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​The Challenge
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Special Note from the Author: the following incident is true and the reason the author can write with authority on spirits and their power or lack of it. Of course, names have been changed and beyond this one event, every chapter is fictional, yet real.

It was just before Christmas, and a young, 22 year old Jim Martin headed to his parents’ apartment for a party they were throwing. As he entered, Mom was bustling around the kitchen. Dad was engaged in conversation with Brenda, who lived in the cottage behind the duplex they all rented.  Her son, Tom, was a petty officer at the naval air station.  His friend, Mike, whom he had brought to the party, was in his same division.  Jim greeted each one, but when he looked at Mike, cold chills started to run up and down his spine.  As Mom placed another plate of cookies on the coffee table, Jim asked her to step into the bedroom. As he closed the door behind them, he declared that Tom’s friend was pure evil.  Mom said, “Hush!! he’s a guest in our house, and I don’t want to hear another word.”  “He’s still evil,” Jim said defiantly. Mom gave him a disgusted look and left the bedroom.  Jim stayed for a while and left to attend another party. There was no other party, but the evil was unbearable.  Was this ESP, Extra Sensory Perception? But he knew Mike was evil.  

That same night, Mike came to the cottage in the back and proceeded to rape and kill Brenda, cutting her up into little pieces. That is how Mom explained it on the phone to her son the next day. He asked if he should come over, and she said no because the whole area was taped off because it was a crime scene.  He thought to himself, “Told you so!” but refrained from actually saying it. In those days, Jim attended church but knew nothing about the Holy Spirit or the gift of discernment.  Thirteen years later, however, Jim, along with his wife Essie, received the fullness of the Holy Spirit and entered the ministry that these stories inspired.  

Pastor James (Jim) and Esther (Essie) Martin were finishing their morning breakfast of toast and coffee.  “Jim, what are you going to do today?” Essie inquired.

“I’m thinking, I will go to my quiet place up on the mountain,” Jim said with a troubled heart. Essie walked over to him, hugging him without saying a word.  She knew, with all they had been through lately, that he needed that time alone with the Lord.  

When they first moved to Sumpterville, they had big dreams for their first church, yet after 5 years there had been little to no growth.  Essie taught at the elementary school and would spend her day preparing for the upcoming school year.

––––––––
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As Jim walked to his 1971 dodge truck, the drizzle and cloudy day compelled him to hasten to his retreat where the sun would be shining above the cloud-encased valley.  Driving up the mountain through clouds was like driving into a dense fog bank with only a couple hundred feet of visibility.  It reminded him of a time before he and Essie were married, that same fog of knowing something, like Mike being evil, and not knowing where it came from.  

Jim had only driven up to this place a couple of times before. He sighed with great relief when the sun broke through, and he was close to the camping area in the national forest that he referred to as his quiet place.  He wondered if it wasn’t just a rest area for the forest rangers because he never saw anyone camping there.   As he sat on the park table, he looked over the clouds that engulfed Sumpter Valley.   With the sun now warming his body, he removed his coat and used it as a pillow to sit on.  His small church had very stable, Christian folk.

Jim remembered the time when the Lord gave him a word of knowledge. He asked the small congregation with heads bowed and eyes closed for the one who was contemplating suicide the past week to raise a hand because God wanted to set them free. Six hands out of the 45 in attendance shot up.   As Jim prayed for them, he was finally able to lift his jaw from the floor.   Yes, he had a stable congregation, but they were not exempt from the demonic activity that permeated the valley.  

True, he was at the quiet place for them, and he was there for the 10 families oppressed by demonic spirits, to whom the Lord had said he should minister.   “But God, they don’t even attend my church,” he grumbled.  At that moment, he remembered Essie’s song about Jonah in the belly of the whale because he didn’t want to go to Nineveh.  Then, he just smiled as the Lord gave him a gentle warning about disobedience.

People would ask Jim how he heard from the Lord.  He would respond, “Through prayer and Scripture.”  Sometimes, it may be just an impression on his mind, a Spiritual picture, or a Scripture verse.  Each could be a word or two, or a revelation which spoke volumes.

Jim would have a running conversation with the Lord, especially at his quiet place.  He didn’t share this with anyone except his wife.  As the Lord instructed him who to pray for, Jim inquired, “Lord, some like Jake & Cindy Sanders are power brokers.  Will I ever speak to them or just pray for them?”  “My son, I have others, much like you, who are also listening.  Some will plant; others will water, and it is I who will give the increase.  Be assured that each family will have a sufficient opportunity to secure their place in my Kingdom,” responded The Lord.  

Each family has its own story to share. It is up to you, the reader, to know the revealed truth. You may consider praying for someone that you know has that stronghold in their life. There is also the possibility that you are the one who says, “Me too, Lord. I need Your freedom in my life.”
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​Growing Up With a Familiar Spirit
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The Ramoni Family

Juliette was mindlessly flipping her tarot cards with no exact purpose other than to have something to do.  She wondered if that crazy preacher who asked her to give up her work and be saved, hadn’t put a curse on her business. Her fortune telling business had been doing great the previous month; however, after the preacher’s visit halfway through the month, there had been not one customer.  “Curse him!” she breathed under her breath.  “Did you say something?” asked Lorenzo as he stuck his head though the curtain that divided the Reading Room from their living quarters.  “My dear brother, I think that crazy preacher put a curse on us. Let’s return the favor and go put a curse on his church.”  Lorenzo replied, “Sounds like fun.” 

Lorenzo and his sister had been raised in the occult back in the old country.  When their parents died in a fiery car crash, they packed up everything and boarded a boat headed to New York City in hopes of a better life. Juliette found a newspaper that bore a help wanted ad for a mechanic in Sumpterville that was in the mountains. Lorenzo could fix anything.  Juliette called the number in the help wanted ad.  When the boss answered the phone, she explained her brother’s English was poor, and that is why she was calling.  The boss, after hearing of Lorenzo’s abilities, said the job was his if they could get there in two weeks.  The boss also said that 1/5 of the population was Italian, so Lorenzo’s limited English would not be a problem.  So, their new life began in Sumpter Valley.   
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