“Father God, I am sorry for the pride I gave place to,” Markus said. “I repent from thinking 

more highly of myself than I ought to, and for looking down at the people who rejected the 

Gospel. Will you forgive me?” 

 

“You are forgiven, My son,” God said kindly. “Now, I will give you the power to overcome the 

enemy’s attacks.” 

 

Markus felt strength and healing flow into his body from God. So, he stood to his feet and 

picked up his broadsword and shield. He sheathed the sword as he walked toward his horse. 

The white charger remained near him, so he quickly mounted it. Just as he did, an evil knight 

lowered his lance and galloped straight toward Markus.  

 

“Father God, I need your help, but I believe you will help,” Markus said as he raised his shield 

and drew his broadsword.  

 

“Strike his lance with your sword, My son,” God said.  

 

The lance was now seconds away. As its sharp tip shot toward Markus, he struck it hard with 

his sword–clang, and the lance flew into the air from the impact. Right after passing by 

Markus, the enemy knight drew his broadsword and turned around to the attack Markus from 

behind.  

 

“Look behind you, Markus!” Andrew said from several yards to Markus’s left. 

 

Markus turned quickly to see the evil knight galloping up fast with a drawn sword in his hand. 

As the knight approached him, Markus cried out to God. He then flicked the reigns and 

signaled the horse to gallop. The steed rushed forward at a faster speed than that of his 

attacker’s charger. And, Markus escaped being hit from behind, where his defense skills were 

weaker. 

 

“You pilgrims are no match for us,” the evil knight behind Markus shouted. “We are servants 

of Baron Extreme Pride. The baron desires to bring you to his castle.” 

 

“I will not come with you,” Markus said, turning back toward his pursuer. “God’s Word says, 

‘Pride goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.’ That is Proverbs 16:18.” 

 

“Markus, you are a better man than your friends. You are more godly and righteous than they,” 

the pursuer said.  

 

“That is not true! My righteousness only comes from Jesus Christ by His blood that He shed. 

Speaking of Jesus Christ’s offering of His blood on the cross, Hebrews 10:14 says, ‘For by 

one offering he hath perfected for ever them that are sanctified.’ [End quote.] I am only 

sanctified (or made set apart and holy) and perfected by the offering of Jesus Christ’s 

blood at the cross.” 

 

“But, you are better than those other men,” the evil knight said as he closed the distance 

between Markus and his extended broadsword. 
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Markus answered, glancing back at him: “Romans 3:10 says, ‘As it is written, There is none 

righteous, no, not one :’ And, Romans 2:11 says, ‘For there is no respect of persons with 

God.’” 

 

“You are still better than they,” the evil knight said as he and his charger drew closer. 

 

Markus responded, glancing again over his shoulder: “Proverbs 21:2 says, ‘Every way of a 

man is right in his own eyes : but the Lord pondereth the hearts.’ And, Proverbs 21:4 

says, ‘A high look, and a proud heart, and the plowing of the wicked, is sin.’” 

 

The enemy knight’s dull, grey broadsword suddenly came down, but Markus was able to turn 

in his saddle and block the blow–clang–with his glistening sword. Then, the pilgrim knight 

swung his broadsword toward the enemy’s armored neck–clang, clang, clang–and dented the 

neck armor after three swift blows. Markus’s horse suddenly increased its pace, leaving the foe 

behind at some distance. But the enemy knight was now focused on a new competitor charging 

toward him.  

 

Speeding from the forest came mounted knights riding white horses and wearing shiny, 

gold-colored armor. Their broadswords were drawn and sparkled in the morning sunlight. In 

moments, they descended into the battle, and began fighting off the evil knights. With the loud 

ringing of metal against metal, the fighting continued for half an hour or so. Eventually, the 24 

evil knights turned their horses away from the battle scene and galloped back into the woods at 

the edge of the large field.  

 

Relieved that they were gone, the pilgrim knights turned their horses and gathered together in 

the middle of the field. A large number of mounted, golden knights formed a perimeter of 

protection around them. As they trotted toward the gathering area, Markus noticed, to his 

dismay, that three of the 12 pilgrim knights were missing. One of them was Gregory 

White-peak, the bearded, silver-haired, 27-year-old.  

 

Markus left the group and began galloping around the battlefield to see where they might be. 

He soon spotted three white horses with empty saddles munching some grass near one end of 

the field. Near the horses was a wagon trail going from the open fields into the dense forest. 

Wheel ruts and hoof prints appeared in the path, giving it the appearance of being heavily 

traveled. 

 

Markus called out the names of the men who were lost. “Asa, Zimri, Gregory, where are you?” 

he shouted as he approached the edge of the field where it met the forest. 

 

There were no replies. Then, God’s voice spoke to him. “My son, these men have been 

captured by the evil knights of Baron Extreme Pride. He has taken them to his castle and placed 

them in a strong dungeon from which there is no human escape, unless they turn to Me.” 

 

“Oh,” Markus said as he listened to God’s voice. 

 

“But, I am certainly calling out to them and pleading with them,” God continued. “They must 

repent, and turn to Me, and seek Me, and I will be able to deliver them. I cannot deliver those 

who refuse to turn to Me when I call out to them. Go, get your friends, and head down the trail 

that you see before you.”  
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“Thank you, Father God for showing me this,” Markus said. “I’ll do that.” 

 

Markus rode back to the group and informed the men about what God had told him. After 

hearing Markus, Andrew said, “Let’s go and rescue them. God is with us.”  

 

The nine remaining pilgrim knights all agreed with Andrew and Markus.  

 

“Let’s go then,” Henry Willow said with eagerness. 

 

“Follow me,” Markus said before he trotted off toward the wagon trail. And, the rest followed 

him. 

 

 

The Trail Up the Mountain 
 

 

In less than half an hour of trotting along the trail, the mounted knights found that the path had 

risen up along the side of a mountain and went toward a pass. After riding a little further, they 

entered the wooded pass. Pipits (songbirds) chirped from the upper branches of pine trees as 

the company passed below them. 

  

To their left rose a high and jagged peak. To their right, the mountain ridge descended gently, 

forming a saddle. The saddle rose up to a second rugged peak on the ridge. And, above their 

heads, the sapphire-blue sky was filled with fluffy clouds, which looked like sheep. 

 

Below the floating, white vapor, the mountain saddle was filled soaring fir trees and boulders. 

‘It is very picturesque,’ Markus thought as he trotted between two boulders. He hoped to come 

back the same way and view the mountain grandeur later when they were not on a mission. 

 

“Look,” Henry said, pointing suddenly to a large, rocky bluff or cliff, which had a flat top.  

 

The bluff was located above the tree line and formed part of the slope of the left peak. A rugged 

road had been cut into the side of the bluff. It led up to a large, dark-grey castle perched on the 

flat top of the cliff. Flying from poles on the castle towers, black and red flags snapped in the 

wind ominously.  

 

“That is our target,” Markus said as he rode up to Henry and beheld the castle. 

 

The men soon found that their path forked some yards ahead. The left fork appeared to rise 

higher through the pine trees and ascend toward the direction of the castle. The right fork was 

lower and continued on through a lower portion of the mountain saddle. The men paused to 

seek God, and He showed them to take the left fork to the castle.  

 

“Here we go,” Markus said as he sent his horse trotting toward the left fork. “Let’s keep our 

armor on by faith, and keep looking to God for strength and help.” 

 

“I fully agree with you, brother,” Andrew said as he followed Markus. 
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The pilgrim knights then ascended up through the trees along the left fork trail. Before long, 

they emerged from the pine forest and began ascending along the road cut in the cliff side. This 

had a steeper slope than the other paths they had ridden on, and the horses had to work harder. 

The creatures snorted as they climbed. Alarmingly, the right hand side of the road dropped off 

steeply, with no guardrail, and plunged down to the forest many yards below. And, the left side 

ran up against a steep rock face. 

 

Soon, Markus realized that his horse was not going to be of use to him, so he dismounted and 

sought God what to do.  The other pilgrims paused and gave their horses a rest. Then, Markus 

sent his horse trotting down the road with an empty saddle. 

 

“What are you doing?” Andrew said.  

 

“Our horses are getting tired from all this climbing,” Markus said. “I think they need a break. I 

don’t have any place to tie mine to, so I let him go. God will bring us the chargers, I believe, 

when we need them again.” 

 

“Well, God provided us with the horses, so He will bring them back to us,” Andrew said, 

dismounting. “And, I can see that they do need a break.” 

 

Andrew sent his horse trotting back down the road without him. The others followed his and 

Markus’s example. And, the chargers left their riders behind. 

 

Soon, the company of nine knights was marching up the steep road toward the castle. Boulders 

appeared, forming obstacles on either side of the road as it passed along the flat top of the 

rocky, lifeless bluff. As the pilgrim knights neared the castle, Markus could see a large obstacle 

between them and the dark fortress. The slate-grey castle with its eerie, flapping standards; 

towers; and high, stone walls was protected by a deep, wide trench which cut through the cliff 

top.  

 

The trench emerged from a hole in the vertical, rock face of the mountain, to Markus’s left. 

Spanning across the flat top of the cliff, the wide trench ended at the edge of the cliff or 

precipice, on his right. The trench was an insurmountable barrier. There was no human way 

anyone could jump across the chasm. And, the castle’s drawbridge had been raised earlier to 

prevent intruders from coming. To worsen the situation, the towers guarding the gate began 

firing quarrels and longbow arrows at the pilgrims below.  

 
[Quarrel: A type of crossbow bolt. A quarrel is a short type of arrow (or bolt) used in a crossbow.] 

 

Markus held up his shield and charged toward the edge of the trench. Andrew and Henry 

followed him, but the six other knights remained behind and began retreating under the barrage 

of quarrels and arrows. The six knights were heading toward some boulders thirty yards from 

the trench.  

 

Pling. Ding. Pong. Arrow heads bounced off of the three pilgrim’s shields as they walked 

toward the edge and peered down into the chasm below. 

 

Markus and his two friends gasped when they saw what lay in the bottom of the trench. 
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Extremely-hot, molten rock oozed and bubbled in the bottom of the 

trench. The lava effervesced and hissed like a pot of boiling soup. It was 

clearly full of heat and devouring energy. The lava was not something 

Markus wanted to see close up. [Effervesce: To bubble.] 

 

He backed away from the edge of the trench and looked for cover, such 

as a boulder, but no boulders were to be seen in the immediate vicinity. 

Then, he realized that he needed to seek God about what to do. So 

Markus, Andrew, and Henry hurried back to the boulders where the 

other six knights fled earlier. Once he was behind the cover of a large 

boulder, Markus began asking God his questions. 

 

After seeking God for some time, Markus turned to the other men and said, “Brothers, we need 

to come back here tonight. During the day, we are too obvious to the castle guards. But, at 

night, when it is dark out, we will be able to enter this castle.” 

 

“That sounds good,” Henry Willow said. 

 

“At midnight, they will lower the drawbridge,” Markus said, glancing at Henry, “and we will 

be here prepared to slip into the castle. That is what God has shown me.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 6 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Entering the Castle of Baron Pride 
 

 

The moon shone its pale light on the night landscape of the mountain saddle. And, stars 

sparkled in the dark sky. From the deep shadows of the pine forest at the edge of the tree line 

came silvery figures. Clad in polished armor that reflected light brilliantly, the nine pilgrim 
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knights walked up the road cut into the side of the rocky bluff. After walking a ways, they came 

to the boulders where they had found cover from the arrows hours earlier. The dark castle 

loomed ahead of them across the deep trench. Its flags still flapped in a breeze. 

 

Markus crawled over to the left of a nearby boulder and peeked out around it at the solemn 

fortress. Black, conical tower pinnacles reflected the moonlight like the pointy tips of spears. 

Arrow loops in the towers presented threats to the pilgrims. But, the presence of ballistae now 

stationed on some of the towers made Markus feel a little fearful.  

 
[Ballista: Resembling giant crossbows, the ballista could fire huge, spear-like darts at men dozens of yards away. Ropes or 

cords wound tightly together create tremendous torque on the two wooden throwing arms of this catapult. When a ballista is 

fired, this intense twisting force, or torque, causes the two arms to rapidly draw a rope carrying a giant dart down a wooden 

track. The dart is launched at great speeds. Ballistae is plural for ballista.] [Pinnacle: The highest point on something.] [Arrow 

loop: A slot in a castle wall or building through which arrows were fired. This allowed an archer to be protected as he fired at 

attackers.]  

 

He knew what those giant, cross-bow-like weapons were capable of, having heard stories about 

their deadly power. And, he hoped he would never have to face their might in battle. But, the 

other concern Markus had was how to reach the dungeon once the drawbridge would lower. He 

didn’t know how many enemy soldiers would be guarding the prisoners, or if any would see 

him within the castle complex. ‘Do we need disguises?’ he thought to himself. 

 

“My son, don’t worry about how you will get into the castle,” Abba God’s kind voice spoke to 

Markus. “I will guide you and protect you because you are trusting in Me. Any who follows 

Me will be safe. Now, be prepared to run. You will have to battle the soldiers, but I will give 

you the victory.” 

 

“Father God, what about the other men?” Markus said.  

 

“They will be safe if they trust Me,” God said gently. 

 

“Okay,” Markus said. “I choose to trust you.” 

 

Markus turned to the other six men and said, “Brothers, we need to prepare to move out once 

the drawbridge lowers. We will have a battle before us, but God will help us to win if we trust 

in Him.”  

 

“I don’t feel like I want to fight any more battles,” said Othniel Quince, a short-haired, pilgrim 

knight with blond stubble on his face.   

 

“Othniel,” Markus said, “as pilgrims, we face a determined enemy, who is seeking to devour 

us. God’s Word says this profound truth in 1 Peter chapter 5, verses 6 through 9: ‘[6] Humble 

yourselves therefore under the mighty hand of God, that he may exalt you in due time : 

[7] casting all your care upon him ; for he careth for you. [8] Be sober, be vigilant ; 

because your adversary the devil, as a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking whom he may 

devour : [9] whom resist steadfast in the faith, knowing that the same afflictions are 

accomplished in your brethren that are in the world.’ [1 Peter 5:6-9.]” [Emphasis added.] 

 

“You’re right,” Othniel said, sighing. “I just wish I didn’t have to fight the enemy so much. If 

only we could just get to Heaven right now and be done with the miseries of this life.” 
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As he spoke, Andrew approached him and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. 

 

“Othniel, that day will come soon enough,” Andrew said, “but God is preparing us for Heaven. 

He is seeing if we love Him or not. He will give us the power to overcome, but our Heavenly 

Father has been showing Me that I need to rest in Him and think about who He truly is. That is, 

believe what His Word says about Him.” 

 

“Okay,” Othniel said. “I’ll guess I’ll try to look to God for help and guidance in the battle 

ahead.”  

 

“The drawbridge is lowering,” Henry Willow said from his position near a boulder a short 

distance away. 

 

Markus crawled over to the edge of a nearby boulder and peeked out. The wooden drawbridge 

was lowering. It was halfway to its resting position.  

 

“Let’s wait for the soldiers to issue forth from the castle,” Markus said, turning back to the men 

behind him. “Then, we will charge straight toward the bridge with our shields up. Ready, 

brothers?” 

 

“We’re ready,” several men said.  

 

The bridge came to rest across the deep, lava-filled trench. Half a minute later, a group of foot 

soldiers walked across the bridge and set foot on Markus’s side of the trench. In a short time, 

the enemy soldiers would be passing by the pilgrim knights.  

 

Once the first soldiers in the column reached the boulders, Markus cried, “Run for the bridge!” 

 

He and the other eight men bolted from their cover and ran toward the lowered drawbridge. 

They hoped they would make it before it would be raised upward. Seeing the pilgrim knights 

spring from their cover, the evil soldiers were completely caught off guard. But, the pilgrims 

ignored them and kept their sights on the bridge. 

 

Thump. Thump. Thump. Their sabatons (i.e. armored shoes) pounded across the wooden 

bridge as they sprinted toward the outer gate.  
 

[Sabaton (singular noun): A sabaton was a jointed piece of metal foot armor (for each foot) that was designed to articulate (or 

move like a hinge) as the knight walked. The armor that covered a knight’s lower leg below the knee and above the sabaton was 

called a greave. Poleyn were armored knee guards.] 
 

“Stop them!” an enemy soldier shouted. 

 

The evil soldiers turned around and charged after the pilgrims. Markus and his friends passed 

through the outer gate and entered a short, stone corridor in the gatehouse. The corridor ran 

between the outer and inner gates, which were both opened. The flickering light of torches in 

wall brackets brightened the passageway and reflected off the knights’ armor. Seeing them, 

Andrew drew out an unlit torch from his belt and ignited it in a flame. 

 

The nine pilgrims could see the grassy bailey through the opened inner gate. A tall, fortified 
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keep soared high into the air above the grassy courtyard and above the tallest towers in the 

curtain wall. A narrow, steep staircase climbed up the side of the large building toward a door 

positioned in the forebuilding.  

 
[Keep: A large, fortified building used to protect the owner or lord of a castle compound. This tall building often had a wide, 

rectangular base and square towers on each of its four corners.] [Bailey: An outside court within castle walls.] 

[Forebuilding: A narrow wing of the keep that forms a right angle with one keep wall. A set of stone stairs begins at the ground 

level and rises up along the side of the keep. The stairs terminate at a flat ledge that meets the keep door in the forebuilding. 

Some keeps have drawbridges that span the distance from the highest step to the keep door.] 

 

The only way Markus knew of entering the keep was through its main door at the top of the 

stairs, but the door was shut. ‘And, it is probably locked,’ he thought. 

 

“Father God, what do we do now?” Markus said.  

 

Zip. Ping. Ting. Ding. Arrows suddenly began flying out of arrow loops in the sides 

of the gatehouse corridor. They struck the pilgrims’ armor, bouncing off in various 

directions.  

 

“We’re under attack!” Othniel said anxiously as he held up his shield. “This is a bad 

idea, Markus!” 

 

“My son, climb up the stairs and you will find the door unlocked,” God said gently.  

 

“Let’s head for the staircase in the keep. The door is unlocked, God told me,” Markus said 

boldly. “The Almighty God will make a way for us.” 

 

Several men nodded in agreement. Then, Markus began sprinting, and the others followed. His 

strong legs gave him the ability to run or quickly ascend stairs. He considered this a gift from 

God. As he sprinted across the bailey, crossbow bolts and arrows struck the ground and zipped 

past him. Others pinged off his armor, hitting it at glancing angles.  

 

Reaching the keep, he began quickly climbing the stone staircase up the side of the fortress, 

which towered high overhead like a granite giant. At the top of the steps, he paused, breathing 

hard, and placed his hand on the oaken door in the forebuilding.  

 

‘I sure hope I heard from God about this door,’ Markus thought with concern as crossbow bolts 

smacked against the stone wall to his left. ‘The arrows are flying thick.’ 

 

Markus pushed the door and, miraculously, it opened with little resistance.  

 

‘That’s unusual,’ he thought to himself. ‘This door normally would have been locked. But, 

God made sure it was unlocked. Praise His Name!’  

 

Markus cautiously stepped through the door with his gleaming broadsword in hand and his 

shield before him. The flickering light of torches mounted to walls revealed a stone hallway. 

He couldn’t see anyone in the corridor, so he walked forward warily. [Wary: Cautious, watchful, 

suspicious.] 

 

“Markus, are you sure this is the right way to the dungeon?” Andrew said from behind him, 
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breathing hard, “Could the dungeon our three brothers are locked up in be below the 

gatehouse?” 

 

“God has shown me to go up here,” Markus said, turning toward Andrew. “He told me the door 

would be unlocked, and sure enough, it is.” 

 

“Okay,” Andrew said, breathing deeply.  

 

“My son,” God’s voice spoke to Markus, “go down the passage, turn to your left, and you will 

find a door that is open ajar. Go through it. …” God continued, giving him further instructions.  

 

“Thank you for revealing that, Father God,” Markus said.  

 

“You are welcome, My son,” God replied with warmth in his voice. 

 

“God just showed me where to go,” Markus said to Andrew and the other men who had just 

entered through the door. 

 

“Let’s lock that door first,” Othniel said once the ninth man had come through. 

 

The men closest to the door shut it. Then, they slid a metal drawbar through some rectangular, 

iron loops affixed to the door. The drawbar was pushed into a deep slot in the stone wall, on the 

other side of the door. Now, the entry was locked shut. Markus walked briskly down the 

hallway and followed God’s instructions, but Othniel and three other men paused before the 

locked door.  

 

“Some of the men aren’t following us,” Henry said quickly from behind Markus and Andrew 

as they walked.  

 

Markus turned around and immediately noticed that four pilgrim knights were still standing 

near the door.  

 

“What are you doing back there?” Markus called out to them.  

 

“We are remaining here to guard the door. You go where you think you should, and I’ll stay 

here,” Othniel said firmly.  

 

“We all need to go together. There is strength in numbers,” Markus said with concern. 

 

“Markus Christian, who made you a leader? You go your way, and we will do what seems best 

to us,” Othniel said arrogantly. Markus detected some defiance in his voice. 

 

 

The Brief Conversation with Othniel Quince 
 

 

“Did you seek God about what to do, and submit to His will?” Markus said. 
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“I don’t need to do that,” Othniel said firmly. “God gives us a free will so that we can make our 

own choices and live the way that seems right to us.” 

 

“Proverbs 16:25 says,” Markus replied, ‘There is a way that seemeth right unto a man ; but 

the end thereof are the ways of death.’”  
 

“The Bible also says, ‘… eat, drink, and be merry.’ So, God wants us to enjoy living life and 

doing our own will,” Othniel said. [Note: See Luke 12:15-21.] 

 

“The Lord Jesus was speaking of the rich fool in that parable you quoted,” Markus said. “The 

rich fool increased his wealth when he took in a huge surplus of grain. He greedily, arrogantly, 

and idolatrously planned to tear down his barns and build larger barns to store his harvest. And, 

He lustfully and selfishly planned to cease working and just enjoy his great wealth. That is 

from Luke chapter 12, I remember.” 

 

“Humph,” Othniel said, frowning deeper. The three other men beside Othniel just looked 

coldly at Markus. 

 

“The scripture says this in Luke 12:18-21,” Markus continued, saying, ‘[18] And he said, This 

will I do : I will pull down my barns, and build greater ; and there will I bestow all my fruits 

and my goods. [19] And I will say to my soul, Soul, thou hast much goods laid up for many 

years ; take thine ease, eat, drink, and be merry. [20] But God said unto him, Thou fool, this 

night thy soul shall be required of thee : then whose shall those things be, which thou hast 

provided ? [21] So is he that layeth up treasure for himself, and is not rich toward God.’” 

 

“How does that apply to us?” Othniel said. 

 

“The rich man in this parable was a selfish, proud, and hardened man who loved money and 

wealth more than God,” Markus answered. “By loving his wealth so strongly, and by refusing 

to listen to God’s conviction, he hardened his heart greatly against God. Then, one night, God 

allowed the man to die, and his soul descended into Hell. Jesus warned His disciples repeatedly 

about Hell, such as in Mark 9 and elsewhere.” 

 

“That passage you quoted is vague. I’m not a rich man,” Othniel said stubbornly. 

 

“But, do you love money or anything before God?” Markus said. 

 

“Money isn’t my love,” Othniel said. “I love God. But, I don’t need to find out His will for My 

life. I can just do as I please, and He is fine with that.” 

 

“I remember Mark chapter 9, verses 47 and 48,” Henry Willow said, looking at Othniel. “In 

those verses, Jesus said, ‘[47] And if thine eye offend thee, pluck it out : it is better for 

thee to enter into the kingdom of God with one eye, than having two eyes to be cast into 

hell fire : [48] where their worm dieth not, and the fire is not quenched.’ [Mark 

9:47-48.]” 

 

“Othniel,” Henry added, “If your eye or your hand leads you into sin, you need to remove it, 

symbolically. That means, forsake what tempts you into sin. The Bible teaches us that we 

cannot love God and also love ourselves.” 
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Andrew spoke up and said, “That is why Jesus said this in Matthew chapter 6, verse 24: ‘[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.’ 

[Matthew 6:24.]” 

 

“We don’t want to hear anymore of your talk about idolatry,” Othniel said with frustration. 

“Just go on your way and leave us to ourselves.” 

 

“My son,” God’s voice spoke to Markus, “you may just go on your way. These men are very 

resistant to Me, and they are unwilling to repent, so I will have to send them through a trial. Go 

ahead and make your way toward the dungeon, which is below this building. And, I the LORD 

your God have spoken.” 

 

“Okay, Father God,” Markus said quietly, “I will do that.” 

 

“Let us go, friends,” Markus said, turning away from the four who remained at the door.  

 

Andrew and Henry followed Markus down the hall and on the route God had shown him 

earlier. In a short while, they had passed down some stone corridors, descended several flights 

of spiral stairs, and arrived at the lowest level of the building: the dungeon.  

 

 

The Dungeon of Baron Pride 
 

 

Plip. Plop. Water dripped through small gaps in the ceiling and splashed into little puddles 

along the hallway the knights had just entered. Spaced about 10 feet apart, iron, barred, prison 

doors ran down the length of both walls of the dungeon corridor.  

 

Men dressed in ragged clothing languished within the cells. Their faces looked depressed and 

gloomy. Markus wanted to help them, but he wanted to first reach the three who had been 

captured from his group. As they walked down the passageway, the three knights sensed that 

the atmosphere in the dungeon was thick with fear and despondency.  

 

“I want to release these men,” Henry said to Andrew quietly as they walked. 

 

Crackling torches set in wall brackets gave off buttery-yellow light. Occasionally, they 

dropped embers to the floor. However, being spaced 40 feet apart, they allowed many deep 

shadows to fill the dark, damp cells where men groaned and quietly cursed God. 

 

“I do too, but what about the three men who were captured?” Andrew said. “Do you have any 

idea where they might be, since you were in a dungeon once?” 

 

“I don’t have a clue. But, God could help us, I’m sure,” Henry said.  

 

“You’re right,” Markus said, turning to face him suddenly. “I forgot to ask Him.” 
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“Father God, where are the three who were captured?” Markus said silently. 

 

“My son, you will see the men you look for on your left hand side. Go a little further, and you 

will see them,” God’s kind voice said. 

 

“Thank you, Father God,” Markus said as he turned back and continued walking. 

 

Before he and the two others had gone 70 feet, they spotted Gregory’s haggard-looking face 

pressed up against the bars of his cell door. The silver-haired, 27-year-old was groaning as he 

clutched the iron bars.  

 

“Gregory,” Markus said as he walked up to the pilgrim’s cell. “Gregory, I’ve come to rescue 

you.” 

 

“Markus,” Gregory said with anguish, turning to face him, “go away from here. You can’t help 

me. You’ll just get yourself captured if you linger. I’m stuck in this prison and there is no hope 

for me. There is no hope.” 

 

The man’s face was coated with grime and his armored suit was missing, except for the close 

helmet. Miraculously, however, his long, white tunic and trousers were still in good condition, 

not being stained or marred in any way. [Close helmet: Read about the close helmet in Chapter 1, in the section 

titled ‘Azul Cielo Mountains.’] 

 

“How did you get captured?” Markus said, looking at his friend. 

 

“The mounted knights of Baron Pride surrounded me and one dislodged me from my saddle 

with a lance. They dropped a net over me. Several dismounted, knocked my broadsword away, 

and placed handcuffs over my wrists,” Gregory said, sighing deeply. 

 

“That is too bad,” Henry said as he stepped closer to the younger man. 

 

“Then, I was dragged over to the edge of the field where the forest grows,” Gregory said 

gloomily. “They placed me in a wagon and fastened me to it so I couldn’t escape. The wagon 

and a couple mounted escorts brought me up to this castle. They removed my armor, except for 

my helmet, and threw me into this cell. A few minutes later, they brought two of our company 

and locked them up in the cell across from me.” 

 

Gregory pointed toward a cell across the hall from his. 

 

Markus turned to see Asa Smith and Zimri Shoemaker standing behind the wide, barred door 

of their cold cell. Incongruously, a TV screen glowed in the deep shadows behind them. 

Unknown to Markus, the advanced technology had been given them by Baron Tyrannous 

Entertainment’s men. 

 

“I’m glad to see both of you, Asa and Zimri,” Markus said warmly.  

 

“Don’t try to rescue us, Markus,” Asa said coldly. “I don’t want your help, and I don’t need 

your help. God is somewhere far away, but He is certainly not here!” Asa’s only piece of armor 

was a helmet. And, disturbingly, his white clothing was now stained with grime.  
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“Yes, God has departed,” Zimri said as he stood beside Asa. His close helm was missing and 

his white clothing had been replaced by dark, satin material.  

 

“But, God is everywhere at once,” Henry said, turning toward them. “In Jeremiah chapter 31, 

verse 3, the Bible 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.’ 

[Jeremiah 31:3.]” 

 

“He doesn’t love me, and I don’t want to serve Him anymore,” Asa said strongly with an angry 

look in his eyes. “I’ve served him enough! It is time I started living for myself and doing what 

I’d like to do. I’m done with God.” 

 

“I agree,” Zimri said callously. “God is our enemy now.” 

 

Henry said, “May I quote a couple verses for both of you? In Psalm 139, verse 14, David 

speaks to God and says, ‘[14] I will praise thee ; for I am fearfully and wonderfully made : 

marvelous are thy works ; and that my soul knoweth right well.’ [End quote.] And, Psalm 

139, verse 17 says, ‘[17] How precious also are thy thoughts unto me, O God ! How great 

is the sum of them !’”  

 

“So what?” Zimri said, folding his arms.  

 

“God really loves us greatly,” Markus said with compassion in his voice. “He has a plan for 

us, a good plan, as Jeremiah chapter 29, verse 11 says. In it, God declares: ‘[11] For I know 

the thoughts that I think toward you, saith the Lord, thoughts of peace, and not of evil, 

to give you an expected end.’ [Jeremiah 29:11.]” 

 

“Father God loves each and every person He creates,” Markus added. “God’s love only ends 

toward an individual when the person become so hardened he is like Satan or a devil. God 

created us in His image, and desires us to be His own children and to know Him deeply and 

personally.” 

 

“I know all that, but I don’t want God anymore! I’m done with Him!” Asa said coldly as he 

suddenly began unfastening the pivoting hooks that secured his close helmet around his head. 

Once he had opened the helmet’s hinged bevor, he pulled the helmet off and threw it to the 

ground. “Now, just leave me alone!” Asa shouted. 

 
[Bevor: A bevor was a piece of metal that protected the lower face, neck, and upper shoulders of the wearer. On a close 

helm, the bevor would hinge upward to allow the knight to put on his close helm. Then, he would hinge the bevor shut and 

fasten it with pivoting hooks.] 

 

Markus looked with deep sadness at the two former pilgrims, and sighed in his spirit. He could 

now see the stained, white robes Asa was wearing were changing to a pitch-black color. Asa’s 

face also began to look different, as if life had just departed from it. The man could breath, 

speak, and move his facial muscles, but he didn’t have any spiritual presence of God anymore. 

Asa’s eyes were dead-looking in a way that Markus could not fully explain. 

 

Then, Markus turned around and closed his eyes. “Father God,” he said, “what has happened to 
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Asa and Zimri?” 

 

“My son, they are very hardened against Me,” God’s kind and loving voice said to Markus. 

“You saw that both of them rejected all that you had to tell them. They refused to repent, to 

seek Me, and turn to Me.  

 

“Rather, in their time of trial, they fell away from the faith, and rejected Me. They cast Me off, 

and sought to please themselves rather than Me. They love this world more than they love Me. 

That is why they have become so hardened against Me.  

 

“In this cell they are in, they are able to read books, watch movies, play video games, and 

pursue their own goals, but they are miserable, as you have seen. They are living in a prison 

which they have placed themselves in by being proud, stubborn, ornery, selfish, and wicked. 

They will be judged for their evil doings and for their rebellious hearts. Fire will fall upon them 

because they will not listen to Me, and repent, and seek Me.  

 

“I am sad to say this, but you may see more of this happen in the near future to other people 

who join your group. Now go, my son, and minister to Gregory. And, I the LORD your God 

and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

Markus walked back over to Gregory and placed his hands on the bars of Gregory’s cell door.  

 

“Gregory, do you know why you are here?” Markus said as he gazed through the bars a the 

young, silver-haired man.  

 

“I guess I must have been proud,” Gregory admitted. “I think I was also doubting that God 

would guide us along this journey. I felt that He had left us to fight for ourselves against all 

these evil knights, and I felt alone. But, that can’t be true, can it?” 

 

“Father God sent the golden knights to assist us in the battle,” Markus said. “And, God gave me 

the strength to fight off and overcome a mounted knight who was pursuing me. It was God who 

gave us the victory over all our enemies. He will continue to do that the rest of our lives. He 

has not forsaken us.” 

 

Andrew walked up to the prison door and said, “God encouraged the children of Israel when 

they were nervously thinking about going into the promised land and fighting against literal 

giants and superior armies.  

 

“Deuteronomy chapter 31, verse 3 says, ‘The Lord thy God, he will go over before thee, 

and he will destroy these nations from before thee, and thou shalt possess them : and 

Joshua, he shall go over before thee, as the Lord hath said.’ [Deuteronomy 31:3.]” 

 

“And,” Andrew said, “Deuteronomy 31, verse 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.’ [Deuteronomy 31:6.]” 

 

“So,” Gregory said, looking at Andrew, “God will go with us, and will not fail us, nor forsake 

us? That must be the truth.” Then, with sudden excitement, he said, “Yes! That is the truth. I 

believe it.” 
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“God gives us good courage and tells us not to be afraid,” Markus said. Then, he turned his 

broadsword around and shoved it between the bars with the hilt facing Gregory. [Hilt: The handle of 

a sword.] 

 

“Take my sword and use it to cut your way out of this cell,” Markus said. “You’ll find it grows 

stronger as you use it, for this is the sword of the Spirit, the Word of God.” 

 

“Thank you,” Gregory said. Just as he reached to grab the hilt, a full suit of shiny armor 

suddenly appeared on him. [Note: The armor had been available to him this whole time because it could 

never be lost, but it could be neglected.] 
 

The men gasped in astonishment at what had just happened.  

 

“God gave me my armor back,” Gregory said. “Praise His holy Name!” 

 

Now, clad in polished metal, Gregory drew his own broadsword from its scabbard. Markus 

withdrew his sword hilt as he watched Gregory prepare to swing his own weapon. With 

powerful strokes, Gregory attacked the metal bars of his cell door. Then, Markus began 

striking the bars from his side. Clang. Clang. Ding. 

 

The swords began to shine brightly with the pure, white light of 

God’s Word as the pilgrim knights attack the bars that had 

imprisoned Gregory White-peak. Suddenly, yellow-orange 

flames leaped up from their sword blades, starting at the lower 

ends of both blades and ending at the sharp, sword tips. In 

seconds, the same miracle happened for all the pilgrim knights. 

 

“All of our swords are burning with fire,” Henry said with widened eyes as he held up his own 

sword. Bright flames rose up two inches from the edge of the blade. 

 

Then, Henry remembered a verse from the Psalms. “This reminds me of Psalm 119, verse 

105,” Henry said. “It says, ‘[105] Thy word is a lamp unto my feet, and a light unto my 

path.’ [Psalm 119:105.]” 

 

“That’s right,” Andrew said. “I remember that now. Praise Almighty God, our Father!” 

 

Within a minute, the iron bars were cut to pieces, and Gregory was able to squeeze through the 

opening. Once outside the cell, he rejoiced with great joy. But, as he was rejoicing, a sound 

came echoing down the dungeon hallway.  

 

“Gregory,” Markus said, turning to listen, “I hear something.”  

 

Gregory turned to Markus and listened quietly. “What is it?”  

 

“Footsteps,” Markus said. “Let’s get moving.” 

 

Just as he was speaking, the footfalls grew louder and sounded heavy and rapid like the sound 

of running feet.  
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“Soldiers are coming,” Henry said. “But, God is with us.” 

 

Then, a group of twenty evil knights with dark-grey armor came into view from around a bend 

in the tunnel. They were jogging quickly and were armed with battle axes, spears, and swords. 

 

“There they are! Attack them!” one evil knight near the front shouted.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fleeing from the Guards 
 

 

The four pilgrim knights didn’t wait a second longer. With their flaming swords in hand, 

Markus and his friends sprinted down the hall at full speed. And, their foes accelerated, in 

pursuit. Steel sabatons (i.e. armored shoes) pounded the stone floor and metallic footfalls 

echoed off the dungeon walls. Click. Clack. Click. Clack. The sound grew louder. 

 
[Sabaton (singular noun): A sabaton was a jointed piece of metal foot armor (for each foot) that was designed to articulate (or 

move like a hinge) as the knight walked. The armor that covered a knight’s lower leg below the knee and above the sabaton was 

called a greave. Poleyn were armored knee guards.] 

 

“What do we do now, Father God?” Markus prayed silently as he ran.  

 

“To your left is a door, My son,” God’s gentle voice said. “Take it and you will find a stairway 

leading down to the ground at the base of the cliff. You will find a cave with a concealed 

entrance. Outside that cave, you will find freedom. You will meet your horses there as well. 

Now, rest in Me, and you will do well. And, I the LORD your God have spoken.” 

 

“Thank you, Father God,” Markus whispered.  
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He spoke to his three friends, saying, “Brothers, God just showed me something. Follow me, 

and we will escape this castle.” 

 

“Okay, Markus,” Andrew said. “We’re right behind you.” 

 

Markus sped up faster, charging toward a solid door in the left wall of the hallway. Unlike the 

barred prison doors, this door was made of wood. He slowed to a stop before the door, grabbed 

a metal handle and pulled. It was locked. Markus felt fear suddenly attacking him, and he 

wondered if he was somehow mistaken about the door. 

 

“Markus, My son, use your sword,” God’s kind voice said.  

 

“Oh, my sword,” Markus said, holding up his fiery weapon. 

“Since it can cut through iron bars, it must be able to cut 

through wood.”  

 

He began hacking at the door. Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. 

Dents and nicks appeared in the oak wood, followed by 

long splinters. The flames began to die down on Markus’s 

broadsword, and potential was reduced. Fear was squeezing him as he worked. 

 

“Markus,” Henry said from the rear of the group. “Markus, please hurry up. The enemy is 

almost upon us.” 

 

“God has not given me fear,” Markus said suddenly. “He has given me power, love, and a 

sound mind.” He remembered the words of 2 Timothy chapter 1, verse 7–‘[7] 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.] 

 

With renewed courage, Markus continued hacking at the door. And, the flames on his sword 

leaped up high. The wood began to get scorched with the hot tongues of fire. 

 

Click. Clack. Click. Clack. The troop of twenty evil knights closed the distance rapidly as they 

ran toward the pilgrims. Just as the nearest enemy soldier was twelve feet away, the wooden 

door suddenly split in half. As it did, Markus held up his shield and charged toward it. Crunch! 

As Markus burst through the oaken door, it splintered into pieces as if it were made of decaying 

wood.  

 

He reached a stone landing at the top of a long set of spiral stairs. The stairwell was completely 

dark except for the buttery-yellow light that emanated from the sword flames. Andrew 

followed Markus closely. And, right behind both of them stood Gregory with a concerned look 

on his face. 

 

Cling. Clang. A ringing clash suddenly came from behind him, and Markus guessed it was 

Henry fighting off the soldiers. 

 

“Let’s go,” Markus said. “I believe Henry will follow us.” 
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The three men began descending the staircase. When Markus reached the tenth step down, he 

paused and turned back, holding up his fiery sword. The steps behind Gregory were vacant and 

dark. 

 

“Henry,” Markus shouted, “come down here!” 

 

But, there was no response.  

 

“Henry!” Markus shouted.  

 

Gregory, at the rear, turned and charged back up the spiral steps. The clash of metal against 

metal pierced through the ruptured, scorched, wooden door. He could now see Henry fighting 

off two evil knights, keeping them at bay.  

 

“Henry,” Gregory said, “come down here as soon as you can.” 

 

“I will,” Henry said as he swung his fiery broadsword to parry an iron axe. 

 

Then, the 50-year-old suddenly charged toward the soldier, with his shield up, and slammed his 

shield into the evil knight. The knight lost balance, and Henry was able to strike the foe in the 

shoulder several times. He slammed into the evil knight again, and the foe fell backward into 

his comrades.  

 

Without waiting a second, Henry wheeled around and dashed through the broken door. He 

descended the staircase, breathing heavily. Seeing him come, Gregory, Markus, and Andrew 

began jogging down the steps. The four pilgrim knights descended for a few minutes.  

 

Before long, they reached the last few steps, breathing hard, and found themselves in a small 

cave or grotto. The jagged mouth of the cave lay just twenty feet away. As Markus drew near it, 

his sword flames revealed pine needles and woody limbs covering the opening. Dozens of pine 

trees blocked the entrance of the cave, forming a natural concealment.  

 

Markus sheathed his broadsword and the flames went out. Then, he got on his hands and knees, 

and crawled through the dense, pine branches. The others followed him. Soon, they had pushed 

through the thick screen of pine trees, and they saw a small wood of evergreens, which 

surrounded them. Markus pushed his way through more needle-covered branches and came out 

into a clearing at the base of the high cliff or bluff.  

 

He looked straight up the rocky, cliff face and whistled low. “That is a great distance we just 

descended,” he said. 

 

As Andrew approached him, he followed Markus’s lead, and peered up at the top of the cliff. 

“That was a miracle that God was able to get us into the dungeon to help rescue Gregory. It was 

also a miracle that God got us safely past all the castle guards.” 

 

“Look out,” Gregory said as he burst through the trees. “Soldiers are coming by the dozens!” 

 

Henry followed Gregory through the trees and exclaimed, “Swarms of knights are following 

us!”  
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The sound of hoof beats filled the air as Markus and his friends drew their fiery swords and 

prepared for a fierce battle.  

 

“I don’t want to go back to that dungeon, or to a torture chamber,” Gregory said with concern 

as he clutched his flaming broadsword. 

 

Rustling sounds suddenly came from the trees. Two evil soldiers shoved their way through the 

pine branches and drew their swords as they ran. But, just as they were about to reach Gregory, 

one unexpectedly tripped on a fallen log, and the second knight stumbled over his comrade.  

 

An evil knight in dark-grey armor suddenly jumped out at Henry, and attacked. Clang. Ding. 

Clash. Broadsword rang against broadsword as the 50-year-old fought against a vicious foe.  

 

Just then, white horses appeared, galloping across the clearing toward the pilgrim knights. 

They all had empty saddles and came at full speed. While more evil knights emerged from the 

copse, Markus turned toward the horses and breathed a sigh of relief. And, he rejoiced. God 

had told him that the horses would meet them.  

 

A white charger clopped up to Markus, slowing its pace until it reached him. He sheathed his 

flaming broadsword and mounted the horse. As their horses approached them, the other 

pilgrim knights mounted them.  

 

Henry shoved his shield against the evil knight and struck him in the helmet a few times. The 

foe’s sallet helmet bent in, and he retreated. Then, Henry quickly mounted his horse, almost 

leaping into the saddle. [Sallet helmet: See Chapter 1 and the section titled: “The Castle of Baron Tyrannous 

Entertainment.”] 
 

With a flick of his reins, Markus sent his steed galloping across the grassy clearing. The other 

pilgrim knights followed, riding their chargers at full speed. Henry, in his saddle, turned his 

head back to glance at his foes. The soldiers were shaking their fists at him as he galloped 

away. 

 

“We will destroy you one day,” an evil knight shouted at the top of his voice. 

 

The pilgrim knights reached the end of clearing and plunged into more woods. This part of the 

forest was less dense than the wood he had just left, and the horses could move without much 

hindrance from tree limbs and undergrowth. In a short time, they reached a trail, and Markus 

slowed his horse to a trot. He and his companions began journeying down the path, praying for 

God’s protection and guidance.  

 

 

On the Trail 
 

 

Markus remembered how they had reached a fork in a path earlier, before they had taken the 

left fork up to the castle of Baron Pride. He also remembered that the right fork had passed 

through the lower end of the mountain saddle. Earlier, he had guessed that the right fork would 

descend to a valley below the mountain where he had not yet been. 
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“Father God, is this the trail we need to go on to reach the Kingdom of Heaven?” Markus asked 

quietly as he rode. 

 

“This is the way, My son. Go on it. It will take you to your next destination,” God’s loving 

voice said. 

 

“Thank you, Abba Father God,” Markus said. “You are a good Father.” 

 

“Thank you, My son. I love you very much,” God said. 

 

“Wow,” Markus said silently as he thought about God’s amazing love. “No one loves like God 

does. God is love. 1 John 4:16 says, ‘[16] And we have known and believed the love that God 

hath to us. God is love ; and he that dwelleth in love dwelleth in God, and God in him.’” 

 

“Markus,” Gregory said presently, “are we on the right trail?” 

 

“God showed me that this is the way we need to go,” Markus said out loud, turning in his 

saddle to face his friends. “We are on the correct path. I believe it will take us down into a 

valley below this mountain.” 

 

“Very good,” Gregory said. “I will be glad to leave this mountain behind.” 

 

They traveled for a few more minutes, and then a troubling thought came to Markus. He 

remembered the faces of the Othniel Quince and Othniel’s three accomplices. They had 

refused to accompany Markus, Andrew, and Henry to check out the dungeon. Othniel’s tone 

had been one of defiance and stubbornness. He had not wanted to seek God’s will or do it. And, 

he had not listened to God’s Spirit convicting him of sin, and of the need to repent, and to seek 

God.  

 

“We forgot about Othniel, Jeroboam, Omri, and Ahab,” Markus said to the men riding beside 

him. 

 

“That’s right,” Andrew said, inhaling suddenly. “We should probably go back and see what has 

become of them. They might be in a dungeon now, or worse.” 

 

“I need to seek God about this,” Markus said. 

 

“I need to as well,” Andrew said.  

 

“Father God,” Markus said quietly, “I remember Othniel Quince and the other three men who 

remained behind and wouldn’t listen to us. Should we go back to see what has happened with 

them? I sure hope they are not captured.” 

 

“My son, these men are very resistant to Me,” God said to Markus’s spirit. “They will not listen 

to Me, or repent. They are seeking to please themselves, and to not please Me, or to do My will. 

I am calling out to them. But, they are not listening to Me or obeying Me. So, don’t go to try to 

rescue them. I will deal with them and call out to them up until they harden their hearts, or not. 

I am pleased you have sought Me. I love you very much. And, I the LORD your God and Abba 
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Father have spoken.” 

 

“Thank you for what you have shown me,” Markus said quietly.  

 

He then turned his attention to the men riding beside him and informed them about what God 

had just told him.  

 

“Well, Father God knows how to reach people like that,” Andrew said. “And, He will keep 

calling out to them.” 

 

 

Four in a Dungeon 
 

 

Back at the castle of Baron Pride, deep in the lowest dungeon, four men sat in a cell, playing 

video games on a large, wide-screen TV set. They were playing a multiplayer video game and 

eating some stale chips.  

 
[Note: This video game technology is from the 1990s and later. But, it is featured in this allegorical / fiction 

story for spiritual purposes.] 

 

Nonetheless, their dungeon cell was not comfortable in the least. Cold, iron shackles were 

clamped around their ankles and were fastened to heavy, iron balls. Water dripped from the 

ceiling in places and made sleep difficult. Their beds were nonexistent, so they slept on the 

chilly, stone floor of the cell. Dirty rags sewn together acted as thin blankets and pillows. 

 

Shortly after Markus, Andrew, and Henry had left Othniel, two evil knights had suddenly come 

from around a bend in the hall and had spotted Othniel’s group. But, by this time, Othniel and 

his three accomplices had no heart to fight their foes. So, they had dropped their shields and 

swords, and had raised their hands in surrender. Fear, pride, and unbelief had gripped them. 

The two enemy soldiers summoned more guards to come to their assistance. Then, they had 

locked up the four, spiritually-weakened pilgrims. 

 

Now, as Othniel and his accomplices played the video game in their cell, God’s Spirit called 

out to them, but they ignored him. And, they continued to resist him as time went on. But, God 

did not stop calling out to them until these men passed from this life. 

 

 

Arriving at the Town of Rebellion 
 

 

Meanwhile, Markus, Andrew, Henry, and Gregory descended the mountain toward a valley 

they had never been to. After traveling for some miles through forests, cow pastures, and fields, 

they saw before them a walled town with a castle behind it built on a high hill. The town was 

situated at the base of the steep, grassy hill, as many medieval villages were. Church steeples, 

jail towers, and four-storied buildings rose above the curtain walls.  

 
[Curtain wall: a wall linking two towers or gates together.] 
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“My son,” God’s voice spoke to Markus, “I would like you to go into this town, and preach to 

this town, and warn it that judgment will come upon it if it will not repent. It is a very hardened 

town, and the people are very wicked before Me, more so than the other town you had been to, 

which was called Insipidity.” 

 

“Okay,” Markus said, nodding. 

 

“The people in this town are hardened almost like the pharaoh of Egypt, who withstood Moses 

and Aaron when they called out to him to have My people leave Egypt. So, likewise, shall the 

people withstand you. And, in this town you will meet some of your former friends, who will 

oppose you. I tell you this so that you will know what shall happen.” 

 

“Oh,” Markus said, pursing his lips.  

 
[Pursing lips: This refers to moving one’s lips together to form a circle.] 

 

“The people will grab you and place you in a prison, but I will be with you and will deliver you 

from the prison. There, in the prison, you will testify of Me to the prisoners, and some will 

repent. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

“Wow,” Markus said, breathing deeply, as he sat in his saddle. “I didn’t realize you would tell 

me all those details.” 

 

“I tell them to you to give you a prophecy so that it shall not come upon you unawares,” God’s 

kind voice said to his spirit. “You will not be beaten, or stoned, or tortured. You will be 

imprisoned in a cell briefly, and then you will escape, because I will have you and your friends 

move on from there. If the people do not repent, then judgment will fall upon their city and 

destroy it. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

“Thank you for showing me this, Abba Father God,” Markus said. “I am willing to be 

persecuted for your sake. I just feel fearful now that you’ve told me all these things, but I give 

you all My fears, and I choose to trust you.”  

 

“Tell your friends, My son, what I have shown you,” God said graciously. “And, I the LORD 

your God and Father have spoken.” 

 

Markus turned his attention to the men riding beside him and said, “Brothers, I need to tell you 

something God has show me. …” He informed them about all that God had said. Then, Henry 

frowned in deep thought and furrowed his brow.  

 

“What’s troubling you?” Markus said as he looked at the 50-year-old. 

 

“I am bothered that God would show you these things,” Henry said, scratching his longish, 

brown beard. “I fear that we will be placed in a dungeon and be forgotten.” 

 

“Don’t fear, Henry,” Markus said, reassuringly. “God is taking care of us, and He told me that 

we will not be tortured. He also said that our stay in the prison would be brief because He will 

cause us to escape.” 
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“Okay,” Henry said, sighing. “I choose to trust this.” 

 

“You should seek God about this for yourself,” Markus said. “He will talk to you about 

anything you ask Him if you desire to know Him well.” 

 

“Okay, Markus,” Henry said, nodding. “I’ll seek God about this.” 

 

The men continued on their journey. A couple miles later, they reached a gate in the high, 

curtain walls surrounding the town. As they neared a town gate, their shiny, silvery armor 

began to lose its opacity, and it became more and more translucent. Soon, it was almost 

invisible. But, their long, white tunics, trousers, and leather boots appeared beneath the armor. 

 

 
[Curtain wall: a wall linking two towers or gates together.]    [Opacity: Having the quality of being opaque. The word 

“opaque” refers to a substance which does not allow light to pass through it.]    [Translucent: This refers to being partially 

see-through. Tinted glass is usually translucent. Some light passes through it.]    [Transparent objects are clear and allow 

objects behind them to be distinctly seen through them.]    [Nasal helmet: This was a round helmet with a nose guard also 

called a “nasal.” The nose guard (or nasal) was a piece of metal that projected down over the nose.]    [Halberd: A medieval 

weapon with a long, wooden handle and a multipurpose head. The halberd head is a combination of an axe blade; and a sharp, 

metal prong on the other side; and a long, spear tip at the very top.] 

 

[Note: The pilgrims’ armor became transparent because humans that are not pilgrims cannot see it. But, the Ephesians 6 armor, 

which the pilgrim knights wear, is still on them. It never actually leaves a true believer in Jesus, who is a sheep. See the Gospel 

of John, chapter 10.]  

 

 

Markus noticed that two guards standing at the town gate were coldly staring at him and his 

friends. One of the guards left his position and approached them. He carried a halberd and a 

shield, and was armored with a coat of mail, a nasal helm, and mail trousers.  

 

“Stop,” the man ordered as he gripped his halberd tightly. 

 

A blue and orange surcoat covered the soldier’s coat of mail, identifying this 

guard as a human. A similar surcoat was worn by his fellow guard. 

 

Markus and his friends pulled their horses to a stop and waited. 

 

“Who are you and what is your business in this town?” the soldier said 

harshly. “You appear to be foreigners.” 

 

“What should I say?” Markus silently asked his Father God. 

 

“My son, tell him that you wish to give important news to the city in the town square,” God 

said calmly. 

 

“We have come to bring your town important news,” Markus said with a sense of God’s 

presence and peace. “We’d like to speak of it in the town square.” 

 

The soldier frowned for a few moments as he considered the request. Then, he looked back up 

at Markus. “Okay, you may enter,” he said as he relaxed slightly and stepped out of the way. 

He motioned for the men to continue through the gate. 
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The four pilgrims dismounted and walked with their horses through the busy, cobblestone 

streets. Street vendors attempted to sell them apples, pears, and other foods. But, the pilgrims 

just pressed on their way toward the large, town square, which was surrounded by four-story, 

half-timbered buildings. A wooden platform sat empty in the center of the square.  

 

Curious villagers began staring at the strangers in white. Most everyone was dressed in simple 

clothing dyed hazel brown, dark green, sky blue, flaxen yellow, or maroon. White garments 

were nowhere to be seen among the villagers. 

 

“Hey, you men, where did you get those white garments and those glorious chargers?” a burly 

man with a beard shouted at them. 

 

The four pilgrims were just about to step onto the wooden, speaking platform. 

 

“Sir, they are a gift from God. God had a friend of ours give us the horses,” Markus said.  

 

“And, our clothing came from Christ Jesus,” Andrew added. “We are clothed with the 

garments of righteousness. These garments were not given to us based on any works we did. 

Rather, they were given to us because we trusted in the Name of Jesus Christ alone for 

salvation.” 
 
[A note about the garments of righteousness: 
 Psalm 132:9 says: “[9] Let thy priests be clothed with righteousness ; and let thy saints shout for joy.”  
And, Revelation 19:7-8 says: “[7] Let us be glad and rejoice, and give honor to him : for the marriage of the Lamb is come, 
and his wife hath made herself ready. [8] And to her was granted that she should be arrayed in fine linen, clean and white : 
for the fine linen is the righteousness of saints.”] 

 

“Bah, that is preposterous,” the burly villager said, waving his hand in disgust and spitting on 

the ground. “Take your Jesus and leave us! We don’t want anything to do with Him or with 

you!” Then, he cursed and uttered profanity.  

 

“We are called by the Most High God to warn you and all of this town,” Markus said as he 

stepped onto the platform, “that judgment shall fall upon you if you will not repent from your 

sins and turn to the living God.” 

 
[Repent (verb): This means to change one’s mind and actions about something. Biblical repentance is looking to God for 

help to guide you in forsaking sin. God never temps anyone, as James chapter 1 says. He always provides a way out of every 

temptation, if we will look to Him for guidance and help.] 

 

Markus released his horse’s reins and gently slapped it on the side. The horse trotted off and 

headed down a street toward a town gate. Andrew, Henry, and Gregory did the same with their 

horses, trusting that God would bring the steeds back to them once they were through this trial. 

 

 

Conflict on the Platform 
 

 

“People of the town of Rebellion, you have turned away from God, the Creator, and have 

sought after idols and things which are harmful to you. You have served idols, witchcraft, 

selfish pursuits, adultery, greed, pride, lust, worldly entertainment, and ungodliness. You have 
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hardened your heart against God, your Creator and the Bible, His Word. God is warning you 

that if you will not repent, your town shall be destroyed,” Markus said loudly.  

 

As he spoke those words, hundreds of people turned to face him. Most shook their heads, 

laughed, shrugged their shoulders, and went back to their business. But, some walked forward 

and stood near the platform. However, angry expressions appeared on many faces. 

 

“If you will not repent, fire shall be poured upon you in Hell,” Markus said with a raised 

voice, “and burning sulfur, and magma or molten rock. You shall not enjoy any sleep or rest, 

and your pain and suffering will be immense, if you will not repent and turn to the living God 

who created you.” 

 

“Boo,” a lady said loudly.  

 

Several more people joined her. 

 

When the disturbance had died down, Andrew Strong-heart spoke up and said, “God is not 

willing that any should perish, as 2 Peter chapter 3, verse 9, says. With great love and 

compassion for us, God wants all people to repent and turn to His Only Begotten Son, Jesus 

Christ. But, if you continue to refuse His offer of salvation, there will be a day of visitation 

where God will bring you justice. You will be cut down, and your souls and spirits will be 

taken down into a supernatural region called Hell. Hell has intense suffering, hot flames, and 

eternal torment for all who are there. You do not want to go there.” 

 

Markus Christian said, “Turn to Jesus Christ, and repent from your sin, and He will blot 

out your sins, forgive you, and make you His own. You will then have eternal life and will 

be in Heaven when you pass from this life. In Heaven, you will live in glory, and in beauty, and 

will have great joy forever.” 

 

More jeers and much booing came from the crowd. Then, suddenly, a man emerged from the 

multitude and stepped onto the platform. He was dressed in a long, black tunic and matching 

trousers. He carried in his hands a leather Bible, which appeared to be brand new.  

 

Markus instantly recognized Elihu Coppersmith, a man in his early 50s who Markus had 

helped rescue from the dungeon of Baron Tyrannous Entertainment’s castle. 

 

“What are you doing here, Elihu?” Markus said, surprised. “You left us right before we 

attacked the fortified bridge.” 

 

“Yes, I and two other men left your group because you are false teachers,” Elihu said, glaring at 

him. “You were trying to deceive us into following a strict and legalistic set of rules.” 

 

“That is a lie,” Markus said, shocked that Elihu would say such falsehood. 

 

Elihu’s long, brown beard had been cut shorter and trimmed up neatly since Markus had last 

seen him.  

 

“I am an advisor to the honorable lord mayor of this town,” Elihu said with arrogance in his 

voice. “The worshipful lord mayor is not pleased that you are here to stir up this village. You 
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are speaking falsehood to these people.”  

 

“We are speaking the truth,” Andrew said, jumping in. “It is not falsehood what we teach.” 

 

“You men are false prophets, teaching lies to the people,” Elihu said, speaking slander.  

 

Turning to the audience below the platform, Elihu said loudly, “Men and women of the town of 

Rebellion, I am sent by God to tell you that you shall have blessing, prosperity, and abundance. 

Your fields shall yield tenfold increases in crops. Your livestock shall be multiplied. All you 

set your hands to do shall be blessed.” 

 

Dozens of people began clapping. Several men whistled with delight. 

 

“Don’t listen to anyone tell you otherwise,” Elihu said. “God sees you and will bless you. 

There is no need for you to repent from your sins, for God will just forgive you and bless you. 

No judgment shall fall upon this town or on you people.” 

 

“Those are all lies!” Markus cried. “God can only bless those who repent. The Lord Jesus 

Christ said these words in Revelation chapter 2, verses 4 and 5: ‘[4] Nevertheless I have 

somewhat against thee, because thou hast left thy first love. [5] Remember therefore 

from whence thou art fallen, and repent, and do the first works ; or else I will come 

unto thee quickly, and will remove thy candlestick out of his place, except thou repent.’ 

[End quote.] [Revelation 2:4-5.] When Jesus removes your candlestick, it means that the 

Holy Spirit is not dwelling in you, and you are lost.” 

 

Andrew added, saying: “And, in Revelation chapter 21, verses 6 and 7, God says: ‘[7] He that 

overcometh shall inherit all things ; and I will be his God, and he shall be my son. [8] 

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.’” 

 

“Don’t listen to these men,” Elihu said loudly, facing the crowds. “They are serpents and 

knaves. They will steal your shoes if you let them stay in your house overnight. And, they will 

kill you in your sleep if you have insulted them at the table. I am the true messenger of God. I 

know what they are like, and they are liars.”  

 
[Knave: A man who is a deceiver or a liar.] 

 

“Elihu Coppersmith,” Markus said boldly with a loud voice, “God did not send you to say 

those false words.” 

 

Elihu turned to face Markus and looked at him with mock surprised. But, Markus could see an 

evil glint in his eyes. 

 

“You are following in the footsteps of your father, the devil,” Markus Christian said, feeling 

God’s power and peace resting upon him as he spoke. “You love the praises of men rather than 

the praises that God gives to His children. John chapter 12, verse 43, said this of some of the 

Pharisees: ‘[43] For they loved the praise of men more than the praise of God.’ [John 

12:43.]” 
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Elihu just shook his head and smirked arrogantly. 

 

Markus added: “You have forsaken the right path to choose the path of Baal worship as 2 Peter 

says in chapter 2, verse 15: ‘[15] Which have forsaken the right way, and are gone astray, 

following the way of Balaam the son of Beor, who loved the wages of unrighteousness ;’ 

[2 Peter 2:15.]” 

 

“Money, popularity, greed, and selfishness are your gods,” Markus said. “Since you have 

come against the living God in a strong and rebellious way, you will not continue on the 

surface of the earth.” 

 

“I defy you. And, I will…,” Elihu started to say with a coldly tone in his voice, but he suddenly 

stopped speaking in mid-sentence. At that moment, he had a sudden, massive heart attack, and 

he collapsed to the platform, dead. Those were the last words he spoke while on the surface of 

the earth. Villagers nearby gasped in astonishment and horror.  

 

From the crowd came two men dressed in black clothing. They leaped onto the platform and 

hurried over to the fallen man. Markus recognized Ahaziah Bronze-smith and Jehoiakim 

Iron-fist as they knelt before the corpse of the false teacher and blasphemer. 

 

Both men looked very grieved to see him die. Ahaziah stood up and turned toward Markus and 

Andrew. His eyes were full of hatred toward Markus.  

 

“Markus Christian, I will kill you one day,” Ahaziah said coldly before he turned and hopped 

off the stage.  

 

Jehoiakim stood slowly and glanced at Markus furtively before he turned and left the platform. 

He pushed his way through the crowds, heading toward an alley between two buildings. As 

Jehoiakim receded into the crowd, the assembly began to part and make way for a procession 

of thirty soldiers. Most were armed with halberds, but four carried crossbows.  

 

Then, the people in the crowd began to chant viciously, “Kill them! Kill them!”  

 

More cruel, cold voices chimed in, saying, “Kill the liars!” Before long, nearly the entire 

audience was repeatedly shouting, “Kill them!” 

 

Markus, Andrew, Henry, and Gregory felt nervous, but, simultaneously, they also felt God’s 

presence and compassionate care surrounding them like a wall.  

 

The soldiers reached the platform and approached the four pilgrims. One, an officer, stepped 

forward and said, “By order of the lord mayor of this town of Rebellion, I hereby place you 

four men under arrest.” 

 

Markus and his friends made no resistance as cold, metal handcuffs were locked around their 

wrists and they were led away, under escort. As they went, people jumped up and down and 

shouted, “Death to these knaves! Death to these deceivers!” 

 

Hearing their voices brought some fear to Markus, but he quickly gave it to God. Peace 
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returned to his soul as he remembered what God had told him would happen. In a short time, 

they had passed through the crowd, down a few streets, out a town gate, and up toward the 

castle on the hill. Flying on flagpoles atop castle towers, bright and colorful standards fluttered 

and snapped in the breeze. They displayed a blue and orange coat of arms, which belonged to 

the lord of the castle.  

 

“Whose castle is this?” Markus asked one of the guards escorting him as they neared a 

drawbridge. 

 

The man turned to him and scowled. He said, “It is the castle of Sir George Mount-hill, the 

duke of Mortshire. You must be a foreigner. The duke does not take kindly to strangers.” 

 

A sinking feeling suddenly reached Markus’s chest as fear began to sink into his heart.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Vision in the Castle of Duke Mount-hill 

 
 

“Four days from now, you pilgrims will be brought to the gallows and hanged,” a soldier said 

through the iron bars of a cold cell in Duke Mount-hill’s castle dungeon. “Or,” the guard added 

with a chuckle, “the duke will have you executed sooner, if he so chooses.”  

 

Markus was sitting in a dungeon cell alone, but he was not truly alone. For, he knew that God 

was with him. 

 

A cruel smile wrinkled the guard’s clean-shaven face, which was framed by his 

barbute helmet and short hauberk. 
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[Note: The short hauberk was a mail hood that covered the neck, shoulders, and head.] [Barbute: This was a 15
th

 century helmet 

which often had a Y-or-T-shaped facial opening in the front for breathing and visibility. Some had an arched opening, but the 

opening was still smallish compared to that of other helmet styles. Unique among the barbute designs, those with a Y-shaped 

opening had a projection to guard the nose.]  

 

Hearing that news sent shivers through Markus’s spine. He hadn’t expected that God would 

allow him to be executed. The pilgrim’s Heavenly Father had told him that he would escape the 

prison. Now, there were only four days for God to work the escape, or possibly less. Fear began 

to grip Markus Christian’s stomach like a vise.  

 

“We might think of getting a confession from you by torture like we did the last executed 

prisoner,” the man said with an evil sense of humor.  

 

Markus quickly began giving his fears to God as he turned away from the gloating soldier. 

 

“Abba Father God,” Markus prayed silently, “I’ve felt very fearful about what might happen to 

me, and I’ve doubted what you told me. I repent from those sins and from unbelief. I choose to 

trust you. And, I give you all these fears and sins. You are my hope and trust. You are my shield 

and salvation. I choose to trust in you even though I feel fearful still.” 

 

“Rest, My son, for I am with you. You will not be tortured. I will help you escape. Rest,” God’s 

gently voice responded.  

 

Then, Markus turned back to the guard, but the man had walked on. His footsteps echoed down 

the hallway. The groans and murmuring of other prisoners returned when he was out of 

earshot.  

 

As Markus breathed deeply, he noticed more strongly the odor of the foul-smelling, damp, 

dungeon air. Depression began to sink deep into Markus’s soul. The whole place was 

putrid-smelling, cold, dark, and grim. He began to forget what God had told him. The prophecy 

of how he would escape the dungeon slipped from his memory.  

 

Unseen by Markus, evil creatures with dark-grey skin placed their fingers into his head and 

gave him feelings of fear, loneliness, depression, and hopelessness. The weight of it all was 

like a heavy haversack (backpack) weighing him down. ‘Will I ever escape this miserable 

dungeon?’ Markus thought to himself, gloomily. ‘What if I am here for the rest of my life? Did 

I really hear God tell me He would get me out of prison?’ 

 

The thoughts pounded him and poked into his mind like arrows full of poison. ‘Why don’t I 

just kill myself and be done with this miserable existence?’ a thought came to him. Markus 

didn’t see an invisible, evil creature placing his hands into his head.  

 

“No,” Markus said, “I will not kill myself. God has a purpose for me. He has a purpose … for 

me.”  

 

Suddenly, Markus sensed a hand touching him on his shoulder. Peace began to fill his heart and 

mind. And, peace flooded his soul. The soothing presence of a loving Being was standing 

beside him. Sensing this, he turned and saw a tall man with a brown beard and a bright, caring 

smile on his face.  
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The man’s green eyes looked at Markus with pity, love, and compassion. They spoke of 

eternity, and life, and peace. Nothing evil, cold, or unpleasant could remain in the Presence of 

such a Person as the man who stood before Markus.  

 

The pilgrim turned fully around, and the bearded man with the green eyes said, “Markus, my 

son, I love you very deeply. You are very dear to Me. I am the Lord Jesus. Do not fear, 

My son. I love you and will never leave you, for I dwell in you, as the Scripture says.  

 

“Believe Me that I will never forsake you, and believe that this trial will soon be over. I 

love you, My son. I love you very much. Feed on My Word, and you will be strengthened. 

And, I the LORD your God have spoken.” 

 

With that, the man disappeared, but the Presence of God’s love remained.  

 

“Thank you, Lord Jesus,” Markus whispered. “You are so beautiful and kind. You are full of 

love and goodness, and truth.” 

 

“Oh,” Markus said suddenly, feeling something on his lap. 

 

He looked down and found a leather-bound Bible. Somehow, the Lord Jesus had provided the 

Holy Book for him to read, and he was grateful. Markus picked up the Bible and began reading 

it by torchlight. A torch was fixed to a wall bracket outside his cell door and provided bright 

enough light for him to read by.  

 

 

Meanwhile, in the town of Rebellion… 
 

 

Meanwhile, in the town of Rebellion, a crowd was gathering in the town square. The sun had 

set on the land, bringing night in its wake. Stars appeared above the small town of 5,000. When 

10 o’clock had arrived people began gathering in the town square. Sparks flew upward from a 

giant, roaring bonfire that was built on the paving stones near the middle of the town square. 

Pipe and drum music filled the air. And, druids were dancing around the blaze, worshipping 

and praising the name of Baal, a Canaanite god.   

 

Up on the wooden platform, more druids bowed before and worshiped a gold-plated statue of 

Baal. Townspeople joined the druids in the dance about the fire and the worship of Baal. Tables 

laden with food and barrels of wine had been set up, and the townspeople began getting drunk.  

 

The same platform where Markus and Andrew had given a message from God to warn the 

townspeople was now a scene of paganism, debauchery, and idolatry. Everyone who had heard 

the pilgrims’ warnings had ignored them and continued to live in hypocrisy, hedonism and 

self-indulgence.  

 

After the licentious and debauched festivities had ended in the early morning, the people 

dispersed and returned to their homes. Unknown to hedonistic, proud townspeople, hundreds 

of enemy sappers had been tunneling beneath the town for months. Large cavities had been dug 

out in certain locations under the town. Thick, wooden beams reinforced the underground 
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chambers and tunnels. 

 

These underground cavities were now being filled with barrels of gunpowder or black powder. 

Long fuses were connected to the barrels and made to snake through the tunnels. Ends were 

knotted together so that the fuses would carry the ignition flames to their targets. To make them 

burn faster and more reliably than earlier fuses, they were coated with a highly-flammable 

substance.  

 

 

In the Dungeon  
 

 

Three nights came and went following the time that Markus and Andrew had spoken in the 

town square. It was now the fourth night that Markus and his friends had been in prison beneath 

Duke Mount-hill’s castle. Markus had understood from the guards that the hanging would take 

place at noon some hours after the sun would have risen. He realized that he only had 10 hours 

before the hanging would take place since a guard had just told him it was 2 in the morning. 

 

Suddenly, he heard a thump come from outside his cell door. Markus stood up from the floor 

and walked over to the barred door. Peering through the gaps 

between the bars, he saw a guard lying on the ground, 

unconscious. But, in moments, a loud snoring came from the 

man’s nose. Markus’s eyes locked onto a set of keys which 

hung from a metal ring. The ring of keys was attached to the 

guard’s belt by a small cord.  

 

The Markus reached through the bars, stretching out his hands 

toward the cord with the key ring. He was able to grab the cord 

easily enough. Then, he began untying it slowly, hoping the 

soldier would not awake. Once it was untied, he slowly 

removed the keys, trying to not let them clack together. He 

didn’t want any more sounds than were absolutely necessary.  

 

Carefully, he pulled the keys through the bars, and breathed a 

sigh of relief. Then, he awkwardly placed a key in the keyhole, for it was an ancient, two-way 

lock. It didn’t work. So, he tried two more keys. As he did, he glanced at the sleeping guard. 

The snoring soldier hadn’t moved an inch since he fell unconscious to the floor.  

 

Markus selected another key. This was the fourth one. He inserted the key, and this time it 

turned in the lock, and the door clicked open. Rejoicing quietly, Markus picked up the Bible 

and took it with him as he stepped out of his cell. 

 

He was now in a hallway lined with prison doors. The guard was still asleep, snoring loudly. 

Markus prayed that no other guards would see him. Being human, they could possibly 

apprehend him or kill him. But, Markus rejected these fears and chose to trust God. After all, 

God had gotten him out of the cell and had put the guard into a deep sleep. 

 

He walked down the hall some distance and saw Henry in a cell on his right. The 50-year-old 
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man was reading a Bible by the light of a torch mounted in the hallway. Markus inserted a key 

and tried to turn it, but it wouldn’t unlock.  

 

He heard a sound come down the hallway to his right, and froze. Footsteps were approaching. 

Markus turned his head and spotted a supernatural enemy. It was a knight dressed in dark-grey 

armor with a sallet helmet.  

 
[Sallet: A style of medieval helmet that was popular during the 15th century. This style often had a curved flange of metal in the rear of the helmet. Later 

sallet helmets had movable visors (to protect the face) and bevors (to protect the neck and lower face). The bevor was a piece of armor that covered the 

upper shoulders, the neck, and the lower face.] 

  

“Markus,” Henry said, looking up from his Bible, “what are you doing out of your cell?” 

Then, Henry saw the metal object in Markus’s hand, and he said with a hoarse whisper, “You 

have the keys! Praise God!” 

 

Markus could see that the enemy’s visor was closed. In one hand, the foe held up a shield, and 

in the other, a war hammer.  

 

“Shh,” Markus said. “We’re in trouble. Take these keys.” 

 

Markus quickly passed the key ring to Henry, through the bars, and the older man began trying 

keys out for his cell door. But, the metallic footfalls were getting louder.  

 

One end of the foe’s hammer was a metal point for puncturing armor. The other end was a flat 

hammerhead for knocking men unconscious.  

 

“You humans will be thrown into a dungeon from which you will never escape,” the evil knight 

said as he walked toward Markus with an aggressive posture. On the evil knight’s helmet 

appeared a word in red paint: “Fear.” 

 

Then, Markus saw his armor – the silvery, Ephesians 6 armor – appear on his arms and all over 

his body. The armor went from being nearly invisible to being fully opaque. He drew his 

broadsword from its scabbard and held up his shield of faith.  

 
[Opaque: Something that is opaque does not let light pass through it. It is not transparent or semi-transparent.]  

 

Markus shut his close helm’s visor and said boldly, “God’s Word says this in Romans 8:37: 

‘Nay, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him that loved us.’”  
 

“You are weak,” the evil knight said harshly. “You cower before a mere mortal soldier, who 

dies when a plague strikes him. Pilgrim, you are ineffective and worthless.”  
 

[Close helm: See Chapter 1 in the part titled “Azul Cielo Mountains” for more information.]    [Cower: To move backward in 

fear. Or, this means to cringe in fear. To cringe means to move the body or head away from something, out of fear.] 

 

Then, he suddenly attacked, striking Markus with several powerful blows against his shield. 

Clang. Clang. Clang. Markus blocked a blow that was aimed at his helmet, but he missed one 

that was directed toward his shoulder. It struck his right pauldron (i.e. shoulder armor) with a 

dull ringing sound and sent shockwaves through his body. Then, the evil knight slammed his 

shield into Markus and knocked him off balance, and he fell to the ground.  
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[Pauldron: This is shoulder armor that also covers part of the upper back and a portion of the upper breastplate.]  

 

The dark-grey knight began pounding Markus’s shield with blow after blow from his hammer 

– tong, dong, clang – as the pilgrim knight lay on the stone floor. Just then, a cell door flung 

open and another pilgrim knight entered the battle. It was Henry Willow in a suit of shiny 

armor.  

 

The evil knight was about to rip Markus’s shield from his hands when Henry’s broadsword 

swung toward the knight’s armored neck. Henry hit him hard and fast with blow after blow 

against his foe’s sallet helmet and bevor (i.e. neck and lower face armor). The evil knight 

turned to fight off Henry, but Markus kicked him in the legs and knocked him to the ground.  

 
[Bevor: The bevor was a piece of armor that covered the upper shoulders, the neck, and the lower face.] 
 

Then, he and Henry struck the knight repeatedly. The foe’s bevor cracked, and his helmet 

began to dent inward. The evil being threw away his shield and broadsword, and ran toward a 

solid iron door a short way down the hall. He yanked it open and passed through. The door 

slammed shut, and it locked with a click. 

 

“Let’s get out of here before that human guard wakes up,” Markus told Henry as he opened his 

visor. 

 

“Good idea,” Henry said, opening his own visor. “I know where to find Gregory and Andrew.” 

 

The two men passed down the hallway and soon reunited with the other pilgrims in their group. 

Once Henry had released them from their cells, Andrew and Gregory rejoiced and praised God 

for the deliverance.  

 

“Let’s see about the other prisoners,” Markus said after the celebration was over. 

 

“God has shown me that they are all hardened against Him,” Andrew said soberly. “None of 

them will repent.”  

 

“It looks like they are also all in a deep sleep,” Markus said with astonishment as he peered at 

the unconscious forms in the cells nearby. In various cells, he could see men with their eyes 

closed, lying on ragged blankets. None moved at all, except for their rising and falling chests. 

 

Markus tapped the bars of a cell, and whispered loudly, but the prisoner within didn’t stir. He 

was in a deep sleep. Markus and the others soon found that none of the other prisoners would 

awaken from their sleep.  

 

Feeling somewhat reluctant to leave the prisoners behind, Markus paused to seek God. And, he 

found out from God that a deep sleep had come upon all the dwellers within the castle. God had 

told him to leave the compound and not return, for it would be destroyed in a short time. So, 

Markus listened to God’s guiding voice and began walking toward a spiral stairwell entrance at 

the end of the hallway.  

 

As they walked, Henry dropped the key ring to the floor and said, “I don’t need these 

anymore.” 
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The four pilgrims passed down a number of hallways, climbed up spiral staircases, and walked 

past numerous sleeping guards. A little later, when the silvery knights had reached the back 

gate in the castle curtain wall, they found that both the inner and outer gate doors were open.  

 

“This is a miracle,” Henry said as they walked across the grassy bailey.  
 

[Bailey: An outdoor courtyard surrounded by castle walls.]  

 

“God must have had these gates be opened miraculously while we were still in the dungeon,” 

Markus said as he approached the inner gate. 

 

The pilgrims passed through the back gate and walked across a lowered drawbridge. 

 

“Look over there,” Gregory said, pointing toward a field. 

 

“What is it?” Henry said. 

 

“Chargers are coming,” Gregory replied. 

 

Four white horses came trotting up to the pilgrims as they walked across the grass near the 

castle moat. 

 

 

Riding into the Night 
 

 

Grateful to have their horses back, the pilgrim knights mounted their steeds and rode off into 

the night. The moon washed the landscape in pale light and cast faint shadows from the horses 

and their riders. And, stars sparkled in the black void of space like snowflakes on a sable 

banner (or a black flag).  

 

Markus snapped the reins, and his horse began galloping. The rhythmic thuh-thump, 

thuh-thump of the galloping hooves was a pleasant sound to his ears, after having been in 

captivity. Air rushed over his face as the horse quickly covered ground. It felt good to breathe 

the fresh, clean air, and Markus inhaled deeply. Then, he realized his horse might tire, so he 

slowed the charger to a cantering pace. His friends did the same with their steeds. 

 
[Canter: The pace of a horse that is slower than a gallop but faster than a trot. It is the medium speed of a horse.] 
 

The pilgrim knights had only traveled two miles, when a deep, booming sound came from the 

direction of the castle they had just left. Markus turned in his saddle and watched, with great 

amazement, as a huge, bright ball of fire shot into the air. It was filled with flying debris and 

rubble: the remains of the town of Rebellion and the castle of Baron Mount-hill.  

 

Grey clouds rose high into the air, following the explosion. When the smoke had dissipated a 

little, Markus and his bewildered friends saw a blackened pile of rubble on the castle hill and 

another pile of rubble below the hill. The castle and the town were completely gone, taken 

away suddenly by a huge, gunpowder detonation. 
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When a few minutes of silence had passed, Gregory said, “What just happened? That whole 

town and castle are no more. Gone. It must have been a huge gunpowder explosion, but who 

would have set up the fuses and the barrels of gunpowder?” 

 

“I don’t know,” Andrew said, as he gazed at the distant rubble.  

 

“God allowed it to happen because of how wicked those people are,” Markus said soberly. 

“You saw how the townspeople, the guards, and even the prisoners rejected everything we said 

to them. And, you saw how they wanted to kill us for merely telling them the truth.” 

 

“We could also hear the sound of revelry,” Henry said, “drunken laughter, and voodoo drums 

coming faintly down the spiral stairwells. It is rock music they were playing as they partied 

upstairs.” 

 

“That’s the devil’s music,” Andrew said quietly. “They play that music to call up evil spirits to 

empower them.” 

 

“It is sad that those people were so hardened that they would not repent and seek God,” 

Gregory said solemnly.  

 

“That is sad,” Markus said. “I remember a certain scripture passage. Psalm 37, verse 12, says: 

‘[12] The wicked plotteth against the just, and gnasheth upon him with his teeth.’ And, 

Psalm 37, verses 14 through 17, says: ‘[14] The wicked have drawn out the sword, and 

have bent their bow, to cast down the poor and needy, and to slay such as be of upright 

conversation. [15] Their sword shall enter into their own heart, and their bows shall be 

broken. [16] A little that a righteous man hath is better than the riches of many wicked. 

[17] For the arms of the wicked shall be broken : but the Lord upholdeth the 

righteous.’” 

 

“That is very sobering,” Gregory said as he scratched his short, prematurely-grey beard. 

 

“Markus said, “I remember that Proverbs chapter 29, verse 1, says, ‘[1] He, that being often 

reproved hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly be destroyed, and that without remedy.’ 

[Proverbs 29:1.] You see, this man who was repeatedly reproved (corrected or warned) 

chose to harden his neck, and stubbornly chose to not turn his heart away from rebellion and 

sin.” 

 

“You know that King Saul once served God,” Andrew said, “but he departed from God to 

serve his own will and ambitions, contrary to what God wanted. And, Saul strongly sought to 

murder the innocent David, who would one day be king.” 

 

“Hmm,” Gregory said quietly as he listened. 

 

“In his hatred against David, Saul ordered the deaths of innocent priests who assisted David,” 

Andrew said. “Then, the wicked Saul went to a witch for counsel when he found that God 

wouldn’t answer him. We know that God forbids witchcraft and sorcery in Bible passages 

such as in Deuteronomy 18 and in Revelation 21, verse 7. If God will judge one wicked 

person, He will certainly judge a whole town or nation of very hardened and rebellious 
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people.” 

 

“You’re right,” Henry said. 

 

“And,” Andrew said, continuing, “1 Chronicles chapter 10 (verses 13 through 14) says: ‘[13] 

So Saul died for his transgression which he committed against the Lord, even against 

the word of the Lord, which he kept not, and also for asking counsel of one that had a 

familiar spirit, to inquire of it ; [14] and inquired not of the Lord : therefore he slew 

him, and turned the kingdom unto David the son of Jesse.’” 

 

“Let’s pray, brothers,” Markus said. “I think we need it.” 

 

The men halted their horses, dismounted, and prayed together. Then, God directed them to turn 

north and head toward a forest growing up at the edge of the fields they had ridden through. 

Mounting their white horses again, the pilgrim knights rode toward a trail head near the border 

of the woods. The dirt path through the woods brought them on a winding coarse toward a 

large, inland sea. As they traveled, Markus and Andrew had asked God about where the trail 

was heading toward. God had told the two that they and the other pilgrims would have to cross 

a sea to continue on their pilgrimage to Heaven.  

 

After traveling ten miles, they stopped their horses and set up a simple campsite. There was no 

food, and the men were very hungry, so they prayed. When they had finished praying, Henry 

opened his eyes and saw something in the moonlight that wasn’t there when he had closed his 

eyes to pray moments ago. A haversack and thick, rolled up blankets were lying on the ground 

directly in front of him. Other haversacks and blankets appeared beside the rest of the pilgrims.  

 

“Where did these haversacks come from?” he cried as he dashed toward the closest one. 

Opening the sack, he reached in and drew out metal containers filled with cured, smoked meat 

and flatbread.  

 

“God answered our prayers,” Markus said. “Praise His Holy Name!”  

 

After finishing their meal, the men went to bed and slept until ten in the morning to catch up on 

missed sleep. Then, after waking from sleep, the men sought God with opened Bibles. 

Breakfast came next. Half an hour later, after having eaten more smoked meat and flatbread for 

their first meal, they packed up camp; fastened rolled up blankets to the horses’ backs; and 

donned their haversacks. 

 

The knights rode down the forest trail for fifteen more miles and soon came to the edge of a 

large, inland freshwater sea or lake. Nestled beside the lapping water sat a medium-sized 

fishing village filled with thatch-roofed cottages, three-story town houses, and a few stone 

church buildings. Tall masts, with both furled and unfurled sails, rose from a huge body of 

water behind the town. The sea seemed to stretch nearly to the horizon as the pilgrims gazed 

out at the village and the water beyond. 

 

“I’ve never seen such a vast body of water before – except for the ocean,” Gregory said from 

his saddle. “This is the sea God told you gentlemen about, no doubt.” 

 

“Yes, this must be that same inland sea,” Henry added as he squinted at it. “I can discern blue 
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mountains far off in the distance beyond the water.” 

 

“Let’s go into that town,” Markus said, “and find someone to take us across this sea. We will 

pay him well, of course.” 

 

 

The Fishing Village 
 

 

The pilgrims rode through the town, and their armor once more became transparent. Their 

white clothing again was visible. Minutes later, they trotted up to the docks. Henry spotted a 

man coiling up a rope in a caravel anchored fifteen feet from the dock.  

 

Five other men were busy moving wooden chests across the ship’s deck. This particular 

caravel appeared, to Markus, to be 60 feet in length, had two masts, and seemed a suitable 

vessel for sailing across a sea. A blue longboat rested up against the starboard side of the small 

ship.  

 
[Caravel: A small, Portuguese merchant vessel. It typically was lateen-rigged (i.e. having large, triangular sails) and had 

usually two masts. It had a raised half-deck (in the stern / rear) which provided cover for sailors to sleep under. But, caravels 

had no forecastle.] 

 

“You there,” Henry shouted. 

 

“What is it?” the man said, looking up from his rope.  

 

“We’d like to pay your captain to take us across this inland sea,” Henry said, cupping his 

hands. 

 

“I’m the captain of this vessel. You can come aboard, but I can’t take your horses on my ship. 

Perhaps, you can sell them. I think the mayor might want to buy them.”  

 

“Father God, what should we do with our horses?” Markus said in a whisper. 

 

“My son, release the horses, and I will bring them to you when you need them,” Abba God 

replied to him. 

 

Markus quietly informed his friends about what their loving Heavenly Father had told him. 

Then, they dismounted their horses and released them with a slap on the back. The chargers 

galloped away, riding through the town and out onto the beach. They vanished from view 

behind a dense patch of maple trees.  

 

Half an hour later, Markus and his three friends were standing in the caravel as its triangular 

sails billowed with a strong breeze. The sky overhead was blue and clear. Very few clouds 

were to be seen. The ship was departing from its harbor and was preparing to take its 

passengers on a short voyage across the inland sea.  

 

Once the ship was a mile from the coast, the captain, named Bartholomew Herring, turned his 

attention back to his guests and said, “Well, gentlemen, you’ve come at the right time.”  
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The captain was a 40-year-old, tall, red-bearded man who had sailed the inland sea ever since 

he was a young man of 17.  

 

“Why do you say that?” Andrew asked him. He had been standing near the starboard railing, 

looking out at the sea and the scenic, forested landscape nearby. 

 

“I’m a fisherman, a merchant, and a sailor. I’ve lived near the Sea of Prueba all my life,” 

Bartholomew said. “I normally carry barrels of food, such as salt pork, or locked chests filled 

with valuables. But, I have had fewer goods to transport ever since Duke Mount-hill stopped 

using my shipping service.” 

 

“That’s too bad,” Andrew said. 

 

“He thought he would try building self-sustaining communities in his duchy,” the captain 

added. “I believe he was preparing for war with the Kingdom of Sargonia. He must have cut off 

all trade with them.” 

 
[Duchy: The region of land controlled by a duke.]    [Sargonia: A fictional kingdom.] 

 

“Well, we were captured by Duke Mount-hill, but God provided us a way of escape,” Andrew 

said. “Would you like to hear about it?” 

 

Bartholomew’s eyes were opened wide. “You escape from him? Yes, I would like to hear 

about your escape. Tell me all.” 

 

Andrew and Markus informed him about all that had happened to them since they had left their 

town of Mankind to go on a pilgrimage to Heaven. [See Part 1 of Pilgrim’s Journey]. Hours later, they 

finally recounted their imprisonment at the duke’s formidable castle.  

 

When they described the massive, gunpowder explosions they had witnessed during the night, 

the ship captain exclaimed, “That is preposterous. You expect me to believe that huge, 

black-powder explosions destroyed the duke’s town and castle? No man would fill his town 

and castle with black powder.” 

 

“I tell you that this is true,” Henry said, entering the conversation. 

 

“You folks are crazy,” the captain said, shaking his bearded face.  

 

As the men had been talking about their adventures, they hadn’t noticed dark clouds forming 

overhead, or the wind picking up speed. Seven of the 10 sailors, who were employed by 

Bartholomew Herring, were dozing, stretched out on the decks. Standing below the half deck 

in the small, single-storied aft castle, a helmsman was steering the caravel with a large tiller 

that ran up through a slot in the stern of the ship.  

 
[Deck: A floor surface that usually goes from one end of a ship to the other end.]      [Half deck: A deck that runs atop the aft castle. 

It is open to sunlight.]      [Aft castle: A structure in the stern of a ship. In large or medium-sized sailing ships, the aft castle contains 

the great cabin (where the captain lives) and other chambers.]      [Aft: this refers to being near or toward the stern of a ship.]    
[Helmsman: A sailor who steers the ship.]      [Tiller: A wooden beam connected to the rudder of a ship.]      [Rudder: A flat board 

or a structure made of boards used for steering a ship through the water.]      [Stern: This refers to the rear of a ship.] 
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“I tell you that you are mad,” Bartholomew said strongly. “The duke would never allow 

murderers to plant so much explosive material, with fuses, in his castle. Get some sleep and 

maybe you’ll wake up sane.”  

 

“We are not lying to you,” Gregory said with frustration. “I saw it. We saw it with our own 

eyes! The town and the castle exploded.”  

 

Just then, ‒ ka-boom ‒ a powerful thunderclap filled the air. Markus looked upward and saw 

that dark clouds were starting to blot out the sky. He realized that they had been talking with 

the captain steadily for three hours, with few breaks. Now, it seemed a storm was brewing in 

the atmosphere and in the dark water beneath it.  

 

Lighting flashed, tearing across the dark, indigo sky in irregular branches and forks. Thunder 

boomed, making a powerful, rolling rumble. Then rain came, slapping the deck planks and the 

faces of the drowsy sailors, waking them from their sleep.  

 

“Furl the sails!” the captain cried, running over to his men. The sailors stood up and began 

scrambling to furl the sailcloth, which could either assist or harm them. They also began 

battening down hatches and preparing the ship for the worst. 

 
[Furl: This means to roll up a sail so that it would not catch the wind.] [To unfurl a sail means to unroll a sail so that it can catch the 

wind to bring the ship on its way across the sea.] 

 

First, the rain came as a drizzle. A couple minutes later, the drizzle had turned into a downpour. 

The sound of myriads of droplets hitting the ship–shh–filled the men’s ears in between the 

crashes of thunder and flashes of lightning. The sea, for many miles out, was filled with billions 

of little ripples from the impacts of the raindrops. Thunder roared ‒ ka-boom ‒ and lighting 

ripped through the dark skies in brilliant flashes and twisting fingers of electricity. 

 

The captain angrily swore and screamed insults toward his men as he tried to get them to hurry 

up and get the ship sealed up and water tight before the storm got worse. As the captain cursed 

and shouted orders, Markus began praying for the man. It was clear to him that this ship captain 

was no pilgrim and did not know God as his loving Abba Father.  

 

The wind grew stronger and more powerful than before, and the captain shouted for all the men 

to get below decks, except for the sailors still working on furling the sails. As the wind hit him 

with a strong and sudden gust, a certain sailor lost his balance on the mainmast rigging, and he 

fell overboard with a loud cry of dismay. A loud splash came from the port side where he 

plunged into the sea.   
 

[Aft: This refers to being located at or toward the rear of a boat, ship, or other vessel.]      [Mainmast: Usually, the mainmast is the tallest and 

strongest mast of a sailing ship. It is usually located in the middle of the ship, between a foremast and a mizzenmast. A foremast is the mast closest 

to the bow (front) of the ship. A mizzenmast a mast near the stern (rear).] 
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Chapter 9 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Storm at Sea 
 

 

The captain rushed over to the port side of the caravel and tossed an empty, sealed barrel into 

the water. It was his version of an emergency flotation device. Markus prayed silently as he 

bent down on the upper deck and scooted across the deck toward the captain. The wind was 

tugging hard at his hair and clothes, but he continued moving. He wanted to help anyone who 

was in danger of drowning.  

 
[Caravel: A small, Portuguese merchant vessel. It typically was lateen-rigged (i.e. having large, triangular sails) and had 

usually two masts. It had a raised half-deck (in the stern / rear) which provided cover for sailors to sleep under. But, caravels 

had no forecastle.]      [Upper deck: A ship deck which has a good portion of it open to the sky.] 
 

Reaching the wooden railing at the aft port side, he peered down toward the dark, turbulent 

water. A man suddenly emerged from the waves, gasping for breath. He grabbed the sealed, 

wooden barrel the captain had tossed overboard and hung on for dear life.  

 
[Aft port side: The portion of a ship, on the port side, that is closer to the stern than it is toward the bow.]    [Port side: The port 

side is the left side of a ship, from the perspective of someone standing on a ship, facing the bow (the front).] 

 

Then, the captain threw him a rope, and the man reached for it. But, it was just beyond his 

grasp. So, the captain drew it in and tried again. Ka-boom! Lighting flashed and thunder roared, 

but the seamen did their best to ignore it. One end of the rope was thrown out again, and it 

splashed into the water two feet from the overboard sailor.  

 

The man grabbed it, and the captain and two other crew members pulled the man toward the 

ship. Markus ran over to them and grabbed a section of the rope. In several seconds, they had 

pulled the man back up to the upper deck of the ship. He was dripping wet, but glad to be alive.  

 
[Upper deck: A ship deck which has a good portion of it open to the sky.] 
 

“You almost lost your life,” the captain said almost apologetically. “I’m sorry to have ordered 

you to risk your life like that.” 

 

“That’s okay,” the sailor said, wiping his nose. 
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 “Now, get below deck if you want to survive this storm,” the captain said. “I’ll have them get 

a fire going in the galley stove, and we’ll try to get you warm.” 

 

Just as he said that, a wave suddenly washed over the ship and crashed into the men. They fell 

to the deck and slid toward the port-side railing of the ship. Markus was soaked and winded. He 

hadn’t expected the sea to be so rough, and the storm was worse than he had imagined. So, he 

prayed and asked God to bring calmness to the sea.  

 

Then, he heard a still, small voice. 

 

“My son,” God’s kind and loving voice said to Markus’s spirit, “the reason that this storm 

struck you so suddenly is because I am both calling out to these sailors and also to you and your 

friends. You see, you did not ask Me if you should take this man’s vessel across the sea. You 

should have sought Me and waited on Me before you leaped ahead. But, I am with you, and I 

will calm the sea and protect you. Now, rebuke the sea in the name of Jesus, and it will calm 

down. The wind will be calm again. Go ahead and do that, My son. And, I the LORD your God 

and Abba Father have spoken.”  

 

“Thank you, Abba Father God,” Markus said with water dripping over his face. “I didn’t think 

straight. You’re right. I should have asked you about this man and about taking his vessel. I am 

sorry for that and I ask your forgiveness for just following My carnal mind.”  

 

“You’re forgiven My son. Now, rebuke the sea,” God said. 

 

Looking over the railing at the heaving waves, Markus suddenly shouted, “I rebuke the wind, 

the sea, and the storm in the Holy Name of Jesus Christ.” 

 

The sailors turned toward Markus and one said, “Are you crazy? What are you saying? 

Rebuking the sea?”  

 

Then, miraculously, the rain stopped falling and the wind began to calm down. In a few 

seconds, the waves returned to their normal state, and the dark clouds began to lighten in color 

and dissipate. Blue sky slowly began to return. As this happened, the sailors looked at one 

another with amazement and brushed droplets of water from their foreheads and beards.  

 

The captain stood to his feet and stared at Markus with a look of bewildered amazement. 

“You,” he said, walking over to Markus and pointing a finger, “who are you? How? How did 

this miracle take place?” 

 

A hatch opened in upper deck and more sailors emerged, followed by Markus’s friends. 

 

“The God I serve and love is my Abba Father. He adopted me through Jesus Christ. He is also 

the Creator of the wind,” Markus said, still dripping, “and the thunder, the seas, and all things. 

He told me how to rebuke a stormy sea in the Name of His Only Begotten Son, Jesus Christ.” 

 

“That is amazing,” Captain Bartholomew Herring said, blinking several times. “Your God is 

the God of the impossible.”  

 

“What is humanly impossible is possible for God,” Markus said.  



Pilgrim’s Journey: Faith Challenged: BOOK 2. 

86 

 

“I want to learn about this God of yours,” the captain said, approaching Markus with an earnest 

expression on his face. “Will you tell me more about His Son, Jesus Christ?” 

 

All five of Bartholomew’s sailors came forward to hear what Markus had to say. 

 

“I would love to tell you,” Markus said. Then, he told the captain, and the curious sailors 

standing nearby, about the Gospel of salvation through Jesus Christ. He also spoke of the 

loving and holy nature of God the Father, and Jesus, and the Holy Spirit, the Trinity of God. He 

spoke of how the wages of sin is death and how salvation and eternal life come through Jesus 

Christ, by simply believing on Jesus Christ’s Name. 

 

[Note: Read about Salvation at the end of this chapter.] 

 

When he was done speaking, the five sailors and their captain wanted to receive Jesus as their 

personal Savior and Lord. Markus told them how to pray, and they asked Jesus Christ to wash 

away their sins in His blood. All the men on the deck knew they were sinners. They confessed 

that they believed that Jesus Christ had died on the cross to pay for their sins and to reconcile 

them to God.  

 

The seamen now realized that the holy and very loving, kind, and caring God the Father wanted 

them to be His friends and His sons. Markus explained that fellowship with God required 

admitting to God Himself alone when they had sinned (i.e. confession) and choosing to turn 

away from it (i.e. repentance).  

 

“Do we need to see a priest or a pastor?” a sailor asked. 

 

“No priest or pastor is needed to assist you in this choice because Jesus Christ Himself is the 

King of kings and the Great High Priest,” Markus said, “who paid for our sins with His own 

blood.” 

 

“And,” Markus added, “God’s Word says this truth in Jeremiah chapter 31, verse 3: ‘[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.’ [Jeremiah 31:3.] Abba Father 

God wants you to become His adopted son so that you can receive His everlasting love and 

have good fellowship with Him. Father God draws you to Himself with His lovingkindness.” 

 

“I want to receive that love,” a sailor said. 

 

“Very good,” Markus said, smiling. “Jeremiah chapter 33, verse 3, says: ‘[3] Call unto me, 

and I will answer thee, and show thee great and mighty things, which thou knowest 

not.’ [Jeremiah 33:3.] So, Abba Father God will speak with you directly. You can talk to 

Him, and He will respond to you.” 

 

 

A Significant Day Aboard Captain Herring’s Caravel 
 

 



Pilgrim’s Journey: Faith Challenged: BOOK 2. 

87 

The next day, the men gathered in a small galley below decks about two hours after sunrise. 

The cook served them hot bowls of porridge, slices of Emmental cheese, fresh biscuits, and 

apples. They took their plates and bowls and sat down on benches before two long, narrow 

tables. Candles in octagonal lantern cases hung from the ceiling, providing buttery-yellow light 

for the setting.  

 
[Galley: A kitchen on a ship.]     [Emmental cheese: This is a kind of hard cheese originally from Switzerland. It has large holes and a unique 

flavor.] 

 

After they had visited for a while, Andrew stood up and spoke loud enough for all to hear. 

 

“Men and brothers,” Andrew said, “God has show me that we need to change our heading from 

north west to north.” 

 

Chatter filled the room as sailors began talking amongst themselves about Andrew’s statement. 

After a few moments, Captain Herring stood up and faced Andrew.  

 

“Sir, do you realize that if we were to go directly north, we could run into pirates?” 

Bartholomew Herring said, squinting one eye as he spoke. “They sail fast sloops or brigantines 

along the northern portion of this inland sea. A naval fort of Almirante Acantilado is located 

close to the port town of Mercancia. The fort guards the town which is full of busy merchants.” 

 
[Sloop: A single-masted sailing vessel. It has one headsail which runs from the bowsprit to the foremast. The bowsprit is a thick, wooden beam 

that juts out from the bow (i.e. front) of the boat. The foremast is the mast closest to the front of the vessel.] 

 

[Brigantine: A ship with two masts. It has square-rigged sails on the foremast. These sails are at right angles to the length of the ship. The 
mainmast has fore-and-aft sails. Such sails hang from a pole gaff on the mast.] 

 

The brown-bearded captain rubbed together his index fingertip and thumb tip to signify coins. 

He still squinted with one eye as he said, “Gold is purchased in Mercancia and is loaded up in 

galleons to be brought over to the southeastern end of the lake where a large river, the Pacifico, 

emerges from the eastern end of this inland sea.”  

 

The captain began walking toward Andrew as he spoke. “The galleons take the gold to the 

Kingdom of Oro Pico if they are able to escape the pirates. About two percent of the galleons 

are captured and looted by marauders. But, those scoundrels will certainly go after a small ship 

like mine.” 

 
[Galleon: This is a large, three-masted sailing ship which was often used by the Spanish.] 

 

“The captain is right,” one of the sailors said, piping up. “I don’t want to sail in pirate waters.” 

 

“But, God told me that He would like us to sail north,” Andrew said. “He will defend us if we 

do His will. Captain Herring, why don’t you seek God about what He’d like you to know 

regarding this matter?” 

 

“Bah,” the captain said, waving a hand in disgust. “I don’t see how God would want us to risk 

our lives needlessly. Let us sail due west. There is a port town that is controlled by the Duchy 

of Colina. My father came from that duchy, so they are good to me.” 

 

Andrew tried to persuade the captain to seek God, but he wouldn’t listen. His mind was made 

up. After finishing breakfast, the crew went about the ship and did various chores. 
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The rest of the day passed peacefully as the caravel sailed due west. Markus and his friends 

talked with the crew, helped with some chores, sought God, and read their Bibles. Hours later, 

the night came, and the men went below the deck to their collapsible sleeping cots. Soon, they 

were fast asleep.  

 
[Caravel: A small, Portuguese merchant vessel. It typically was lateen-rigged (i.e. having large, triangular sails) and had usually two masts. It 

had a raised half-deck (in the stern / rear) which provided cover for sailors to sleep under. But, caravels had no forecastle.] 

 

Two hours past midnight, something thumped lightly against the side of the caravel. Markus 

stirred in his hammock. His eyes slowly began to open. Two minutes later, he heard the sound 

of many feet walking across the deck above his head. Markus sat up, rubbing his eyes.  

 
[Hammock: This is a hanging bed, which can be made of canvas, netting, or a different material. It is suspended at either end of the bed.] 

 

The feet appeared to be moving as quietly as possible, but some of the deck planks creaked 

overhead. Then, a hatch slowly opened in the upper deck, which formed the ceiling above his 

head. Leather boots appeared in the opening, and a man armed with a wheel-lock musket 

carefully descended the wooden stairs beneath the trap door. 

 
[Note: The wheel-lock musket came out at a later time than the year 1500 (when this story takes place), but it is used in this story because this 

book is both fictional and allegorical. The wheel-lock musket has a coiled spring connected to a spinning disk of metal--the wheel lock. When the 

trigger is pulled, the metal disk begins spinning rapidly and rubbing against a piece of flint. Sparks fly out and hit black powder in a tiny flash 

pan. The powder in the pan ignites and burns in through a small hole where it explodes black powder in the main chamber. A musket ball is shot 
out through the barrel toward its target. No ordinary armor worn by knights could withstand the musket ball.] 

 

The man had a dirk clamped between his teeth and an lustful expression on his bearded face. 

He wore a nasal helmet (a helmet with a nose guard) as his only armor. As he reached the last 

step, a second man descended the steep steps behind him.  
 
[Dirk: This is a long-bladed dagger which has a straight blade. Scottish Highlanders once used the dirk as a weapon.]    [Nasal helm: This was 

a round helmet with a nose guard also called a “nasal.” The nose guard (or nasal) was a piece of metal that projected down over the nose. The 

nasal helmet was commonly worn by Normans and Vikings. But, it was used during much of the Middle Ages. Some nasal helms were more pointy 

on top and others were more rounded, like hemispheres.] 

 

Markus began silently praying as armed men began filling the orlop deck where he and his 

friends had been sleeping. Several men stirred in their sleep and grunted. Then, the captain 

suddenly awoke and sat up in bed. But, he found the barrel of a wheel-lock musket pointing at 

his face.  

 
[Orlop deck: This was a deck in a sailing ship just above the hold. The hold was located at the bottom of the ship, near the keel. The keel is a ridge 

of timber or metal that runs along the bottom of the ship from its bow to its stern.]  

 

“Don’t you make a move, or I will send you to your grave,” a long-bearded pirate, holding the 

gun, said. 

 

The captain nodded slowly and blinked several times. Fear was in his eyes. What he had 

dreaded was now standing before him with a gun aimed at his head.  

 

“Tie up those sailors,” a pirate first mate ordered his men.  

 

Strong, wound-up cords were dropped through the open hatch. And the man with the dirk 

between his teeth removed the dagger and began cutting lengths of cord. Soon, the pirates were 

binding the hands of the sailors and the four pilgrims behind their backs.  
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“What are you going to do with us?” Gregory said with fear in his voice.  

 

“Be quiet and obey our orders,” the pirate first mate said.  

 

In a short time, all 10 sailors, their captain, and the four pilgrims were bound with ropes. They 

were roughly brought up to the upper deck of the caravel. From there, they were hoisted by 

ropes up into a 90-foot-long carrack (a 3-masted ship), which rested up against the side of 

Bartholomew’s caravel.  

 
[Carrack: This was a three-masted sailing ship used during the Middle Ages. Its sails typically were square rigged (i.e. they 

were quadrilateral sails). It had a forecastle and an aft castle, like a galleon. On a carrack, the aft castle (where the great cabin 

was) had three “levels” (or floors).] 
 

 

In the Ballast Room 
 

 

Twelve pirates remained behind on the caravel while the rest entered the carrack. Once all the 

prisoners were situated in the carrack, pirates on the caravel untied ropes which fastened the 

two vessels together. Then, men with long poles pushed the pirate ship away from the caravel. 

And, before long, a steady breeze caught the sails of the carrack and sent it sailing across the 

sea. It traveled in an easterly direction, nearly directly opposite of Captain Herring’s desired 

heading. 

 

The prisoners were placed down in the bottom of the ship, in the hold, near the keel, where 

ballast was stored. It was a pitch-dark and gloomy place filled with ballast rocks. No light was 

provided for the men. Overhead, thick planks squeaked with the sound of boots walking across 

the orlop deck.  

 

While he was being taken below deck, Markus had seen a little bit of lower-gun deck (which 

was directly below the upper deck). On that deck, he had noticed wooden barrels and oaken 

chests, which he thought might be filled with gold. The wooden containers occupied a small 

portion of the lower-gun deck, leaving room for more loot.  

 

Now, in the darkness of the hold, Markus Christian felt overwhelmed and deeply troubled. He 

felt as if God had abandoned him. The pilgrim feared that the pirates might give him and all his 

friends painful deaths. So, he silently and inwardly cried out to God and told Him of his 

concerns and fears.  

 

“Abba Father God,” Markus said quietly after a few minutes of pouring out his heart. “Abba 

Father, will you show me why you allowed those pirates to capture us and take us aboard their 

ship?” 

 

“Markus, My son,” Abba God’s kind voice said, “I love you very much. You are precious to 

Me. You are very dear to Me. I love you. I will tell you that your fears are unfounded. I will 

keep you safe.” 

 

Hearing those words brought comfort to Markus’s aching heart. 
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“The captain made some foolish decisions,” Abba God’s kind voice said, “especially since I 

have shown Andrew to tell him to go north instead of west. But, the captain not listening to My 

Spirit brought this upon you as a group. However, because you love Me, I will deliver you. I 

will not let the pirates lay a violent hand upon you. They will not kill you or torture you.” 

 

‘That’s good to know,’ Markus thought as peace began to fill his spirit.  

 

“Soon,” God’s voice continued, “you will arrive at the town the captain was speaking of. It is a 

merchant town. There, you will be offered up for sale in a slave market. Trust Me, and I will 

show you how to escape from that place. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have 

spoken.” 

 

Markus breathed deeply and thanked God from the depths of his heart.  

 

“Markus,” Henry’s voice said from the darkness. 

 

“Yes, Henry,” Markus said, turning toward the voice. 

 

“I thought I heard you whispering something,” Henry said. “What were you saying, if I may 

ask?” 

 

“I was speaking with Abba Father God. He told me some interesting and encouraging things,” 

Markus said.  

 

“What were they?” Henry asked.  

 

Markus then informed Henry of what he had heard. Unseen by Markus, Henry’s eyes lit up 

with joy. The bearded 50-year-old said, “I am so glad to know that God is looking out for us. 

He spoke to me too. A few minutes ago, Father God told me to look to Him, and rest in Him, 

and that all would work out well.” 

 

“That is wonderful,” Markus said. “We will see how He will deliver us.” 

 

“What are you two speaking of?” Sergio Egoista, a sailor, said. 

 

“God just showed me some encouraging things,” Markus said.  

 

“What were they?” Sergio said. 

 

After Markus had told him about what God had said, Sergio gave a sad chuckle. “Are you sure 

you are hearing from God? Those pirates are either going to sell us in a slave market or just kill 

us in cold blood. Whoever buys us at the slave market – if we make it there alive – will bring us 

to a plantation far away. There, we will be branded with the owner’s logo and made to work 

long hours in the hot sun. Likely we will be purchased by various plantation owners, and we 

will never see each other again. If we do escape from such a plantation, we’ll be hunted down 

and brutally killed.” 

 

Hearing those words felt like a hammer blow to Markus’s faith. With the darkness surrounding 
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him, the pilgrim began to feel discouraged again. The trial was getting harder and harder. But 

he now doubted that he could actually trust Father God to fulfill what He had said. And, he 

began to doubt that God had even spoken to him. 

 

 

At the Town of Mercancia 
 

 

Two days later, the ship laid anchor at the port town of Mercancia. Longboats brought the 15 

prisoners from the pirate’s ship to a large dockyard. Masts rose high into the air like a forest of 

trees. They sprouted from fishing boats and small merchant ships clustered by wooden wharfs. 

Seagulls wheeled about and cried as they flew overhead, searching for grub to eat.  

 

Built up on some gentle hills near the shore, Mercancia consisted of half-timbered, 

thatch-roofed buildings; crooked, cobblestone streets; and a few stone church buildings, which 

belonged to the Catholic religion. Townspeople and visitors bustled about the city, conducting 

their business as if nothing else mattered. Fish merchants offered fresh seafood from wagons 

parked along the streets of the town. Opened barrels displayed cleaned-out fish such as carp, 

bass, pike, salmon, and trout.  

 

Near the middle of the town sat the busy town square. A raised platform was the center of 

attention as an auction was taking place around it. Dozens of men standing around gazed up at 

a white man on the platform. He was wearing old clothing and his wrists were shackled 

together. Another white man stepped onto the platform and began conducting an auction.  

He was clean-shaven and dressed in a long, indigo tunic and brown trousers.  

 

The pilgrims and their armed escorts arrived at the slave auction just as the auctioneer began 

speaking. 

 

“Welcome to the Mercancia slave auction. We have here for your interest today a 

sturdy-looking man of about age 40,” he said. The auctioneer mentioned the prisoner’s name 

and his weight. Then, he began tossing out prices, starting with low numbers. “Who’ll buy him 

for 5 Oro Pico guilders, 6, 7, 10, …” 

 

After the price had reached a certain amount, no more potential “buyers” would bid any higher. 

So, the prisoner was sold to the man who bid the highest price. “He is sold for 10 Oro Pico 

guilders. 

 
[Note: The Oro Pico guilders are fictional coins based on the Dutch guilder coin. One of these coins might be equal to the 

money earned in two and a half hours of work by a low-income worker.] 

 

While the auctioneer spoke, the pirates brought their prisoners into a three-storied, stone 

building at the edge of the town square. There, they were placed in a few prison cells. A little 

while later, the prisoners’ names and ages were written down on a scroll. Then, their body 

weights and heights were recorded by human soldiers with the help of a weight scale and 

measuring rods.  

 

Shortly after this had taken place, Markus heard heavy footfalls coming down the stone 

corridor outside his cell. Peering between the bars of his cell door, Markus saw a knight in 
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dark-grey armor walking down the hallway. The knight walked slowly but steadily toward a 

human soldier who was writing down information on a parchment scroll spread out on a 

portable bench. The soldier had just finished measuring Markus’s height and body weight.  

 

The knight walked past a sturdy weight scale that rested in the corridor and he stopped in front 

of the soldier at the bench. The man looked up and was somewhat surprised to see an armored 

knight standing before him.  

 

“How may I assist you, sir?” the soldier said, lowering his writing quill.  

 

“I would like to purchase all of these slaves,” the dark-grey knight said with an even tone. He 

untied cords binding a wide, leather pouch to his belt. Then, he removed some large, golden 

coins from the pouch and held them up. They sparkled in the buttery-yellow light of torches 

fastened to the corridor walls. 

 

“Give me all 15 of these men, and I will pay you handsomely,” the knight said.  

 

“You’re bribing me?” the soldier said.  

 

“If you wish to call it that, yes,” the knight said as he tossed a large, gold coin to the guard, who 

caught it in his palm.  

 

“Don’t tell anyone that I was the one to sell you these slaves,” the soldier-scribe said with a 

mixture of greed and nervousness. 

 

“It will be our secret,” the knight said, chuckling softly, as he tossed the scribe another gold 

coin.  

 

Footsteps came down the hallway, startling the scribe. He turned to see a second knight striding 

down the corridor. He also wore dark-grey armor. And, this knight carried a big wooden chest 

in his arms.  

 

“Who is this?” the guard said nervously.  

 

“This is my colleague,” the first knight said as he handed the guard the bag of coins. “You may 

leave now. We will handle these prisoners ourselves.” 

 

The soldier accepted the bag with an avaricious smile. “Okay. I will pretend I never saw this 

happen.” 

 

The second knight set his wooden chest down and opened it, revealing thick, metal chains and 

handcuffs. In minutes, the soldier-scribe and the two knights had unlocked the prison cells and 

had shackled (handcuffed) all of the prisoners together.  

 

“You two are free to do as you please,” the scribe said as he clutched the leather bag.  

 

“It was good doing business,” a knight said. “Bye.” 

 

Then, the human guard wheeled around and strode down the hall, laughing quietly to himself 
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as he tossed the bag of gold coins into the air several times.  

 

When he was gone, the two dark-grey knights drew out whips and snapped them in the air. 

“You humans will now start walking forward,” one said harshly. “And, do as I say!” 

 

Somewhat reluctantly, Captain Herring, his men, and the four pilgrims walked down the stone 

corridor toward the door they had come through earlier. No human guards were to be seen 

anywhere. So, Markus guessed that the dark-grey knights had bribed them to leave the area. 

 

“Keep moving, you slaves!” the knight at the end of the column said as he cracked his whip 

over their heads. 

 

The prisoners passed through the door and walked out into the open air. Four covered wagons 

were awaiting them. The wagons were pulled by teams of large, sable-colored horses. The 

wagons were made of dark-red-painted oak and had black cloth stretched over a metal 

framework to conceal their human cargos. 

 

As Markus was marched toward the rear of a wagon, he saw more dark-grey knights within. 

There appeared to be no escape. The long metal chains that linked the prisoners together were 

removed. Then, they were shoved into the four wagons and grabbed by the strong hands of the 

knights within.  

 

The prisoners’ cold, metal handcuffs remained closed tightly around their wrists as they sat in 

the wagons and wondered where they were being taken. Flaps in the front and rear of the 

covered wagon were lowered from above and fastened down to prevent the prisoners from 

seeing the world outside their transports.  

 

‘There is no way of escape,’ Markus thought gloomily. 

 

 

Leaving Mercancia 
 

 

Hours passed with few stops. At last, another break came. The wagons pulled over to the side 

of a dirt road, and the rear flaps were opened. An evil knight squeezed out of Markus’s wagon 

and stood outside on the rear running board of the wagon. He was fastening a cloth flap to the 

top of the wagon covering. Through the opening, Markus could see a road with dense pine trees 

nearby. The road seemed to meander down a hill. During his trip in the wagon, Markus had 

noticed that few wagons or horses ever passed by them. 

 

“You will go one at a time and take your break. Then, the next prisoner will come for his turn,” 

the knight said once he had fastened the flap. 

 

Markus watched Henry step out of the wagon and hop to the ground below. The dark-grey 

knight locked a metal cuff, which was fastened to a long chain, onto Henry’s right forearm. The 

other end of the chain was attached to the hinder end of the wagon. Then, the knight took a key 

and unlocked Henry’s left handcuff. The pilgrim’s hands were now free, except for the long 

chain and attached handcuff.  
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Just as Henry was stretching his arms and legs, Markus noticed something he had totally 

missed before. Awareness and clarity donned on him as he beheld the dark grey knight again in 

the sunlight. The knight had a word painted in black on his great helm. With the sunlight 

hitting the foe’s helmet just right, Markus could read a word painted on it in blue: “Doubt.”  
 
[Great helm: This was a strong, bulky, heavy helmet that fully protected the head and neck of the wearer. It was worn by crusaders and 

other knights in the Middle Ages. Small eye slits and breathing holes appear in the front of the big helmet, which sometimes was called 

a “barrel helm.” Unlike the close helm, the great helm could be removed by simply pulling it up.] 

 

‘These knights are supernatural foes,’ Markus realized. ‘I should have seen this sooner. I have 

the armor of God and the sword of the Spirit, God’s living Word. I am not going to let them 

lead me into ruin and perdition. I don’t belong to them. I belong to Father God.’ 

 
[Perdition: Everlasting destruction in Hell. See 1 Timothy 6:9, Revelation 3:5, 2 Thessalonians 1:9, Ezekiel 9, Ezekiel 33:13, Revelation 

21:7-8, Hebrews 10, etc.] 

 

Suddenly, Markus felt the sensation of armor resting over his head and enclosing his whole 

body. He looked down at his hands and saw metal gloves or gauntlets. He was fully equipped 

with the Ephesians 6 armor, and that thought brought joy to his heart. Suddenly, his shackles 

miraculously unlocked and fell off his wrists. Holding his shield of faith in one arm, Markus 

stood to his feet and drew his broadsword. 

 

The enemy knights in the wagon were surprised to see him harnessed (i.e. armored up) and 

armed, and they quickly drew their broadswords. 

 

“Markus,” Gregory said, “your armor is visible again.”  

 

“It is because these knights are our supernatural foes. And, God is with us!” Markus cried as he 

swung his sharp broadsword toward the dark fabric covering the wagon. His sharp sword 

slashed it like a razor cutting through cobwebs.  

 

“I will destroy you pilgrims,” an enemy knight said as he drew an ugly broadsword from its 

scabbard. 

 

“We do have the armor of God!” Gregory shouted just as his armor suddenly appeared all over 

his body. His shackles crumbled into dust as he reached for his sheathed sword. 

 

Drawing the broadsword, Gregory attacked the evil knights closest to him. With swift and 

powerful blows, he struck their swords, sallet helmets, and shields. Ring. Clang. Ding. A battle 

ensued as more pilgrims found that their armored had suddenly reappeared. Swords clashed 

together and the evil knights hurled vicious words at their combatants. As the battle continued, 

‒ clang, ding, pong ‒ the pilgrim knights slashed through the wagon coverings and fought the 

battle on the side of the dirt road.  

 

Captain Herring and his men, who were new believers, heard the fighting and the clash of 

metal. They had become pilgrims out at sea after the powerful storm had been stilled by an act 

of God. Hearing the sounds of battle, Bartholomew Herring leaned forward.  

 

Suddenly a metal point poked through the rear flap of the wagon covering. The metal tip sliced 
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through the black fabric with ease. Leaning forward, the captain and the rest of the occupants 

of the wagon saw a knight harnessed in brilliant, silver-colored armor. The man lifted his visor, 

and Bartholomew saw the face of Markus. [Harnessed: An old term for being equipped with armor and 

weapons.] 

 

“Markus, what are you doing here?” the captain said. “What’s that sound of fighting I hear?”  

 

“I’m here to rescue you,” Markus said.  

 

“No, you won’t,” a dark-grey knight said from behind the captain. The evil knight charged 

toward Markus and swung at his helmet with the sharp, pointed end of a war hammer, but 

Markus deflected the blow ‒ clang ‒ and slammed his shield against the evil knight’s sallet 

helmet ‒ ding.  
 

[Sallet: See Chapter 1 for more information.] 
 

The foe fell over backward, providing Markus the opportunity to strike him hard and fast with 

his broadsword. Clang. Ting. Clash. Blow after blow landed on the enemy’s helmet, pauldrons, 

and breastplate. Then, the evil knight suddenly snapped into action and kicked Markus in the 

breastplate, sending him falling backward to the ground. The evil knight leaped out after him, 

seeking to destroy him.  

 
[Pauldron: This is shoulder armor that also covers part of the upper back and a portion of the upper breastplate.] 
 

‘What is this armor that Markus is wearing?’ Bartholomew wondered to himself. 

 

“Stay where you are,” an evil knight said across from Bartholomew.  

 

“Father God,” Bartholomew said, “I want that armor that Markus has. Will you give me armor 

that I may fight these evil soldiers?” 

 

“Yes, My son,” Abba God’s kind voice spoke to him softly. “I will do that for you.” 

 

Just as God spoke, shiny, silvery armor suddenly appeared on Bartholomew Herring, and his 

shackles turned to dust. The evil knight across from him was surprised, but the surprise didn’t 

last long. The knight suddenly lunged toward him with a battle axe, and Bartholomew had to 

block the blow with his shield. Clang. The pilgrim knight drew his sword and began using it 

against the foe. Ping. Clang, Crash. Metal rang against metal as they fought.  

 

Seeing their captain and fellow brother in the Lord fighting, the captured sailors prayed to God 

and asked for Him to give them armor too. In moments, they also were encased in shiny metal 

and freed from their handcuffs. Drawing their new broadswords, the armored sailors entered 

the fight.  

 

Overwhelmed by the faith of the pilgrims and by the fact that they all were fighting, the evil 

knights began to slowly retreat. The dark-grey shields of the enemy were beginning to crack as 

the pilgrims’ powerful broadswords struck them with truth combined with faith. No weapon 

could withstand the power of a pilgrim’s supernatural sword, for the sword of the Spirit is 

sharper than any two-edged sword.  
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“You humans will perish and be defeated!” an evil knight, named “Fear,” shouted as he fought 

Gregory.  

 

Gregory blocked an axe blow with his shield – clang – and said, “Romans chapter 8, verse 37 

says: ‘Nay, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him that loved us.’ 

[Romans 8:31.]”  

 

The fighting lasted half an hour. But, at last, with broken shields, dented swords, and battered 

axes, the evil knights hustled off into the forest on either side of the dirt road. Several cracked 

shields and broken sword tips littered the ground. None of the broken weapons belonged to the 

ten pilgrim knights, for their swords and shields were in good shape.  

 

“Praise our awesome God for giving us the victory over our strong foes,” Markus Christian 

said, looking up. 

 

“Amen,” Andrew said. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 10 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Leaving the Wagons 
 

 

“God must have given us the victory over those evil soldiers,” Captain Herring said as he lifted 

his helmet visor. 

 

“He certainly did,” Markus said, approaching him. “Bartholomew, I’m glad to see you have 

put on the Ephesians 6 armor.”  

 

“What’s that?” Bartholomew said. 
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“It is the armor that a pilgrim wears to combat the enemy, like we were doing,” Markus replied, 

smiling warmly. “You can read about it in the book of Ephesians, chapter 6.” 

 

Andrew walked over to them and said, “Ephesians chapter 6 says this in 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.’ [Ephesians 6:10-12.] ” 

 

“So, we are wrestling or fighting against the devil and his minions?” Bartholomew said. 

 

“That’s right,” Andrew replied. “But, God gives us the power to overcome the evil creatures. 

Jesus said that apart from Him, we can do nothing. In John chapter 15, verse 5, Jesus said, 

‘[5] I am the vine, ye are the branches. He that abideth in me, and I in him, the same 

bringeth forth much fruit ; for without me ye can do nothing.’ [John 15:5.]” 

 

“That is encouraging,” Captain Herring said. “I’ve felt sometimes like a ship in a storm, being 

tossed up and down, hit by large waves. But, God is here to help me. That is comforting.”  

 

“Psalm chapter 9,” Henry said as he approached the group, “in verses 9 and 10, says, ‘[9] The 

Lord also will be a refuge for the oppressed, a refuge in times of trouble. [10] And they 

that know thy name will put their trust in thee : for thou, Lord, hast not forsaken them 

that seek thee.’” 

 

“Praise God! He will be our refuge. I believe it,” Bartholomew said, looking upward.  

 

After a time of rejoicing and praising God, the pilgrims sought God where to go, and He 

showed them to continue walking down the road. After walking a mile, they passed a large, 

wooden sign. It was placed near a turnoff which branched to the right of the trail they took. The 

large sign warned pilgrims not to head down the turnoff road, for it led to the Prison of 

Unbelief.  

 

“That turnoff must have been the route those enemy knights had planned to take us,” Gregory 

said as he stared at the sign.  

 

“I think you’re right,” Markus said after reading the sign. 

 

The pilgrims moved on and walked down the main road for several more miles. As the went 

deeper and deeper into the woods, they began to notice that thick fog was settling in and dark 

clouds were starting to cover the sky. Soon, they could barely see the trail ahead of them. More 

fog rolled in, making the trail very hard to see. The ground began to get softer and moist. Their 

steel sabatons (armored, jointed shoes) began giving squishing sounds as they walked.  
 

[Sabaton (singular noun): A sabaton was a jointed piece of metal foot armor (for each foot) that was designed to articulate (or 

move like a hinge) as the knight walked. The armor that covered a knight’s lower leg below the knee and above the sabaton was 

called a greave. Poleyn were armored knee guards.] 
 

As they walked through the soft, squishy earth, they passed tall teak trees; fanned-out bracken 

plants; and willow trees. The forest began to grow denser than before, and the ground became 
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more swampy. Barely any sunlight reached the ground. The trail was now completely hidden 

from view by the fog and by dense, rainforest shrubs.  

 

“We’re lost,” Gregory said, troubled.  

 

“If we just keep going forward, we’ll be able to see the trail,” Markus 

said. “I know it has to be here close by.”  

 

The men walked a few more steps through the water-soaked ground 

when, all of a sudden, rapid motion and a metallic blur came from 

Markus’s left and right. Then large, metal triangles slammed together – 

clang – to form a pyramidal cage around Markus and seven other men.  

 

 

Trapped 
 

 

“What just happened!” Gregory cried, dropping his broadsword, in surprise, as the trap 

snapped shut around him. 

 

Several more splashes followed as Markus and the men in the cage also 

dropped their swords. Fear powerfully grip their chests. ‘This isn’t 

supposed to happen,’ Markus thought fearfully. Alarmed, he and the other 

men dropped their shields and ran toward the sides of the pyramid, which 

consisted of prison-like bars. 

 

Seconds ago, the 12-foot-wide, triangular sides of the cage had sprung up 

from the swamp, spraying muddy water as they had snapped up. With the speed of an arrow 

leaving a bow, the equilateral triangles had locked together and formed the shape of a 

three-sided pyramid.  

 
[Equilateral: This refers to having sides of an equal length. One side is equal in length to another side of an equilateral 

triangle.] 

 

Markus gripped some metal bars with his gauntlets (armored gloves) and tried to push a 

triangular side, but it wouldn’t budge.  

 

“Rrr,” he grunted as he pushed with all his might. 

 

His muscles began to ache as he tried to shove the triangular side back down, but he only 

succeeded in pushing his steel sabatons (i.e. armored, jointed shoes) deeper into the mud.  

 

All three triangular sides were attached to a triangular base hidden in the mud. Powerful 

springs in the base held the three sides tightly together. And, to prevent escape, prison-like bars 

ran through each triangle so that no large openings were to be found.  

 

As the pilgrims outside the cage sloshed toward those trapped within it, suddenly they stepped 

into three-foot-deep pits filled with a sticky, tar-like substance. “Help!” several men cried out 

as they sank up to their waists in the sticky, viscous slime. 
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[Viscous: This refers to a substance which is thick, sticky, and reluctant to flow.] 

 

They dropped their broadswords and shields in order to attempt crawling out of the sticky tar. 

As they did, large, dark-blue scorpions scurried out from under ferns and over to the pilgrims. 

The arachnids swiftly grabbed the swords. With ten holding each broadsword in their pinchers, 

the blue scorpions brought the weapons beyond the reach of the trapped knights. 

 

After a full minute of floundering in the tar-like substance, Bartholomew said, “This is just 

great. We are stuck in a pit of sticky tar. But, this tar is like none I’ve seen. I can’t get out, no 

matter how hard I try. What has God done in leading us this way?” 

 

As he spoke, large, red scorpions had stealthily entered the pyramidal cage. Seeing them, the 

pilgrims backed away, with fear. The large scorpions reached into the mud and drew out the 

swords the pilgrim’s had dropped.  

 

“Get away from us,” Henry shouted at the red arachnids as they scuttled past him.  

 

With seven clutching a single sword in their pinchers, the creatures scurried off toward gaps 

between bars in the cage. All of the pilgrims’ weapons were now gone.  

 

Suddenly, loud and heavy sloshing sounds abruptly came from the fog beyond the trapped 

pilgrims. Squish. Slosh. Splash. Squish. Slosh.  

 

“What is that?” Captain Herring said with fear in his voice. 

 

More sloshing sounds followed. To Markus, they resembled the sound of huge feet stepping 

through a mire. Splash. Squish. Slosh. Soon, the massive figure of a giant emerged from the 

dense fog.  

 

Bartholomew’s jaw dropped as he looked up at the monster. 

 

Towering above his 15 prisoners at a height of 25 feet, the giant wore a suit of dark-grey armor, 

a great helm, and a black and red surcoat. The horns of a bull sprouted from either side of the 

great helm and gave him an even more menacing appearance. 

 
[Great helm: This was a sturdy, wide, bucket-shaped helmet often worn by crusaders during the Middle Ages. The helmet was made of 
steel and had small slits (called occularium) for the eyes and for breathing. The top of the helmet was flat and sometimes was decorated 

with horns. It protected the entire head and face of a knight.] 

 

“You pilgrims have reached the end,” the giant said with a deep, booming voice as he 

approached the men trapped in the pits filled with sticky tar.  

 

Captain Herring swallowed nervously. 

 

The huge creature’s great helm completely concealed his head and face. In his left hand, he 

carried a huge, iron mace. The thick, metal club bristled with sharp spikes. And, his right hand 

clutched a cube-shaped, wooden cage large enough to hold three people.  
 
[Mace: This was a club weapon from the Middle Ages. It had a spherical, spiked, metal head.] 
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“What are you going to do with us?” Andrew said with some fear in his voice. 

 

More sloshing sounds penetrated the damp air, and a second giant came out of the fog. He was 

slightly shorter than the first and also wore knight’s armor. In his wide left hand, he carried a 

double-sided battle axe. ‘That axe head appears to be at least two and a half feet in length,’ 

Markus thought as he looked up at the weapon. The monster’s right hand also held a wooden 

cage. 

 

Bartholomew began praying, feeling fear clutch his stomach. 

 

“You will see what we do with you,” the first giant said, in reply to Andrew. Then, he made a 

deep, evil chuckle as he set his wooden cage down near the men in the pyramidal trap.  

 

The two giants stuffed four men into each wooden cage and sealed the cages shut with steel 

locks. Then, the monsters hoisted them onto their backs and sloshed through the marsh in the 

direction they had come from. Seven men remained in the tar pits, trying desperately to escape. 

 

Four minutes later, two other giants came sloshing through the mire. They set down two cages 

and grabbed the men stuck in the tar pits.  

 

Half a mile passed before the first two giants set Markus and the other pilgrims down. Opening 

the two cages, the evil creatures dropped the pilgrims into the mud–splat–and lightly clubbed 

them over the heads, knocking them unconscious. The giants placed the eight pilgrim knights 

into a large net, which was attached to a long chain wound around a metal cylinder or spool.  

 

Near the spool was a crank with a ratchet and a metal crane arm. The spool, the crank, and the 

crane arm were fastened to a flat, granite boulder. A pulley was attached to one end of the crane 

arm. Nearby was a huge, gaping hole which dropped far below into a deep pit.  

 

Once everything was situated, one monster began lowering the net into the pit using the crank 

and crane arm.  

 
[Spool: A cylinder on which a cord, a rope, a metal chain, or something else is wound.]      [Crank: A shaft or cylinder which has an 
attached handle or arm. Someone turns the crank handle and causes the cylinder or shaft to rotate.]      [Ratchet: A ratchet is made of 

a metal wheel with notches in it. It includes a hinged catch (or pawl) to check the motion of the wheel and keep the wheel turning in only 

one direction.]      [Crane arm: A crane is a device used to lift or lower heavy objects. A crane arm is a long arm or beam which has 
pulleys (grooved wheels) for cords, ropes, or cables to pass through.] 
 

 

In the Pit 
 

 

Once it was near the bottom of the pit, the giants drew up one corner of the net, and the dazed 

pilgrims landed in a heap on a hard, glassy surface. Markus stirred and rolled over. He had 

fallen onto Andrew, but the armor had kept his friend from being injured.  

 

“Oh, my head is throbbing,” Henry groaned. 

 

“Mine too,” Captain Herring said, shaking his head. 
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“Where are we?” Gregory said, stirring.  

 

“I don’t know,” Markus said. 

 

Markus looked up the length of the deep shaft. In the weak, overcast daylight, he could see that 

the shaft was lined with a shiny, glassy material. ‘A very hot fire must have been placed in this 

pit along with some kind of glass-forming substance,’ he thought. 

 

“I think we are in trouble,” Bartholomew said.  

 

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _   

 

A little later, the two other giants arrived at the top of the pit with the remaining seven 

prisoners. They lumbered over to their comrades, carrying cages on their backs. The seven 

pilgrims were knocked unconscious and placed into the net. Then, they also were lowered into 

the deep shaft. 

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  

 

 

“Look,” Henry said, pointing up at the shaft entrance. 

 

Markus looked up and saw the net descending from the crane arm. It contained the rest of the 

pilgrims. He was relieved to see that they were going to be all together. No one was lost among 

them or imprisoned separately. But then, fear attacked him as he thought about the pit. There 

was no way out of the pit that he could see. 

 

“God has abandoned us, folks,” Bartholomew said despairingly when the net with the seven 

other pilgrims had reached the ground.  

 

“God has not abandoned us,” Markus said, turning to Bartholomew.  

 

“Then, why are we here?” the captain said, eying Markus. 

 

“God has not abandoned us,” Markus said again, “because God said this in His Word in 

Hebrews chapter 13, verses 5 and 6: ‘[5] Let your conversation be without covetousness ; 

and be content with such things as ye have : for he hath said, I will never leave thee, nor 

forsake thee. [6] So that we may boldly say, The Lord is my helper, and I will not fear 

what man shall do unto me.’ [Hebrews 13:5-6.]” 

 

The pilgrims spoke with each other a little longer. As they did, the net was raised to the surface. 

 

“We have no hope,” Bartholomew said after a time, moaning. 

 

“Look!” a former sailor cried, pointing up at the top of the shaft. 

 

Markus and the others looked up. The metal crane arm was pivoted out over the shaft entrance 

high above. From the steel crane arm hung a chain which was fastened to a metal cage. The 

cage appeared to contain some species of carnivorous wild animals, and the creatures restlessly 
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walked back and forth. They could be seen through a grating of metal bars in the lower end of 

the cage. 

 

“What is that?” Henry said, looking up at the metal cage in the shaft opening high above. 

 

“I don’t know,” Andrew said as he stared at it, nearly dumbfounded. 

 

The giants were turning the crank and the cage descended, foot by foot, down the shaft. 

 

After half a minute had passed, Andrew said, “I have fairly good vision. Those creatures that 

are pacing back and forth in the cage are … male lions!” 

 

“Lions!” Captain Herring exclaimed. “We are in big trouble. They ferociously devour their 

prey and have great strength to kill and tear. We are doomed.” 

 

“I count seven lions. And, they look very fierce,” Henry said, troubled. 

 

“I can see a rope fastened to some kind of a mechanism for opening a cage door,” Gregory said 

as he gazed up at the object of concern. “Once that lion cage reaches us, those giants will 

release them with a tug of the rope.” 

 

“We have armor,” Andrew said with some nervousness in his voice. 

 

“But, those beasts could tear off our helmets,” Gregory said fearfully.  

 

“We need to pray,” Markus said gravely. “I realize I should have sought God back when the 

fog was starting to get thick, shortly after we entered this swamp.” 

 

“You’re right,” Andrew said, lowering his head with shame. “I should have sought God sooner 

too.” 

 

“Father God,” Markus said, closing his eyes and praying, “we are facing a terrible death 

because we made a poor decision. We didn’t seek your will when we entered this swamp. And, 

we lost sight of the path, which I believe would take us slightly above the swamp. Forgive us 

for not seeking you and depending on you. But now, we face this grave threat. What do we do 

now, Father God? We trust our lives into your care. And, we trust that you will show us the 

answer for the way of escape from this trap.”  

 

“After all,” Andrew added, in prayer, “Father God, your Word, the Bible, in 1 Corinthians 

10:13, says that you always provide a way of escape from every trial and temptation.” 

 

When Andrew had finished his prayer, Markus said, “I remember the words of 1 Corinthians 

10:13. It says: ‘[13] There hath no temptation taken you but such as is common to man : 

but God is faithful, who will not suffer you to be tempted above that ye are able ; but 

will with the temptation also make a way to escape, that ye may be able to bear it.’” 

 

Henry looked up at the cage and pointed at it. His eyes were opened wide. “Look up there,” he 

said. 
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Markus, Andrew, and the other men gazed up at the cage and saw that it was now just 35 feet 

above them. The lions were looking hungrily at the pilgrims through gaps in the metal grating.  

 

Fear began strongly attacking Markus and his friends. So, they again began praying fervently 

for God’s protection and deliverance. After a couple minutes had passed, Markus glanced up at 

the cage and saw that it was now about 24 feet above them. It was too close for comfort. 

 

Then, a lion roared, and the prayer time was disrupted.  

 

“God has forsaken us,” a man shouted with terror in his heart. 

 

 

Men began panicking and desperately trying to find a way out of the glassy tunnel, but it was 

too slippery to climb. And, the lions were above them, ready to be released. Fear squeezed the 

men like a boa constrictor.  

 

“There is no hope!” a former sailor cried. “We are doomed!” 

 

Then, Markus closed his eyes and began silently pouring out his heart to God. He told his Abba 

Father God all his fears, worries, and concerns. Then, he repented of giving ground to the 

enemy by way of the fear. Peace began to return to Markus as he surrendered his anxieties and 

fears to his Heavenly Father. The roaring of the lions did not draw his attention away from God 

as he sought Him in prayer. 

 

“Markus, My son, I love you very much,” God’s kind and caring voice said to his spirit. “I have 

heard all your troubles and fears, and I will take them from you since you have given them to 

Me. Rest in Me, My son. The lions will not do you any hurt. I will deliver you. Be patient, and 

the deliverance will come. Tell your friends what I have shown you. And, I the LORD your 

God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

“Thank you, Father God,” Markus said. “I will tell them.”  

 

He looked up and said loudly, “Can I have your attention, brothers?” 

 

Some men were cowering in a corner and placing their hands over their heads with extreme 

fear. Others pounded the ground with frustration and fear, almost wishing they had never 

become pilgrims.  

 

“Can I have your attention, please?” Markus said louder. “God has told me He will deliver us. 

He will deliver us. The lions will do no harm to us, God told me.”  

 

Several of the men began to calm down. Then, the others slowly quieted themselves and turned 

to face Markus.  

 

“Could you say that again?” one of the former sailors said as he slowly stood. He had been 

crouching in a corner with his hands on his head. 

 

Markus repeated it again. Then, he said: “Before David became the king of Israel, he told King 

Saul that God had delivered him from the paw of a lion. 1 Samuel chapter 17, verse 37, says: 
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‘[37] David said moreover, The Lord that delivered me out of the paw of the lion, and 

out of the paw of the bear, he will deliver me out of the hand of this Philistine. And Saul 

said unto David, Go, and the Lord be with thee.’[1 Samuel 17:37.]” [Underlining added.] 

 

Andrew looked at Markus and said, “I remember now Psalm 18, verses 1 through 3. It says: 

‘[1] I will love thee, O Lord, my strength. [2] The Lord is my rock, and my fortress, and 

my deliverer ; my God, my strength, in whom I will trust ; my buckler, and the horn of 

my salvation, and my high tower. [3] I will call upon the Lord, who is worthy to be 

praised : so shall I be saved from mine enemies.’ [Psalm 18:1-3.]” [Underlining added.] 

 
[Buckler: A buckler is a small, round shield.] 

 

Then, the troubled sailor breathed a sigh of relief. “Markus Christian, I believe you heard from 

God,” he said. “He will deliver us. Yes, I do believe that He will deliver us.”  

 

Markus looked up at the cage, out of curiosity, and he suddenly felt fear jab his chest. The lion 

cage was now 14 feet above the pilgrims. It was lowering still. The vicious beasts within 

appeared to have an appetite for the pilgrims. They greedily stared down at the men below and 

licked their lips. 

 

Markus’s eye was drawn to the dangling rope which was fastened to the release mechanism on 

the cage door. The long cord was rippling as waves passed down its length. He tried to gaze up 

at the giants above, but he couldn’t see them since the cage was blocking his view.  

 

Then, Markus felt the Holy Spirit convict him to surrender his fears again. So he did, and peace 

returned again.  

 

“Brothers,” Markus said to the pilgrims, “we are facing a challenge to our faith. Are we going 

to trust God or trust our own minds?”  

 

“I will choose to trust God,” Andrew said, trying not to look up at the descending cage. “The 

carnal mind is God’s enemy. It is enmity with God. That is what Romans 8:6-8 says. I 

remember it now. It says: ‘[6] For to be carnally minded is death ; but to be spiritually 

minded is life and peace. [7] Because the carnal mind is enmity against God : for it is 

not subject to the law of God, neither indeed can be. [8] So then they that are in the 

flesh cannot please God.’” 

 

“That is right, Andrew. We …” Markus started to say when a loud roar suddenly filled the 

shaft. It drowned out his words, and he again felt fear pass through his body. 

 

Looking up, he saw the lion cage was now 9 feet above his head. Another hungry roar issued 

from a lion’s mouth. Feeling the power of fear squeezing him, Markus shut his eyes and said 

out loud, “Father God, we give you all our fears. You know us and you know how much we 

struggle to believe you. Help us to rest in you and obey you. Help us to trust you. We thank you 

that you will deliver us from these lions and from this pit.” He prayed some more things.  

 

“Look, the cage is being raised,” a former sailor said, pointing up. He was trembling with a 

mixture of fear and excitement. 
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Markus opened his eyes and looked. The cage with the lions was indeed being raised. It was 

now 12 feet above their heads. Then, the lion cage began rising faster and faster. Soon, it was 

halfway up the deep shaft. A minute later, it was at the top of the shaft. The crane with the cage 

was now being hinged out of the shaft entrance by knights wearing golden armor.  

 

 

The Rope of Faith 
 

 

The ends of 15, long ropes suddenly came plummeting down the shaft. They thumped against 

the glassy floor. Each rope had a paper note attached to it by a string. A word appeared on each 

label: “Rope of Faith.” Markus and the other pilgrim knights grabbed the ropes and tied them 

around their armpits. Then, the ropes were raised, drawing up the captives.  

 

Before long, all 15 pilgrims were standing in the marsh a short distance from the shaft entrance. 

A pile of broadswords and shields was resting on the ground before a group of golden knights. 

With great happiness, the pilgrims thanked the knights who had rescued them and retrieved 

their swords and shields.  

 

But, Markus knew it was God who had answered his prayer and the prayers of the others. 

God’s grace had brought him up out of the pit and away from the fierce lions. God’s grace had 

called out to him when he was turning his heart away from the Almighty to seek his own will.  

 

‘If I had sought my Heavenly Father’s will,’ Markus thought to himself, ‘I wouldn’t have 

gotten caught in the trap of the giants.’ He remembered seeing words in red paint on their 

helmets. The first giant Markus had seen was named “Selfishness and Pride.” The other was 

named “Deception.”  

 

“Father God, I was being selfish and proud to think that I could solve the problem of where to 

go when I was lost in the swamp. I had arrogantly thought that I had no need to seek you even 

when the fog became so thick,” Markus said. “If I had sought you earlier, would I have had to 

go through this hardship?” 

 

“My son, I would not have allowed the test you went through to be so strong if you had sought 

Me. But, this test was to refine you and prepare you for Heaven. You are special to Me, very 

much so. I love you and I will guide you. Just rest in Me, and think about who I am, and you 

will do well. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

“Thank you, Father God,” Markus said. “Your words are comforting.”  

 

“You are welcome, My son,” God said gently. “I am always here for you, and I will never leave 

you, nor forsake you, as My Word says in Deuteronomy 31:6. My son, it 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.’ And so, I shall not ever fail you 

or forsake you. Rest in Me, and you will do well.” 

 

“Thank you, Heavenly Father,” Markus said. 
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“You’re welcome,” God replied with warmth in his voice. 

 

Markus turned his attention back to his brothers in Christ. He overheard Henry nearby 

speaking with a golden knight.  

 

“What happened to the giants?” Henry asked the knight. 

 

“Fifty of us drove them away. Then, we raised the lion cage from the pit. You can see it over 

there,” the golden knight said, pointing toward the cage.  

 

It rested ten feet from the edge of the pit and it was still fastened to the metal crane arm. Inside 

the cage, the lions paced back and forth, desiring to escape. 

 

“What will happen to those lions?” Markus asked the knight with the gold-colored armor. 

 

“We will release them once you are far away,” the golden knight said, turning toward him. 

“Food shall be given them to satisfy their hunger.” 

 

“Sir, I wonder if this marshland has a name?” Markus said. “It has been a very hard place to 

travel through.” 

 

“It does. This land is the swamp of Self-preservation. Those who seek to save their lives shall 

lose them, as our Lord Jesus Christ has said,” the golden knight replied. 

 

“I think that is from Luke chapter 17, verse 33,” Markus said. “I remember that Jesus said, 

‘[33] Whosoever shall seek to save his life shall lose it ; and whosoever shall lose his life 

shall preserve it.’” 

 

“That it right, friend,” the warrior in golden armor said. “Earlier, you and your friends had not 

sought God but had depended on your own minds. In doing so, you were trying to preserve the 

self. As you know, the carnal, human mind is an enemy of God. Romans chapter 8, verse 7 

says, ‘[7] Because the carnal mind is enmity against God : for it is not subject to the law 

of God, neither indeed can be.’ [Romans 8:7.]” 

 

“That is sobering,” Markus said. “I want to follow Jesus, and not my own mind.” 
 

“That is good,” the golden knight said. “But, you yourself are redeemed by the blood of Jesus. 

However, your carnal mind is not redeemed. When you enter Heaven, it will be completely 

gone from you. Now come, and I will show you something.” 

 

A dozen golden knights then took the 15 pilgrims through the swamp until they were 50 feet 

away from the deep pit. As the men walked, the fog began to dissipate enough for them to see a 

hundred feet in all directions. Stopping in an open area, the golden knights spoke with the 

pilgrims and pointed up toward a raised, hardwood platform which rested atop eight, stone 

pillars. Beside it stood a tall, stone tower with crenels. 

 
[Crenel: This is an opening in a parapet which used for shooting arrows or other projectiles.] [Parapet: In castles, a parapet is 

a low wall built on top of towers, fortified buildings, and defensive walls. It protects archers when they fire arrows down at 

enemy soldiers.] 



Pilgrim’s Journey: Faith Challenged: BOOK 2. 

107 

 

“That is sure something,” Henry said, looking up at the construction and giving a low whistle. 

 

The platform appeared to be about 20 feet above the ground. And, it was about 60 feet wide by 

90 feet long. A small, thatch-roofed cottage sat atop the platform, covering half of its area.  

 

“What is that?” Markus said, gazing up at the structure, with wide-opened eyes. 

 

The platform was connected to a long, elevated walkway which passed through the teak trees. 

Strong wooden beams – connected together by oaken girders and triangular crosspieces – held 

aloft the walkway, the extremities of which faded into the fog.  

 

“That is an elevated walkway designed for the protection of pilgrims who come this way,” a 

golden knight said, in response. 

 

“That is amazing,” Andrew said nearby. 

 

The golden knights led the men up to the stone tower, which was about 30 feet high. As the 

pilgrims neared the tower and platform, two huge angels suddenly materialized out of thin air. 

They were carrying flaming broadswords and wearing long, white robes and golden sandals.  

 

Several pilgrims fell to their knees, in fear. 

 

“Oh,” Captain Herring said, fearfully, “what, what… Who are you?” 

 

Kind expressions appeared on the angels’ noble faces, which were clean-shaven and 

handsome. Their white-gold hair fell down to the level of their chins. Kindness radiated from 

their eyes which had golden irises.  

 

“Stand up, pilgrims,” an angel said. “You have nothing to fear. We are servants of the Most 

High God, who is our Creator and Father, and He is your Father and Creator too. We are 

keepers of the road of faith. When you walk on the way of faith, we keep you from stumbling 

and falling, by holding off the enemy. But God is the One who protects you, and leads you, and 

upholds you.” 

 

The other angel said, “Go in peace and be certain that God shall never leave you. He will 

always guide you to your destination. Follow His Spirit, and you will never go wrong.”  

 

With that, the two huge angels vanished into thin air. The former sailors and their captain were 

shaking their heads with wonderment and amazement. They had never seen anything like this 

before. But, peace began to settle over them.  

 

After a half a minute of speechless amazement passed, the men began to praise God for His 

goodness in delivering them from the lions and from the pit, and for sending His angels to 

encourage them. But, Markus knew that it was God he was following, not angelic beings. It 

was the Bible and Abba God’s Spirit that he followed most of all. 

 
[Note: Angels can appear to people, but sometimes they are not God’s angels. God’s angels always bring the truth from God’s Word, the 

Bible. Fallen angels bring lies and deceptions. Paul warned about a false gospel or false message that men or fallen angels will teach. 
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Such a false message or teaching contradicts the Bible and God’s Name. Galatians 1:8 says: ‘[1] But though we, or an angel from 

heaven, preach any other gospel unto you than that which we have preached unto you, let him be accursed.’”] 

 

“Now, enter that tower and you will be on your way,” a golden knight said motioning toward 

the stone tower near the platform. 

 

A set of narrow, stone stairs ascended up to a steel door about a third of the way up the tower.  

 

“God bless you men,” a different golden knight said before he turned away and walked into the 

forest. 

 

Markus and his companions looked at each other with amazement and then climbed the stairs. 

At the top of the staircase, they found that the steel door was unlocked. Pushing it open, 

Markus saw a set of spiral stairs through the doorway. He began ascending these until he 

reached another steel door higher up the tower. He pushed it open and beheld the wooden 

platform and the small cottage through the door. The cottage had a thatched roof, 

wattle-and-daub siding, and a few windows with flower baskets. 

 

“I wonder what’s in that cottage,” Markus said as he stepped onto the platform. 

 

When he reached it, Markus pushed open a wooden door in the half-timbered building and saw 

a cozy dwelling space containing a stone fireplace, a kitchen area, a living room, a bathroom, 

and a bedroom. A golden knight was standing over a wooden table and slicing up onions. A 

savory smell wafted up from a kettle hanging from a hook over a bright, crackling fire in the 

fireplace. 

 

“What are you cooking?” he said. 

 

“I’m preparing a stew for you pilgrims,” the golden knight said kindly.  

 

“It smells good,” Markus said, smiling.  

 

Before long, all 15 pilgrims had entered the cottage. Their noses quickly detected a delicious 

smell coming from the hanging kettle.  

 

“Stay and enjoy a meal I am preparing for you hungry travelers,” the golden knight said after 

he had stirred the stew a little. 

 

“My stomach is growling,” Henry said. “I sure would love to try that stew.” 

 

The pilgrims gladly remained in the cottage the rest of that day and rested. They had been 

assured by their host that their enemies, the giants, were being chased away by dozens of 

golden knights.  

 

“That is good to know,” Andrew had said with relief, after hearing that news. 

 

Several former sailors and their captain sat near the fireside and told stories of life on the sea 

and other adventures. Then, the group ate a hearty dinner of beef stew. When they were 

finished with the meal, they helped to wash the dishes. Afterward, they gathered in the living 
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room and read from Bibles which their host provided for them, and prayed as a group. 

Following the corporate prayer time, they sought God privately, and then went to sleep on the 

floor. Blankets and sleeping pads had also been provided for them by their kind host. 

 

 

The Elevated Walkway 
 

 

Many hours later, long after the sun had risen, the 15 pilgrims were walking along the elevated 

walkway 22 miles from the cottage. Railings prevented them from accidentally falling down to 

the forest below. They no longer had to get their sabatons (i.e. armored shoes) bogged down in 

the swamp, which was 20 feet below them. Walking at a quick pace, without any haversacks on 

their backs, the pilgrim knights covered the miles with relative ease.  

 

They had been reassured by the golden knight that God would later bring their horses to them, 

along with gear and provisions. That freed them up to walk briskly. Before long, they saw that 

the swamp below them was turning into an evergreen forest with fallen pine needles and firm 

earth. Soon, the elevated platform began to descend at a gradual angle toward the ground.  

 

Once the walkway reached the forest floor, the pilgrims stepped off it and gazed up at the trees.  

 

“Look, there is a sign here,” Dmitri Caballo, one of Captain Herring’s men, said.  

 

Markus turned toward Dmitri and saw him pointing toward a wooden sign planted near a dirt 

path.  

 

Dmitri said, “This sign says: ‘Pilgrims, take this path and you will reach a new challenge. 

Remain and rest in God’s sphere of protection, and you will be safe. Look to God and behold 

His love. Follow the path and, again, rest in God’s sphere of protection, which is His best will 

for you.’ Psalm 119, verse 105 says: ‘[105] Thy word is a lamp unto my feet, and a light 

unto my path.’ [Psalm 119:105.]” 

 

“Well, let’s go then,” Markus said, walking quickly down the trail. He wanted to get through 

the challenge quickly as possible and by looking to God. 

 

The others followed him and drew their broadswords, wondering what new challenges awaited 

them. As they walked, they had no knowledge that someone was pursuing them through the 

woods – someone who meant them harm.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 11 
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The Pursuit Through the Forest 

 

 

Several miles away from the pilgrims, five horses with riders were cantering through the 

woods. The men riding them were dressed in black robes and were equipped with longbows, 

swords, and arrow quivers. Barbute helmets with Y-shaped facial openings protected their 

heads, and coats of mail were concealed under their dark robes.  
 

[Barbute: This was a 15th century helmet which often had a Y-or-T-shaped facial opening in the front for breathing and 

visibility. Some had an arched opening, but the opening was still smallish compared to that of other helmet styles. Unique 

among the barbute designs, those with a Y-shaped opening had a projection to guard the nose.]      [Canter: The pace of 

a horse that is slower than a gallop but faster than a trot. It is the medium speed of a horse.] 

 

The foremost rider swore under his breath and thought to himself: ‘I will kill those men for 

speaking strange and perverse things to the town of Rebellion. I will also kill them to avenge 

the deaths of all who lived in the town. It is in ruins ‒ a blackened heap of rubble ‒ thanks to 

them and their God. And Elihu, my good friend, died because of them. Those pilgrims shall not 

escape my wrath!’ 

 

“Ahaziah,” said one of the horsemen cantering behind him. 

 

“What is it, Jehoiakim?” Ahaziah Bronze-smith said as he turned his head.  

 

“I believe we are not far from our prey,” Jehoiakim Iron-fist said with an evil glint in his eyes. 

 

“You’re right,” Ahaziah said, smiling wickedly. “I will make those pilgrims suffer a cruel 

death for all the evil they have done. And, Markus Christian shall be the first to go.” 

 

 

The Hill of Difficulty 

 

 

A very steep, rocky hill rose up high above the 15 pilgrims. The forest bordered it but stopped 

at its lower end, leaving the hill bare of trees. The pilgrims had just emerged from the forest and 

found themselves in open ground, staring up at a new challenge.  

 

“That looks rather treacherous,” Captain Herring said quietly as he gazed up the hill. “I don’t 

think I want to go that way.”  

 

Their path climbed along the side of the steep, rocky hill, zigzagging back and forth with 
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switchbacks. In places along the path were piles of broken chunks of rock, which they might 

have to climb over.  

 

“Captain Bartholomew,” Markus said, turning toward the ship captain, “God will give us the 

power to overcome all hardships. We can count on His provision. He got us through the 

swamp.” 

 

On one side of the rugged path were jagged rocks and crags (cliffs). On the other side, a steep, 

rocky slope ran down toward the forest below. There were no railings to prevent them from 

tumbling down the hill and hitting jagged boulders near the bottom. 

 

“Well, I guess I’ll give it a try,” Captain Herring said with some reluctance.  

 

“It does look a bit difficult,” Henry said as his eyes swept up the hillside. “But, God will help us 

climb it up. I mean, climb up it. I’ve been through worse than this. ” 

 

“You’re right, Henry,” Andrew Strong-heart said. “Let’s continue our journey. We’ll soon 

reach the top.” 

 

The men began ascending the high hill, stepping around or over large stones. 

When they had climbed a fifth of the hill, a loud thump suddenly came from above 

them. A huge boulder had just struck a rock ledge fifteen yards up the hill and had 

bounced. In less than two seconds it came crashing down–boom–directly in front 

of Markus, and the ground shook slightly. Now, the path was blocked by a huge 

obstacle.  

 

Trying to walk around the boulder would be very hard due to loose rocks and a very steep slope 

on the left, and a steep cliff on the right. Markus realized that he had reached an impasse. So, he 

began praying. [Impasse: This refers to a thing which prevents (or stops) further progress.] 

 

“Now, we are stuck,” Gregory said from behind Markus. “But, God will come through. I 

believe He will. He didn’t fail us when we were in the pit. So, He must not fail us now.” 

 

“My son, Markus,” God’s voice spoke to him, “I want you to speak to the others and have them 

ask Me to provide them with a wall of fire. This wall of fire will destroy all boulders and 

obstacles on this steep hill. Trust Me, and you will see the fire fall. And, I the LORD your God 

and Abba Father have spoken.” 

 

Markus thanked God for the input and told his friends what he had heard. Then, the group 

began praying.  

 

Suddenly, a whooshing, crackling sound came, and Markus opened his eyes to see a huge, 

bright wall of 14-foot-high flames undulating (moving like waves) and flickering about twelve feet in 

front of him. The wall of fire completely encircling the group of fifteen. In seconds, it began 

vaporizing a portion of the boulder closest to Markus.  

 

“This is incredible,” Captain Herring said from the middle of the column of pilgrim knights. 

“This has to be a work of God. Does the Bible speak of this?” 
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Looking at him, Andrew Strong-heart said: “This is a literal wall of fire. A metaphorical wall 

of fire is mentioned in Zechariah chapter 2, verse 5. In it, God says: ‘[5] For I, saith the Lord, 

will be unto her a wall of fire round about, and will be the glory in the midst of her.’ 

[Zechariah 2:5.] The ‘her’ refers to Jerusalem, which symbolizes God’s people, believers in 

Jesus. This verse is speaking of how God surrounds us like a wall of fire. Now, we have a 

physical wall of fire about us.” 

 
[Metaphor: This refers to language that is symbolic. Metaphoric symbols represent other things. A sword represents the Word of God, 

the Bible. A shield represents faith in God’s Word and in God’s Name (or in who He is). Fire represents God’s hand of protection 

surrounding His children.] 

 

“But, isn’t this just speaking about Jews?” said Gregory White-peak, the grey-haired 

27-year-old.  

 

Andrew faced him and replied: “Galatians chapter 3, verses 28 and 29, says: ‘[28] There is 

neither Jew nor Greek, there is neither bond nor free, there is neither male nor female : 

for ye are all one in Christ Jesus. [29] And if ye be Christ’s, then are ye Abraham’s 

seed, and heirs according to the promise.’ [Galatians 3:28-29.]” 

 

“Okay. That makes sense,” Gregory said, scratching his short, grey beard. 

 

“Let’s go forward,” Markus said as he started walking toward the wall of fire.  

 

As he approached it, the fire began to move with him, and it consumed the rest of the boulder. 

In seconds, the mass of stone was turned to vapor and dust.  

 

“My son,” God spoke to Markus, “tell the group that these flames will not hurt a Christian who 

walks the pilgrim life. It will only harm rocks or obstacles. It will protect you from danger and 

keep you safe. You are safe under My wing. But, don’t walk away from My best will and seek 

to do your own will. Nonetheless, I will give you grace and call out to you if you turn away 

from Me. But, you don’t want to do that, I am sure. And, I the LORD your God have spoken.” 

 

“Thank you, Father God. I want to walk closely with you and rest in you. I will tell the group,” 

Markus said.  

 

He then informed them of what God had told him.  

 

“I don’t want to go beyond God’s best will,” Andrew said, “because He loves us, and He 

knows what is good for us and what would bring Him glory.” 

 

“That’s right,” Markus said.  

 

Then, the group continued their ascent. When they were now two-thirds of the way up the big 

hill, Gregory shouted, “Look out!”  

 

Thump. Crunch. Thump. A huge boulder came tumbling down the side of the hill, heading 

straight for the pilgrims.  

 

“Help!” Henry cried as he looked up. 
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Seeing it plunging toward them filled their eyes with fear. Men raised their shields and others 

cried out to God. Several of the knights in the rear of the column bolted toward the wall of fire 

and passed through it, unscathed.  

 

At the same time, a second boulder, which was covered with burning pitch, tumbled down 

toward the path directly in front of them. This boulder landed first with a heavy thud and 

lodged itself in front of the pilgrims.   

 

The men only had a second to assess their situation, for the other boulder had hit a ledge and 

was now airborne. The huge mass of rock was plummeting straight toward the group of 15. In 

less than a second, it would reach them.  

 

As the huge boulder came within fifteen feet of the group, the wall of fire suddenly shot up and 

formed a solid dome around the pilgrims within the ring. The giant rock was turned to atoms – 

whoosh – by the supernatural fire.  

 

No harm came to those within the dome. But, chunks of rock that had not touched the dome 

crashed to the path and split into shards. Crash. Some of these fast-flying shards struck four 

pilgrims who had fled through the wall of fire. Ping. Clang. Thankfully, it only glanced off 

their armor.  

 

“You out there, come back,” Captain Herring shouted to the men outside the translucent (partially 

see-through) dome of fire. 

 

Thump. Crunch. Thump. A third boulder came tumbling straight toward the men outside the 

dome.  

 

“Lookout. A boulder!” Bartholomew cried, pointing up at the tumbling rock.  

 

The men ran toward the wall of fire and jumped through just as the 80-ton rock smashed into 

the ground ‒ boom ‒ where they were standing. Part of it was vaporized by the fiery dome. The 

remainder rested on the path behind them in large, broken chunks. 

 

“We must stay inside this dome,” Markus said, turning toward the four who barely made it 

through the wall of fire. 

 

Markus then walked toward the boulder in front of them, and it began vaporizing as the moving 

dome of fire reached it. Soon, it was completely gone, and their way was clear again.  

 

Several minutes passed with no more boulders tumbling down the hillside. For a period of 

time, it was rather calm. But, several of the men were jittery. When they were close to the top 

of the hill, the dome of fire stopped moving forward. 

 

“Why have we stopped walking?” a knight at the rear of the column said.  

 

“The dome will not move an inch in any direction,” Markus said, turning around. “I’ve tried 

walking forward, but the fire stays put. Let’s wait and see what God has us do.” 
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A couple minutes passed.  

 

“I’m tired of waiting,” Ahab Green-sword, a pilgrim knight at the rear of the group, said with 

frustration. “I’m going to go back down the hill and try an easier path up to the top. Or, I’ll just 

go around this miserable hill.” 

 

“Don’t leave the dome of fire. It is God’s protection for us in this test,” Markus cautioned as he 

looked at the disgruntled man.  

 

“I’m going,” Ahab stubbornly said as he turned and walked through the fire, again unharmed 

by the flames.  

 

He was now outside the dome and walking briskly down the hill. Suddenly, a huge jet of 

flames shot out from somewhere up the hill. It roared down toward the wayward pilgrim and 

surrounded him with a fiery aerosol mixture. The flames heated his armor to a cherry red, and 

he screamed in pain. Without waiting a second more, Ahab ran toward the dome of protection.  
 

[Jet: A concentrated stream of fluid (a gas or a liquid) that comes through a nozzle at high pressure.]      [Aerosol: A mixture of solid 

or liquid particles in a gas. It usually is a flammable spray.] 
 

As he reached it, the fiery dome was suddenly, miraculously changed to water. The water 

instantly cooled his armor and God’s power healed him of his burns. The man was breathing 

deeply and dripping with water, grateful for God’s mercy and love. He knew that if he had not 

run for the dome of protection, he would be toast. 

 

 

The Burning Flame 
 

 

Markus turned his attention toward the top of the hill. He could now see a giant standing behind 

a 10-foot-long, metal cylinder. The cylinder was fastened, on a pivot, to a metal framework or 

stand.  

 

As he beheld it, a vapor spray suddenly shot out from a nozzle on the front of the 

cylinder. The spray hit the flame of a torch–whoosh–and turned into a ball of fire. 

Roaring through the air, the burning gas shot toward the pilgrims. But, it was 

harmlessly absorbed by their fiery dome of protection.  

 

Markus was relieved to see that the giant’s flamethrower could not penetrate God’s 

dome of fire. 

 
[A description of the giant’s flamethrower:  The flamethrower in this scene was based off an ancient flamethrower 

device that was used in ancient China. It uses a piston; a torch fixed to a rod; a reservoir of fuel; piping; valves; and a 

special nozzle to send a spray of fuel toward a hot flame. The flame ignites the spray and creates a ball of fire that can 

reach targets a number of yards from the nozzle. 

 

The operator of this ancient flamethrower simply moves a handle attached to metal rod to cause the piston to pump fuel 

through the nozzle, which turns it into a spray. Valves keep the liquid fuel from flowing the wrong direction so that the 

piston can pump fuel as the piston is drawn back again. The aerosol spray would ignite once it reached a torch or brazier 

fastened to a rod jutting out from the front of the machine.] 
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“That monster will roast us alive,” Captain Herring said anxiously from behind Markus.  

 

“But,” Markus replied, “you saw the ball of fire being absorbed by our dome of protection. 

Let’s just follow the path, and I believe we will be safe.” 

 

The giant with the flamethrower swiveled his weapon toward the pilgrims as they walked up to 

the top of the hill and across a flat area of green turf. The massive knight was wearing the same 

type of armor as that worn by other giants. It was dark grey and covered every part of his large 

frame (or body).  

 

As he watched his foe, Markus could now see that the giant was beginning to push a handle 

connected to a metal rod. The rod passed through a tight-fitting hole in the back of the cylinder. 

Just then, another ball of fire rushed through the air. But this spray of fire did nothing, except to 

keep the pilgrims on their toes, so to speak. 

 

While they walked down the trail, Markus glanced down at the giant’s armored legs and 

noticed that a large, strong shackle was fastened around his left ankle. A chain ran from the leg 

shackle up to a rock where it was attached to. On his helmet skull was painted a word in red: 

“Fear.” [Helmet skull: The part of a helmet that covers the skull.] 

 

 

The Encounter 
 

 

At last, the group of ten had gotten beyond the range of the 

Giant Fear’s flamethrower, and beyond his sight. As they 

did, the protective wall of fire became invisible and 

intangible. They were now walking among the trees of a 

large, hardwood forest. The landscape consisted of gently 

rolling, wooded hills and meadows. Tamarack, beech, oak, 

and white pine trees rose up from the forest floor like great, 

leaf-covered pillars. Bracken and other shrubs filled the 

space between the trees, making the forest very dense and 

somewhat shaded.  

 

“Praise God for delivering us from that giant,” Andrew said as he looked up and closed his 

eyes.  

 

“God protected us,” Markus said with relief and joyfulness. “It was His power, and His power 

alone that got us through that trial of faith.”  

 

“We couldn’t have done it without the Almighty, our Father God,” Henry added, smiling. “I 

was afraid that burst of fire would kill us, but God was aware of that too.” 

 

“He was,” Andrew said, nodding. 

 

The pilgrims walked for half a mile, talking as they went. As they arrived at a moss-covered 
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boulder, suddenly, a sable horse trotted out of the trees in front of them. Atop the steed sat a 

man wearing a dark cowl. Resting around his upper body was powerful weapon: a longbow. 

The large, cloak hood shaded his face and kept it in shadows. Rustling came from bushes to 

Markus’s left and right. Then, men wearing cowls and armed with bent longbows came from 

the forest, walking forward slowly. Sharp arrows were aimed at the pilgrims’ hearts.  

 
[Cowl: It is a long, hooded cloak with sleeves. The cowl was commonly worn by monks during the Middle Ages (and in 

later periods). But, other people also put it on.] 

 

Just as the horse rider had come from the trees, Markus and the other pilgrims had noticed that 

their armor was fading to a translucent hue. Then, it no longer appeared. Their white tunics, 

leather boots, and trousers showed up as the metal faded from view.  
 

[Note: Since the pilgrims’ armor was spiritual, it became invisible when lost humans were present. But, the arrows and weapons 

carried by the pilgrims’ foes did not fade. They were of a physical nature.] 
 

The rider of the horse dismounted his steed and tied its reins to a tree limb. He removed his 

hood, revealing a dark-grey barbute helmet with a Y-shaped facial opening. He opened a large, 

leather bag behind the horse saddle and checked to make sure his money bag within it was safe. 

A quiver filled with arrows was fastened to the other side of the horse, near the saddle. 

 
[Barbute: This was a 15

th
 century helmet which often had a Y-or-T-shaped facial opening in the front for breathing and visibility. 

It was probably based on the Greek Corinthian helmet.]  
 

Reaching into the quiver, he drew out five arrows. Then, after removing his longbow, he 

placing an arrow on the bowstring and turned to face the white-clad pilgrims. 

 

Markus, seeing the rider’s face for the first time since the man had ridden up, recognized the 

clean-shaven face and short, brown hair of Ahaziah Bronze-smith. But, Markus didn’t 

remember the long scar that now appeared on the man’s right cheek. 

 

“Ahaziah,” Markus said, looking at his former friend, “what are you doing here with that 

bow?” 

 

Markus remembered that it was Ahaziah who had joined Jehoiakim Iron-fist and Elihu 

Coppersmith in forsaking the path to Heaven. The three men had left the rest of the pilgrims 

when the good knights had been confronted with a major hindrance to their progress: the 

fortified bridge of Baron Conniving Unbelief.  

 

“Markus, Markus,” Ahaziah said with a cold smile on his face, “I have come to put an end to 

your quest. You have long been a grief to me and my acquaintances.” 

 

“What do you mean?” Markus said, watching the man’s longbow, which was aimed at the 

ground. 

 

Markus also remembered, with a chill in his spine, that it was Ahaziah who had uttered a threat 

to kill him when Elihu had suffered from a massive heart attack in the town of Rebellion.  

 

“Life can be hard when you have a debt to pay,” Ahaziah said. 
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“What is your debt that you must pay? You’re speaking in riddles,” Markus said, trying to keep 

the fear out of his voice. 

 

“I work for the devil now,” Ahaziah said. “And, he is a cruel master. But, I must pay the debt I 

owe to my own zeal for justice. Today is your last day on earth, Markus.”  

 

Fear shot through Markus’s body as he saw his former friend draw the longbow suddenly and 

point an arrow straight at his chest.  

 

“You want to kill me?” Markus said, trembling slightly. “Why?” 

 

“I said I work for the devil now,” Ahaziah said as he trained his bent bow at Markus, “and I 

owe a debt to my zeal for justice. You killed Elihu when he withstood you. So, you shall die.” 

 

“I didn’t kill him at all,” Markus said. “You saw me. Neither I nor any of my friends touched 

him. We did no harm to his person. I have witnesses who can testify.” 

 

“I hate you, Markus, because you love what I hate, and hate what I love. You are for God, and 

I am against God. So, you will die, Markus,” Ahaziah said with a cold, cruel expression on his 

face. 

 

Ahaziah stepped back a few feet. As he backed up, he stepped into an area of 

ground he hadn’t walked before. The hate-filled archer prepared to release his 

arrow, but as he did, he backed up a little more and suddenly stepped into a 

camouflaged pitfall. His feet broke through a leaf-covered hatched made of thin 

sticks, and he plunged down through a deep shaft in the ground.  

 

Twang. Ahaziah’s arrow shot up through the air as he fell. And, a loud cry came, 

followed by a splat as his boots plunged into deep mire at the bottom of the shaft. 

The longbow and four arrows landed beside him.  

 
[Pitfall: A pitfall is a deep hole, or pit, or hollow shaft in the ground which is concealed by a flimsy trap door or cover. The 

intention is that the pit cover will break when a person steps on it. It breaks under his weight, and he falls down into the shaft.]  

 

Due to his sudden fall, the arrow he had prepared to fire had completely missing its target. 

 

Surprised that their boss had fallen into a pitfall trap, the other archers lowered their bows and 

two headed over to the edge of the shaft. Bending over, they gazed down into the muddy shaft 

and saw their leader up to his knees in greenish-brown slime.  

 

“Get me out of here,” Ahaziah said harshly with great frustration and annoyance. 

 

“If we rescue you, Ahaziah, you’ll have to give us all the money on your horse,” said one man 

with a dark beard and an eye patch as he leaned over the edge of the pit. 

 

“No,” Ahaziah said. “I will not give you any more money than I said I’d pay you.” 

 

“Then, you will have to stay down there,” the patch-eyed man said, chuckling. “And, we won’t 

kill your enemies, but we will take your money and divide it up.” 
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Hearing that, Ahaziah cursed and uttered profanity. Then, he said, “Get me out of this pit!” 

 

An arrow shot up out of the pit–zip–and flew high into the air. It began to lose momentum and 

came plummeting down toward the trees many yards from the dirt road. 

 

But, the two men left the shaft entrance and walked over to Ahaziah’s horse. The patch-eyed  

man unfastened a leather bag from the horse saddle and undid some drawstrings on the bag. 

Then, he removed his own cowl and dropped it onto the grass near the path. The other archers 

walked over to the two men with Ahaziah’s moneybag and watched as its contents spilled out 

onto the cloak. Gold coins ringed together as they poured onto the fabric. 

 

“Divide it between all four of us,” one of the men said. 

 

“That shall be done,” the man with the patch eye said as he began separating the coins into four 

piles. The man counted each pile to make sure they had an equal number of coins. Then, he 

scooped up one pile and shoved it into a money bag fastened to his belt. The other men did the 

same with their piles.  

 

Having parted the money among them, the four men walked back into the forest and soon 

reemerged, leading four horses. Mounting their chargers, the four cantered away down the path 

and soon disappeared around a bend in the path. When they were gone, Markus breathed a sigh 

of relief and walked over to the edge of the pit. Andrew followed him. 

 

“Ahaziah,” Markus said, “are you injured?”  

 

But, the man in the pit cursed at Markus and uttered hateful words replete (i.e. filled) with 

profanity. “I will kill you, Markus,” Ahaziah said. “I will kill you and then I will kill those 

thieves who stole from me.” 

 

Feeling compassion for his enemy, Markus said, “I can try to find a rope to get you out of the 

pit.”  

 

“I don’t want you to get me out of this pit!” Ahaziah said bitterly. Then, he placed an arrow on 

his bowstring and pointed the sharp tip up at Markus. The pilgrim quickly backed away from 

the entrance, just before the arrow shot up through the pitfall. 

 

“It’s sad that he doesn’t want our help. He is so hardened,” Markus said to the rest of the 

pilgrims.  

 

“Why would you like to help him? He wants to kill us,” Ahab Green-sword said, surprised. 

 

“You’re right, but I thought he might soften toward us if we show him Christ-like love,” 

Markus said.  

 

Ahab just shook his head and sighed. Then, Markus said, “Jesus wants us to do good to those 

who are unkind to us, as much as possible and by His power.”  

 

“I remember a certain Bible passage,” Andrew said. “The Lord Jesus said these words in 
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Matthew chapter 5, verses 44 and 45: ‘[44] But I say unto you, Love your enemies, bless 

them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, and pray for them which 

despitefully use you, and persecute you ; [45] that ye may be the children of your Father 

which is in heaven : for he maketh his sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and 

sendeth rain on the just and on the unjust.’” 

 

“Hmm,” Ahab said with a frown. 

 

“I see something near the pit,” Gregory said. He was standing about four feet from the edge of 

the shaft entrance. He looked toward the ground and knelt down.  

 

“What do you see, Gregory?” Andrew said. 

 

“It’s a ground-level, stone plaque in the grass that reads, ‘Beware of the pitfalls of bitterness 

and hatred,’” Gregory said before he slowly stood up. 

 

As he spoke, loud cursing, death threats, and profanity came from the pit where Ahaziah had 

fallen. So, the men walked away from the vicinity of the pit and stepped back onto the dirt road. 

 

“Folks, we better watch out for pitfalls in this area,” Andrew said as he paused on the road. “If 

we remain on the path of life that Jesus walked, we will be safe.” 

 

Looking toward Gregory and Andrew, Markus said, “Proverbs chapter 4, verse 23, says: ‘[23] 

Keep thy heart with all diligence ; for out of it are the issues of life.’ And, Proverbs 4:26 

and 27 says: ‘[26] Ponder the path of thy feet, and let all thy ways be established. [27] 

Turn not to the right hand nor to the left : remove thy foot from evil.’” 

 

“This is very good, Markus,” Andrew said gravely. “I want to remember that and not forget 

how bitterness is a pitfall.” 

 

Henry said, “I remember now how our Lord Jesus Christ spoke about bitterness. In Matthew 

chapter 6, verses 14 and 15, Jesus said, ‘[14] For if ye forgive men their trespasses, your 

heavenly Father will also forgive you : [15] but if ye forgive not men their trespasses, 

neither will your Father forgive your trespasses.’” 

 

“What does that mean?” Captain Bartholomew Herring said, confused. 

 

“God can’t forgive a man or woman who is stubbornly unwilling to repent from sin,” 

Markus said. “Such a person is very hardened and does not love God. If we love Jesus, we’ll 

obey Him. In John chapter 14, verse 23, it says: ‘[23] 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.’” 

 

“That’s right,” Gregory said, thoughtfully. “Someone who hates the Lord Jesus would not want 

to obey Him. They might claim to love Him, but by refusing to obey Him, they are showing, by 

their choices, that they don’t love God.” 

 

A pause followed as the men pondered over what was said. Then, Markus breathed deeply and 

said, “Why don’t we move on, brothers?” 
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Soon, the group of 15 pilgrims was walking down the forest trail. As they ambled, their shiny 

armor reappeared. Grateful to have it back, they started walking faster and talking more loudly 

and joyfully. Half an hour later, they saw 15 white horses with empty saddles trotting their 

way. [Amble: Walk slowly.] 

 

“Look, it’s our horses,” Henry said, surprised. “God is again providing us with strong 

chargers.” 

 

The men mounted the horses. Sending their steeds off at a cantering pace, they covered ground 

much faster. Soon, they came to a place in the forest where the trees grew less dense, and more 

blue sky appeared through the forest canopy. Scattered about the forest floor were fairly dense 

clusters of leafy bushes, appearing here and there, and a carpet of dry pine needles.  

 

Markus soon noticed something missing from the forest scenery. The background sounds of 

chirping birds, which flitted among the branches of the trees, was gone. Suddenly, the sound of 

galloping hooves reached Markus’s ears. Then, he turned to his left and saw knights on 

horseback charging his way. The knights were wearing black and red surcoats and carried iron 

lances with sharp tips. Shields appeared fastened to their other arms. 

 

“Watch out! Trouble has come our way!” Henry shouted back to the men riding behind him. 

 

 

“Trouble Has Come” 
 

 

The pilgrims shut their helmet visors and drew their broadswords.  

 

The pounding sound of hooves thumping against turf grew louder. Thuh-thump. Thuh-thump. 

Thuh-thump. More enemy knights came into view and lowered their steel lances. Kicking their 

horses’ sides, they sent the animals charging straight toward the pilgrim knights. Lance tips 

were trained on their targets, ready to punch through armor.  

 

Then, – crash – sharp lance tips slammed into the shields of the pilgrims, knocking most off 

their horses. The good knights hit the ground hard, but their armor protected them from injury. 

Their horses ran off into the forest, and the men on the ground groaned and slowly rose to their 

feet.  

 

In the first wave of the attack, Markus had been unseated from his horse. His broadsword 

rested on the ground beside him four feet away. Lying on the grass, he breathed deeply, but he 

felt soreness in his back. He had hit a rock when he fell from the horse. So, Markus began 

praying to God for help, healing, and deliverance. Slowly, the soreness began to leave and 

peace started to return to his body.  

 

Suddenly, an evil knight came thundering toward him with a sharp lance tip pointed at him. 

Markus quickly rolled to the side and held up his shield. The lance hit it – clang, but it glanced 

off the shield.  
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Following just a few yards behind the first, a second enemy knight charged toward him, but 

this time, Markus grabbed his broadsword and stood to his feet. Thuh-thump. Thuh-thump. 

Thuh-thump. Horse hooves approached rapidly. As the enemy’s sharp lance tip shot toward 

him, the pilgrim knight suddenly struck the lance with his sword, – clang – and the long, metal 

pole flew out of the rider’s hand. Markus had hit it with all his might. 

 

The pilgrim knight grabbed the fallen lance and soon saw a third knight charging toward him. 

Holding the lance as if it were a spear, he kept the lance tip pointed toward the ground. With 

thunderous fury, the enemy knight galloped toward him with a lowered lance. Then, just as the 

knight on the horse came within twenty feet from him, Markus threw the lance hard. 

 

It struck – chunk – the enemy knight in the upper breastplate, and punched through his armor. 

Having the combined speed of the horse and rider, and its own motion through the air, the lance 

was able to barely penetrate the rider’s breastplate. But, the tip only scratched the skin of the 

foe. Drawing it out of his armor, the knight prepared to charge again.  

 

“Father God, will you give me something to unseat that knight with?” Markus said.  

 

“Yes, My son,” God’s kind voice said. “My son, look below 

you.” 

 

Markus looked down on the ground and saw a halberd, to his 

surprise, lying flat on the grass. This weapon was different than 

other halberds Markus had seen. In place of a long spear tip on 

its head, this particular halberd had a broadsword attached.  

 
[Note about this halberd: A battle axe head appeared on the wooden shaft of this halberd a 

few inches below the sword. Like other halberds, the rear end of the axe head had a curved, 
metal hook or pick. But, a sword replaced the spear tip on this particular weapon.] 

 

Sheathing his sword, Markus took the halberd in his hands. He 

was not a moment too late, for the enemy knight was now 

galloping toward him with a lowered lance. As the lance tip 

closed in on him, Markus suddenly struck it – clang – with the 

sword blade of his halberd. The lance flew out of the rider’s 

hands.  

 

Then, as the man on the horse charged past him, Markus quickly 

reached up to his neck with his halberd’s curved metal pick (or 

hook). The halberd pick snagged the foe around his neck and 

violently unseated him from his horse. And, the rider fell to the 

ground with a heavy thud. 

 

‘If that knight were a human, he would likely be dead by now, having a broken neck,’ Markus 

thought, ‘but he is a supernatural foe.’ The knight, however, was somewhat wounded. He 

glared at Markus through his closed visor and made an animal-like growl. The word “Doubt” 

was painted in red on his helmet. 

 

“We will destroy you soon,” said Doubt, the evil knight. “God will not deliver you from us. 



Pilgrim’s Journey: Faith Challenged: BOOK 2. 

122 

You have no hope.” 

 

Markus shook his head and replied: “God’s Word says, ‘[37] Nay, in all these things we are 

more than conquerors through him that loved us.’ [Romans 8:37.]”  

 

Uttering a string of bitter curses at Markus, the evil creature slowly stood to his feet and limped 

off into the forest. As he did, Markus noticed that the thunder of horse hooves and the clash of 

metal still filled the air. 

 

He was now able to watch his friends battle their foes in the forest. The other pilgrim knights 

had also called upon God to equip them for this fight, and each man was now armed with a 

halberd like Markus’s. Markus could see that the pilgrims were starting to get the upper hand in 

their fight with the enemy. Clang. Ring. Clash. Ding. Several evil knights were already 

unseated, and they fought with the pilgrim knights on the ground. Enemy shields were starting 

to crack, and dark-grey sallet helmets were being dent in.  

 

But just then, a deep, dull thumping sound came from the forest. Thump. Boom. Thump. 

Boom. The ground seemed to vibrate with each thump. ‘What could possibly make that 

sound?’ Markus wondered. ‘Is that thumping sound a ground tremor or a small earthquake?’ 

Then, his eyes widened with fear as he looked up.  

 
[Tremor: A small earthquake which is usually caused by a movement of the crust of the earth at a fault.]       [Fault: A seismic fault 

happens when there is a sudden movement of rock layers in the crust of the earth. This sudden movement, or displacement, in the rock 
layers causes a break or a crack which can appear on the surface of the earth. It is called a fault line when it is seen on the surface of the 

earth.] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 12 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Giant of Pride and Haughtiness 
 

Thump. Boom. Thump. Boom. Thump. Boom. Every heavy footfall 

caused the ground to shake slightly as a colossus of a giant came 

tromping through the forest. His helmeted head rose up high among the 

cedar, birch, and elm trees. This incredibly-tall knight appeared to be at 
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least 110 feet in stature. Markus found it hard to believe what he was seeing. The monster was 

a higher than the oldest trees in this part of the forest, and he was stout and strong-looking.  

 

Equipped with a gigantic hammer, dark-grey armor, and an armet helmet with attached goat 

horns, this monster was far larger and more intimidating than any giant Markus had ever faced. 

He would have dwarfed the giants the pilgrims had encountered in the swamp. A phrase was 

painted, in red, on his helmet: “Pride and Haughtiness.”  

 

 
[Armet helmet: An armet helmet was similar to the close helmet. But, the armet contained two hinging cheek pieces, which 

opened so that the wearing could put the helmet on. This helmet was tight-fitting, so it needed to be hinged open. In contrast, a 

close helmet opened in the front of the helmet rather than on the sides. The armet opened by unfastening two cheek pieces on the 

left and right. When they were closed, the cheek pieces would overlap, and pivoting hooks would engage staples (i.e. U-shaped 

pieces of metal).]  [This particular armet helmet has two ram horns attached to its skull temples. The helmet skull is the part of 

the helmet that covers the human skull.] 

 
[Haughty: Behaving in an arrogant, prideful way that despises or thinks less of others.] 

 

 

A Bible verse suddenly came to Markus: “[2] When pride cometh, then cometh shame : but 

with the lowly is wisdom.” [Proverbs 11:2.] 

 

As the colossal monster came thumping across the land, the pilgrims began to tremble. The 

closer the giant got, the more his every step began to send vibrations up Markus’s legs and 

through his spine.  

 

“Father God,” Markus said quietly, “how do we defeat this extremely massive foe? He is larger 

than anything I’ve encountered so far.” 

 

“My son,” God’s kind voice said, “there is a metal chain connected to a tree. The giant will 

walk past that tree, but you need to draw him to chase you. Then, other men will grab the 

drooping end of the chain and they will raise it up the side of a different tree. There is a metal 

hook, which has been prepared aforehand for this purpose. This is the trip chain of faith and 

the hook of belief. Hook the chain across the path of the giant, at the right moment, and he will 

fall to the ground, and you will be able to conquer him.” 

 
[Aforehand: Before, earlier, or at an earlier date.] 

 

“Thank you for what you have shown me, Father God,” Markus said. 

 

“You little humans will fall prey to my power,” the evil giant suddenly roared as he walked 

forward. His deep, booming voice sounded somewhat like a lion roaring, but it was much 

louder and deeper.  

 

“Will you help me to find the chain you spoke of?” Markus asked God. 

 

“Yes, My son,” God said, “it is near that large rock you see before you.”  

 

Markus was looking at a large boulder which rested at the foot of a huge cedar tree 60 feet from 

him. His sharp eyes caught a glimpse of a small portion of a large, iron chain fastened to a 

thick, metal loop embedded in the base of the large cedar. Part of the chain was hidden from 
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view by leafy, forest undergrowth.  

 

The 110-foot-tall giant was tromping three hundred feet from the cedar tree (which had the 

embedded loop in its base). He was wielding his powerful, iron hammer, swinging it in circles 

through the air. Occasionally, the hammer broke tree limbs in half as if they were matchsticks.  

 

The giant suddenly swung his enormous hammer toward a pilgrim near his feet who was trying 

to run away. The pilgrim was fleeing for his life, but he stopped suddenly. A shadow had fallen 

on the ground directly ahead of him – the shadow of a great hammer.  

 

The giant’s colossal hammer swung down with great momentum and 

slammed into the ground – CRUNCH – right in front of him. The beastly 

weapon sent up a spray of broken rock pieces as it turned a boulder into 

flying gravel. Rock chunks struck the pilgrim knight’s armor – pong, 

ding, ping – and bounced off. 

 

Markus was shocked by how huge the giant’s hammer was. Sizing it up, he thought the weapon 

must weigh a little over 107 English tons. The length of its head was about 14 feet, and its head 

width was 5 feet. Few boulders would be able to survive a blow from this massive head of iron. 

‘How then could a pilgrim knight survive this weapon?’ Markus thought.  

 
[Note: Markus saw that the hammer head was 14 feet long, 7 feet high, and 5 feet wide. It was made of solid iron. One 

cubic foot of iron weighs about 491 pounds. That is over 120 tons. (It is roughly 107 British tons.)] 

 

As the giant raised the hammer upward for another strike, Markus caught sight of a phrase in 

red lettering on the head of the hammer: “Extreme Conceit, Pride, and Hardness of Heart.”  

 

The knight being attacked suddenly removed his helmet and tossed it – along with his sword 

and shield – to the ground. With disgust and hatred, he trampled on the helmet of salvation and 

began cursing God. Markus could now see that the knight was Ahab Green-sword. ‘Why is he 

cursing God?’ Markus thought, troubled. 

 

“I hate you, God!” Ahab shouted. “You’ve ruined my life! I am done with seeking your will. 

Now, I will do my own will. I will be my own man and live how I want to live!” 

 

‘Why is he saying that?’ Markus thought.  

 

The giant watched the tiny human below him and gave an evil, deep, booming laugh.  

 

“My son,” God’s kind voice spoke to Markus, “speak to the giant and get him to come your 

way. I will have my golden knights attach the chain right when it is needed to fell this giant of 

pride. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.”  

 

But, Markus hesitated. He could see the giant preparing to make another powerful hammer 

blow, and he was afraid of being hit by the monster’s massive weapon. That hammer, Markus 

knew, could destroy the thick walls of a strong castle and eradicate the spiritual life in a 

pilgrim.  

 
[Eradicate: To get rid of something until nothing of it is left.] 
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The hammer came swinging down hard and fast. Ahab Green-sword cursed and uttered loud 

profanities right before the massive piece of iron came down on his head. He disappeared 

beneath its immense bulk, and Markus never saw Ahab again.  

 
[Note: Unknown to Markus, the hammer had broken through the roof of a cavern below, opening a wide hole, 

and Ahab had fallen into its dark depths below.  

 

There would no longer be life in Ahab. From then on, he would walk in the dark cavern of sin and 

self-righteousness below. He would continue to grope about, cursing the true God in his heart; loving Baal 

(the god of sin and self-righteousness); and despising true pilgrims. Markus didn’t realize that the giant’s 

hammer had not physically killed Ahab, but it had destroyed his spiritual walk with God. And, the life of 

Christ that was in Ahab was now gone.] 

 

Markus was very grieved to see the former pilgrim die spiritually. But, he knew he could do 

nothing about it now. So, he decided to follow God’s instructions. Holding his special halberd 

and shield, the courageous pilgrim knight ran forward through the forest. Even as he ran, he felt 

fear attacking him, but he chose to reject it, and he silently repented from it.  

 

Markus shot past the large cedar tree with the attached chain. A golden knight suddenly came 

from the forest and approached the chain after Markus had passed the tree. 

 

“You up there!” Markus shouted to the giant as he ran forward. Courage had fallen on Markus 

like a mantle from Heaven. 

 

The huge creature looked to the left and then to the right, scanning through the trees. Then, he 

spotted Markus far below his massive, armored head.  

 

“You will perish, human!” the giant roared with a deep and horrible-sounding voice. “I will 

destroy you through pride and false works!” 

 

Markus could see the creature preparing to strike him with the powerful hammer. As Markus 

ran, he caught glimpses of shiny armor partially concealed by dense undergrowth. Many 

pilgrims were hiding in the forest, terrified of their new foe. Markus knew, as he sprinted, that 

only God could give him the courage for what he now faced.  

 

“I will make you doubt God and love your fleshly nature,” the giant bellowed. “I will also make 

you pursue Baal – the god of self – and you will serve me forever. Your heart will grow cold 

toward God so that you will secretly hate Him.” 

 

“I am one of God’s sheep,” Markus said. “God’s sheep hear His voice and follow Him. They 

will not follow the voice of another. That is what Jesus said in John chapter 10.”  

 

“You are making that up,” the giant said as he stepped forward, sending a slight tremor through 

the ground. 

 

“What I said is based on the words of the Lord Jesus in John chapter 10,” Markus said as he ran. 

“Jesus Christ said this of himself: ‘[4] And when he putteth forth his own sheep, he goeth 

before them, and the sheep follow him : for they know his voice.’ [John 10:4.]” 
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“Hah. You and your Bible,” the giant laughed wickedly. “I will make you doubt the Bible and 

doubt all that it says.” 

 

Markus shouted: “Jesus said this in the next verse: ‘[5] And a stranger will they not follow, 

but will flee from him ; for they know not the voice of strangers.’ [John 10:5.]” 

 

“Now, My son,” God spoke to Markus’s spirit, “run back toward the tree with the chain, and I 

will be with you to strengthen you.”  

 

Markus stopped running forward, turned around, and began sprinting away from the giant.  

 

Then, the monster gave chase, swinging his hammer down as he went, but missing Markus by 

yards. Thump. Crunch. Broken rocks and dirt rained down on Markus’s armor as the giant’s 

hammer created wide holes in the ground with each missed blow. 

 

Markus now felt his heart pounding in his chest harder and faster than when he had first 

approached the giant. He was definitely feeling fear, but he was trying not to give place to it.  

 

Thump. Thump. Thump. The giant was gaining on him with each powerful step.  

 

THUD…CRACK. The monster’s colossal hammer suddenly slammed into an oak 

tree on Markus’s left. And, the tall, woody pillar cracked near the middle and came 

crashing down across Markus’s path in front of him. Thud. It was a large obstacle for 

Markus, but he turned to the left and ran around it, hopping over fallen trees and 

small boulders. 

 

The giant paused briefly to shove the broken tree out of his path, moving it as it were 

a mere lance or spear. Then, he continued pursuing the small knight below him. But, 

Markus was now past the tree with the metal chain.  

 

“I will destroy you, you human!” The giant roared. 

 

The thick, iron chain ran across the ground to a second large tree, a giant oak. A knight with 

gold-colored armor stood on a wooden platform which was attached to the oak about 12 feet 

above the forest floor. The chain now was ready to be moved into position. 

 

Just as the giant drew close to the tree, running with long strides, the golden knight quickly 

lifted his end of the chain and hastily fastened it to an iron hook embedded in the oak. The 

chain was now taut as it stretched across the path of the giant, forming a “trip wire.”  

 

The 110-foot-tall monster saw the strong, metal chain suddenly lift off the 

forest floor and block his path. Instantly, he knew he needed to halt to 

avoid tripping. But, he was so large that his extreme mass kept him from 

stopping suddenly. The armor on his lower legs (or greaves) slammed into 

the chain, and it caused him to trip and fall toward the ground. 

 
[Taut (adjective): stretched tightly.]      [Note: The golden knight was ready to 

raise his end of the chain and fasten it to an iron hook embedded in the side of the tree.]      [Greave: A 

piece of armor worn over a knight’s lower leg.] 
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The chain links stretched and snapped as the monster hit them, but they served their purpose. 

Markus ran to the left of the giant’s path as the monster plunged toward the ground. The giant 

slammed into the earth and his head hit a huge, granite boulder. The blow to his massive head 

was so strong that the monster was knocked unconscious. 

 

Lying like a felled tree, the giant was no longer slamming his big hammer into the dirt. Dozens 

of golden knights unexpectedly emerged from the forest. The first one to reach the giant’s head 

drew out a sword, removed the creature’s helmet, and swiftly killed the unconscious monster. 

As the golden knight ended the life of the huge soldier, Markus realized that this was not the 

last of the giants. ‘There must be other giants,’ he thought, ‘who seek to destroy pilgrims 

through pride and haughtiness.’ 

 

“My son,” God’s kind voice spoke to Markus as he looked at the fallen monster, “I am the 

LORD your God and Abba Father. You and your men will travel down the path of life until you 

reach your next destination. There, you will find a ship. The ship will take you across a sea 

where your adventures will continue. And, you will see My power work to guide you through 

all trials you will face. I will never leave you, nor forsake you. And, My hand of love and 

protection shall always be upon you. Rest in Me, seek to know Me better, and follow what 

I show you to do. And, you will do very well. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father 

have spoken.” 

 

“Thank you for showing me that, Father God,” Markus said. “I do want to get to know you 

much better. And, thank you for delivering me from that giant. Only you could have given us 

the ability to overcome such a monster.” 

 

“You are welcome, My son,” Abba Father God said. 

 

Markus then walked back toward the place where he had seen pilgrims hiding in bushes. He 

called out to them, cupping his hands around his mouth. After a short time, 9 pilgrims emerged 

from denser parts of the forest and approached Markus. Andrew, Gregory, and Henry were 

among them. The pilgrim knights chatted and described what they had just observed with the 

giant’s great fall and the battle that had taken place moments earlier.  

 

Then Markus, seeing that only he and nine other pilgrims were present, said, “Brothers, can I 

have your attention?”  

 

When all eyes were on him, Markus said, “We had 15 in our group. But, Ahab Green-sword 

was sadly struck by the giant’s powerful hammer. And also, some other pilgrims are missing.”  

 

“Dishan Small-heart, the first mate, fled into the woods with 3 others,” Bartholomew Herring 

said. “I think they found horses and rode back the way we had come.” 

 

“Dishan Small-heart and his friends have forsaken the path of life,” Markus said, lowering his 

head. “But, Jesus had spoken of this thing in the parable of the sower. The seed of the Gospel 

may produce fruit in a believer’s life for a time, but when trials and difficulties come, he 

forsakes the true Gospel, and goes his own way. He may still claim to be a believer, but he 

proves by his true motives that he isn’t.” 
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“I remember,” Andrew said, “that Jesus said this truth in Mark chapter 4, verse 5: ‘[5] And 

some fell on stony ground, where it had not much earth ; and immediately it sprang up, 

because it had no depth of earth : but when the sun was up, it was scorched ; and 

because it had no root, it withered away.’ [Mark 4:5.]” 

 

The men talked some more. Then, they heard the sound of galloping hooves. Ten white horses 

came into view, racing through widely-spaced trees. The steeds slowed to a trot and paused 

before the men. They still had on their bridles and saddles. So, the 10 pilgrim knights mounted 

them and rode back toward the dirt path they had taken through the forest earlier. 

 

Reaching the dirt road, the mounted knights rode down it for two hours, giving their horses 

breaks from time to time. Soon, they could smell the salty air of the ocean. The forest became 

sparser as they drew closer to the sea. In the distance, they saw church building spires and the 

fortified walls of a coastal town. Nearly half a mile from the town, the forest ended. Fruit 

orchards, scattered cottages, and small pastures, with grazing livestock, took its place.  

 

 

The Port Town of Blanco Risco 
 

 

The knights soon arrived at the busy, Medieval port town with the high, stone walls. As they 

trotted toward a gate, their armor became nearly invisible, and their white garments and leather 

boots again appeared. 

 

Passing through the gate, the pilgrims entered the crooked, narrow streets of the coastal town 

and headed toward the docks. After passing by a butcher shop, a general store, and a few other 

businesses, they reached the docks and beheld the ocean. The vast body of turquoise and 

sapphire-blue water stretched out to the horizon, sparkling in the sunlight. An assortment of 

ships sailed about the harbor: galleons, brigs, feluccas, and fishing smacks. Many also lined the 

docks or lay at anchor.  

 

The pilgrims dismounted their horses beside a wharf.  

 

Markus prayed quietly, asking God to guide them to a ship captain who’d be willing to take 

them across the ocean. Just as he finished his prayer, a burly, brown-bearded man approached 

him and said, “Are you folks eager to sail today?”  

 

“What town are we in?” Markus said.  

 

“You are in the port town of Blanco Risco, in the duchy of Cabello 

Castano,” the man said, grinning. “Does taking a voyage sound 

appealing to you?” The burly man wore a bycocket hat and a brown 

cloak over his tan tunic. 
 
[A medieval bycocket hat had an upturned brim that came to a point in the front. A tunic was a 

long shirt that came down to the knees, or lower.] 

 

“Yes,” Andrew said. “We were desiring to sail across the ocean.” 
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“Well, I happen to be looking for more passengers,” said the captain. “I am Captain Pablo 

Campo-verde. “I have a galleon that is at anchor. So far, I haven’t been able to find anyone who 

is willing to travel today. But, you folks appear eager to go.” 

 

‘Is this man trustworthy?’ Markus thought. ‘Or, is he a deceitful slave-ship captain?’  

 

“My son, go with this man,” God said to Markus with a kind voice. “He will take you to your 

next destination. And, I the LORD your God and Abba Father have spoken.”  

 

“Thank you, Father God,” Markus said.  

 

Then, he approached the Spanish sea captain. “Captain Pablo, how much do you charge?”  

 
[Galleon: This was a large sailing ship frequently used by the Spanish during the Age of Exploration. It had three masts, 

a forecastle, and a large aft cabin. The forecastle was a raised section of the deck at the bow of the ship. Aft refers to at or 

near the back of a ship.] 
 

“That all depends on what you’re bringing with you and where you’re headed,” the man with 

the bycocket hat replied. “I can’t bring those horses with me, but I can take any luggage you 

might have. Let’s see, I can count ten in your group, unless there are others coming.” 

 

“There are now ten of us,” Markus said. “Our horses will not be going with us. So, they will not 

be a problem. We plan on going straight across the ocean, due south-east, to the land that lies 

there.” 

 

“Oh, my friends,” Pablo said with a shudder, “are you sure you want to go there? That is the 

land of Viviente Muerte. No one who travels there ever returns back across the sea. I will not set 

foot on that land.” [Note: Viviente means “living.” Muerte means “death.”] 

 

“That is where God is showing me we need to go,” Markus said.  

 

“I can take you near that land, and let my men row you ashore,” Pablo said. “But, I will not set 

foot there.” 

 

“We will still go there,” Markus said resolutely. “I believe that God will always be with us and 

that He will deliver us from whatever we may face in Viviente Muerte.” 

 

“Okay, then, come with me,” Pablo said as he started walking along a boardwalk toward a dock 

where two longboats were moored.  

 

Several sailors were chatting near the docks. The captain called out to them and gave some 

orders.  

 

“Aye, aye, sir,” they said in unison before they hurried over to the longboats and began 

preparing them for departing.  

 

When the pilgrims reached the boats, Pablo paused and said, “Sirs, do you have money with 

you? This voyage will likely last about two weeks, and so it will cost you 195 Blanco Risco 

kroner.” 
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[Note: The Blanko Risco krone (which is “kroner” in the plural form) is based off of the Danish krone, a unit of currency in Denmark. 

The krone in this story is roughly equal to a laborer’s daily earnings.]      
 

“That sounds like a fair price,” Markus said. “But, we don’t have any money with us.” 

 

“Those look like good chargers you have,” the captain said, eying the white horses. “I’ll tell 

you what. Give me your horses, and I will give you passage on my vessel. I have a large horse 

stable and some servants, so the animals will be well cared for.” 

 

Markus turned and spoke quietly with the other pilgrims, asking them if they’d be willing to 

sell their horses. After a brief discussion, they all agreed to give their horses to the captain. So, 

Markus turned back toward Pablo and said, “We’ll give you the horses, but we expect you not 

to charge us any more or trick us in any way.” 

 

“Don’t worry. I will make a legal contract with you, my friends,” Pablo said. “Then, we’ll be 

off.” 

 

After attending to all the details of signing a legally-binding contract and preparing for their 

voyage, the pilgrims joined the sailors and the captain, and set off in the longboats. Enjoying 

the fresh, invigorating, sea air, they briskly rowed toward the galleon, which was anchored a 

thousand feet from the dock. A bright, yellow and blue standard flew from a flagpole atop the 

ship’s mainmast. It cheerfully snapped and fluttered in a steady sea breeze. 
 

[Standard (medieval): A special flag that flew from poles on castle towers. It displayed the coat of arms of the lord of the castle. 

Sometimes, standards were carried on poles by servants of a nobleman. The coat of arms is a design representing the name of a noble 
family.]       [Mainmast: Usually, it is the tallest mast on a sailing ship.] 

 

Minutes later, as the rowboat was being raised by ropes and pulleys up the side of the galleon, 

a shadowy figure was watching. He wore a long, black cowl (a hooded cloak) with the hood 

over his head. Having a grim expression on his face, the man in the cowl reached inside his left 

sleeve and drew out a short throwing knife.  

 

He gently rubbed his left thumb along the sharp blade and said menacingly, “Markus, you will 

not survive your voyage.”  

 

Then, he quickly returned the knife to its sheath (which was strapped to his left forearm) and 

walked toward an alley between two shops near the waterfront. The ambition to kill Markus 

was an unquenchable thirst in the heart of the man with the dark cowl. He was adamantly 

determined to put an end to the pilgrim knight and his companions, once and for all. 

 
[Adamant (adjective): Being unwilling to yield or be influenced to change from a belief, plan, or goal.] 

 

In the placid bay, the galleon was starting to unfurl its sails. An ocean voyage to a strange and 

unfamiliar land awaited the pilgrim knights. What adventures would they have next? What 

dangers lurked in their path? What foes would challenge them and seek their lives? What will 

happen next? Find out in Pilgrim’s Journey: The Quest for Heaven: Book 3: Island Quest. 
 
[Placid: Calm and peaceful.] [Unfurl: This refers to the action of unrolling a sail so it can catch the wind.]  

 

 

[The End of BOOK 2.] 


