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DEDICATION

For Avery, Carlee, and Isabella

May you be filled with the fruit of the Spirit.
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Introduction


The Fruit & the Spirit is the continuation of the story of Penny, who has an encounter with Christ and accepts him not just as her Savior, but also her Lord by putting on the armor of God (Eph. 6:10-20) and learning she has a part to play in helping build the Kingdom. She then puts on the new characteristics of Christ as outlined in Colossians 3:1-17 and as symbolized by finding all twelve gemstones referenced in Exodus 28:15-20 with the stones in Aaron’s breastplate and the stones placed in the foundation of New Jerusalem (Rev. 21: 19-21).


Now Penny and her friends are charged with discovering the weapons available to them and learning to use them. The weapons are the fruit of the Spirit as outlined in Galatians 5:22-23. They are called to use these weapons, not just for defense, but for taking ground. The word used for these weapons is karpas, which is derived from the Greek word, karpos, meaning fruit.


Join Penny and her friends as they go on an adventure, learning about themselves, Christ, and his love that expands every horizon.

Enjoy!

Ashley Tilford


Prologue


The summer after I moved out of my mom’s house felt like a blur—a strange mix of trauma, freedom, and transformation. One moment I was standing in the wreckage of what used to be my life, and the next, I was living with my best friend Shelby, slinging groceries at Winn-Dixie, spending time with Mitchell, and growing stronger in the use of my armor and gemstones.


Everything had shifted.

The spiritual realm wasn’t just something I believed in anymore; it was the battlefield of my everyday life. I wore my armor like a badge of honor—proudly, even though not very many people could see it.

The helmet sat on my head like a glove. Steady and sure, the Cornerstone was nestled in deeply, its warmth radiating within me throughout the day. The breastplate was on my chest, shimmering brightly. All twelve gemstones nestled in their settings, glimmering and sparkling with their own light that was from Emmanuel’s essence.

The Belt of Truth wrapped around my waist, a tight reminder that truth was always my guide. It glowed a blue light that helped guide my way.

The scroll in the pocket of my breastplate provided all the information I needed at any moment. Powered by heavenly wisdom to provide words of encouragement and power.

The Shoes of Peace grounded me in ways that continually surprised me. Peace wasn’t just a by-product of the shoes; the shoes served as a living embodiment of Emmanuel’s peace.

The Shield of Faith was a constant reminder of the trials I had endured to stand strongly, and the Sword of the Spirit by my side was a constant companion. All the pieces could transform into whatever I needed to fight, learn, grow, and build.

After the intense encounter with Lucifer, things settled, at least for a while. I summed up the courage to tell my mom what happened with my dad. We both agreed that living with him wasn’t the best option for me. Shelby’s parents, Mike and Sheila invited me to stay with them for the summer, which quickly became a compromise my mom and I could both agree upon. I moved in with them and quickly felt at ease and comfortable, like I had always belonged.

Mitchell and I were still learning from Angela and Theo, absorbing everything we could about the spiritual realm, the war we were born into, and the weapons and armor we had been given. The pressures of my old life lost its grip.

My mom, Dan, and Arnold had moved to California. Weekly calls replaced the daily strain of trying to be someone I wasn’t. I missed my mom sometimes, but mostly, I felt relief. I hoped the distance would help us both grow, maybe even grow closer together. She and Dan had plans to return in a few weeks to get married at the church. I hadn’t been asked to help with the wedding, which I was grateful for, but it still loomed in the background like a cloud I couldn’t quite shake.

As for my dad … he became a ghost. He only lived two miles from where I was staying, but I never saw him. The way he had abandoned me for his new family left a wound I couldn’t even touch yet, much less try to heal. He made it clear I wasn’t his priority, and honestly, that made my decision easier. Thankfully, Emmanuel opened another door that let me stay in Glendale without relying on Dad. It was the better way.

Shelby and I had also grown closer, not just as friends, but as warriors in training. We stayed up late almost every night, sharing stories of what we’d read on the scroll, the battles we’d fought, and how Emmanuel had shown up. The deeper we pressed in, the more natural it became. Talking about the armor, the gemstones, and the Son wasn’t just conversation anymore. It was identity. It was how we lived.

I buried myself in the Book, learning every detail about the armor, every function of the gemstones, and every word the scroll spoke over me. Each piece felt like it was awakening something deeper inside strength, confidence, and purpose. What once felt foreign had become second nature.

Mitchell and I were stronger, too. There was no doubt in my heart that we were forever. Even with separate college campuses ahead of us, I had peace. We were being written into the same story, and I trusted the Author.

My little brother was settling into his new school. We talked every few weeks. He missed his friends in Kentucky and felt like an outsider in California. I wished we could be closer, but for now, my prayers bridged the gap.

For the most part, things were moving forward. I was preparing to move into my dorm at Middleton University with Cressida in about a month, another follower who was growing in her identity in Emmanuel. Her armor was complete, and she had just finished finding all her gemstones. It was exciting to mentor her, to share my stories, to help her recognize the King’s voice and power in her life.

Lucifer had been targeting her too. She’d come under fire more than once, but I reminded her that he is already a defeated enemy. With the armor, the gemstones, and Emmanuel, we always win.

I didn’t know it then, but that summer was the hinge point—a threshold, the calm before the storm.

Everything was about to change.


1       Lake Day


I thought it would be just another carefree day at the lake, but the moment I found out that Abby was invited, I knew something was off. It was the first time all summer the four of us—Mitchell, Shelby, Cressida, and I—had a full day off from our different jobs at the same time, and we were ready for sunshine, tubing, and laughter. Shelby’s parents had offered to take us out on their boat at Nolin River Lake, just a short drive from Glendale. It should’ve been the perfect break, but Shelby had told me that morning that her parents had invited Abby too, and my mind had been racing about it ever since.


Shelby’s parents, Mike and Sheila, had invited Abby, once like a second daughter, to the lake back before I moved in. She was always around, always laughing with Shelby in the kitchen, or sprawling across the couch during movie nights. But ever since I moved in, though, she had started keeping her distance. It wasn’t just tension. It was something deeper, something spiritual.

Abby didn’t seem to like the way the house felt now, the way conversations turned toward Emmanuel, or the unexpected unity we’d found in prayer. I could see it in her eyes, the way she quickly left the room when I entered it. The light seemed to be making her uncomfortable, as if it was exposing what she was trying to keep hidden.

Deep down, I knew she preferred her chaos—the drama, the whispers, the control. And I couldn’t shake the memory of how easily she had been used as an agent of darkness.

A few weeks after I moved in, she’d tried to wedge herself between Shelby and me. At first, it was subtle, little comments, half-truths meant to twist my words. I recognized the signs, though, and I would either shut it down or apologize quickly, leaving her with no ground to stand on. Then came the rumors at church—she and Stephanie, smirking in the back row, whispering about Mitchell and me, trying to chip away at our credibility. We’d managed to squash those too, but it had been exhausting, like swatting at flies that kept coming back.

Today, though … today was supposed to be different. One peaceful day. Just laughter, sunshine, and maybe even a chance to breathe without watching my back. With Abby coming, though, the peace felt fragile, and like it wouldn’t take much for her to shatter it.

As I helped Shelby pack sandwiches and snacks in the kitchen after breakfast, my mind kept circling back to Abby. The tension lingered, simmering beneath the surface, and I finally voiced what I had been dreading all morning.

“Do you think Abby’s going to cause any trouble today?” I asked, breaking the silence. My words seemed to hang in the air like smoke.

Shelby paused, her hand hovering over a loaf of bread. “I don’t know,” she said, with a shrug that felt too casual to be true. “She loves going to the lake, so maybe that’ll help distract her, from … you know, being jealous of you.”

I blinked, my stomach tightening. “You think she’s jealous?”

Shelby’s eyes flicked toward me, then back to the sandwich she was building. “Definitely. Last week she told me she feels like you’ve … taken her place. I tried to explain that you’re both welcome, but she’s convinced she’s been replaced.”

I froze, a slice of turkey dangling in my hand. “That’s insane,” I said, my voice sharper than I intended. “I never wanted to take her place. I literally had nowhere else to go.”

“I know,” Shelby said gently. “But Abby … she likes being the only one with problems. It’s like she gets attention that way. And when you moved in and were struggling too, it shook her. She doesn’t know where she fits anymore.”

I let out a slow, heavy sigh, my heart sinking as I pressed the sandwich halves together. “Maybe I’ll talk to her today, try to smooth things over. Maybe I can introduce her to Emmanuel.”

Shelby’s shoulders lifted with a flicker of hope, but her voice held a note of caution. “You can try, but she hasn’t exactly been interested in hearing about him lately … not from me, anyway.”

I nodded, a lump forming in my throat.

The sunlight slanted through the window, catching the dust in the air, and for a moment the room felt caught between two worlds—one warm and bright, the other laced with shadows. I wiped the crumbs off the counter and forced a smile, but deep down, a whisper of uneasiness stirred: if Abby didn’t want the light, it wouldn’t matter how bright we shone.

“Thanks for packing the lunches, girls,” Sheila said as she stepped into the kitchen, arms full of tote bags stuffed with towels, interrupting our thoughts. “Do you think this will be enough?” she asked, glancing down at the mountain of fabric.


We smiled and nodded, already knowing Sheila’s motto: better overprepared than under. Sheila was short and small, her silver-streaked hair pulled into a neat ponytail that bounced when she moved. Despite her size, she had a way of filling a room, not loud or flashy, but with a kind of quiet authority that drew people in. Her soft Southern accent and warm laugh could disarm even the most anxious child, and her hugs … well, everyone said Sheila’s hugs felt like being wrapped in a prayer.



She’d been the Sunday school teacher at church since before we could remember, and every kid in town had a story about Mrs. Sheila—usually one that ended with a life lesson snuck in between cookies and crafts. She had a way of seeing people, really seeing them, and you always left her presence feeling lighter than when you came.


She carried her sword in the sheath on her belt, and had all her armor pieces, but only a handful of gemstones. It was as if she wasn’t as far along on her journey with Emmanuel, in becoming like him, as we were even though she was older. Still, she remained a beautiful example of love: always willing to give, always shining a light that pushed back the darkness.

I knew that was why she had invited Abby to come. It was her olive branch, her way of mending the fractures she sensed between us. She had tried many times to help us to reconcile, encouraging us to see Abby differently. But how could we tell her what she couldn’t see—that Abby’s sword was missing and that she was an agent of darkness, one we couldn’t be sure would ever return as a follower?

“I think I have everything ready,” she said, half to herself. “Your father’s outside loading up the trailer. Are your friends meeting us here or at the lake?”

“Here,” Shelby replied, closing the cooler with a satisfying thud. “Want me to go ahead and load this on the boat?”

“Oh, yes, that would be great,” Sheila said. “I need to get more sunscreen.” She swept out of the room like a woman on a mission.

We loaded our arms with towels and coolers and stepped outside into the warm sunlight, where Mike was crouched by the truck, inspecting the boat hitched to the back. He was a big, burly man, which made Mrs. Sheila look even smaller than she already was. His fiery red beard and hair matched his lively personality, and the deep creases around his eyes told the story of a life filled with joy.

Mike was always laughing, smiling, or pulling a harmless prank, the kind that made you feel like family the moment you met him. He loved big and laughed hard, and somehow, that joy wrapped everyone around him in ease, disarming even the most guarded hearts.

His armor reflected that same paradox of joy and battle-worn faith. He carried every piece faithfully, though a few of his gemstones were missing. The ones that remained glimmered brightly, sparking to life every time he laughed, the light flickering in contrast to the cracked, darkened stones in his breastplate. It encouraged me to see him faithfully pursuing Emmanuel, reading the Book, following his scroll, and taking his journey seriously.

I had never experienced that from my own parents. Faithful devotion to Emmanuel wasn’t just a story in a book for Mike and Sheila; it was the air they breathed. Seeing their love for him overflow into how they loved their family and how they served others stirred a longing in my chest. I wanted that for Mitchell and me. I wanted a home like theirs, a place where I felt safe.

The Turpins’ home reflected that same devotion. It was warm and full of light. It wasn’t just the cozy lamplight or the faint smell of bread baking in the kitchen; it was the covering of Emmanuel’s blood that marked the house as His. You could almost see it shimmering over the doorposts and tracing along the window frames. Love and honor ruled it. It was a place Lucifer had no foothold because Mike and Sheila guarded it well, using every resource Emmanuel had entrusted to them.

“Where do you want these, Dad?” Shelby called out.

Mike rose from his crouched position, a hearty laugh rumbling from his chest. “Why does your mother pack like we’re going out for a week?” he said, shaking his head with a grin. “Just toss them in the back.”

Shelby shrugged and shot him a smile. “Maybe because she wishes we were.”

He laughed and reached over to give her a quick squeeze. “One day, maybe I’ll take her on that week-long boat trip, but if I do, we’ll have to leave half this stuff behind, or she’ll sink the boat before we even get out of the marina.”

We all laughed, the kind that comes easy when the day still holds promise.

Just then, Mitchell’s Camaro pulled into the driveway. I practically skipped out to meet him, heart doing somersaults at the sight of him stepping out of the car. A whole week had passed since I’d last seen him as he’d been in Massachusetts visiting relatives with his grandmother. Just catching sight of his smile felt like inhaling peace after holding my breath too long.

We wrapped each other in a long hug, the kind that makes time slow down. My chest loosened, my grin unstoppable. A whole day together at the lake felt like a dream. I felt lighter already.

Mitchell grabbed his bag from the back seat, and we walked up the driveway hand in hand. The morning sun glinted off the truck’s silver paint, warming my shoulders. He tossed his bag into the truck bed, with an easy swing, grinning at me, and for a moment, the world felt uncomplicated—just lake water, sunshine, and the man I loved.

The faint hum of an engine broke the calm, and we both turned as Cressida’s green Toyota Camry rolled to a stop at the curb. Her window was down, and she waved as though she was bringing the party with her. The door swung open, and she hopped out, tote bag swinging from her shoulder. Abby climbed out of the passenger side, her movements deliberate, her own tote hugged against her side like a shield.

“Hey guys!” Cressida called, voice bright with a burst of morning energy. She bounced as she walked up the driveway, Abby trailing silently behind her. “I am so excited! I haven’t been on a boat in forever.”

Her enthusiasm was like a burst of sunlight. Abby’s, on the other hand, was … not. She moved slowly, almost dragging her feet, and set her tote into the truck bed with a soft thud. As she stood back, she wrapped her arms lightly around herself. She didn’t look at anyone directly, her gaze skimming the ground as if it was safer than meeting our eyes. Not a word. Just … distance.


A familiar tightness coiled in my stomach. Here we go. I recognized that heaviness in her mood—a storm cloud edging toward the sun. I wanted to pretend I didn’t see it, to just stay wrapped in the glow of Mitchell’s smile, but I couldn’t help noticing. Was it really jealousy? Bitterness? Or something darker?


I shifted my weight, forcing a small smile, but my chest felt pinched. Part of me wanted to reach out, to offer a kind word or a bridge the way Sheila would. Another part braced for impact, remembering all the other times Abby’s moods had led to whispers, rumors, and shadows that clung long after the day had ended.

My gaze dropped to her waist where her sheath lay empty, a silent reminder of her disconnection from Emmanuel. That missing link felt like a chasm, one I couldn’t cross for her.

I wanted to reach her. I wanted to believe we could still be friends, that I could pull her back into relationship. But standing in that driveway, the summer air thick with the scent of gasoline and cut grass, the distance between us felt like it was more than just a few feet. It felt impossible, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to be the one to cross it first.

Just then, Sheila reappeared from the house with two more bags. Mike gave a dramatic sigh and rolled his eyes as she handed them over, lightening the moment for everyone.

“Seriously?” he said, dragging out the word as he rolled his eyes. The gesture earned a small ripple of laughter from Cressida and Mitchell, softening the air for everyone—but me.

Sheila just gave him that patient, knowing smile, the one that said she’d packed for every imaginable scenario and wasn’t about to apologize for it.

“Always,” Sheila replied with a knowing smile, handing over the bags with a little victorious lift of her chin.

Mike heaved them into the truck bed with a grunt, then crouched to secure the tube with a set of faded bungee cords. Everything about the moment felt easy, except for the quiet shadow sitting at the edge of it.


A dark figure stood behind the tree, darting behind it quickly so I couldn’t make out its form. Of course. I thought, a creature is back to ruin the day.


My eyes slid back to Abby. She hadn’t said a word, hadn’t even pretended to share in the good-natured banter. Her silence pressed against me, heavy and sharp, a warning I didn’t quite know how to heed. She wasn’t glaring or scowling; she was just … still and withdrawn, in a way that made my chest tighten.

After a few final checks, Mike called out with an infectious energy: “All right, everybody ready?”

A small cheer came from our group, all of us letting our excitement bubble over the edge. We piled into the truck—towels, coolers, sunscreen, and all—cramming in, bumping shoulders, sharing seatbelts, laughing and content. Abby sat squeezed between Mike and Sheila, her shoulders stiff and arms crossed. The four of us crammed in the back seat like a tangle of limbs, but the chaos felt light, like summer itself had spilled into the cab.

The ride to Nolin Lake flew by in a blur of music as we sang off-key with the windows down. Wind whipped through our hair, carrying the warm scent of sun-heated asphalt and distant honeysuckle. I let the rhythm and the laughter wash the tension from my chest.

For once, I wasn’t thinking about college, work, or the messiness of family—only sunshine and water. So glorious. The weight in my chest eased.

Only once did I glance toward the front seat, catching Abby’s reflection in the side mirror. She wasn’t singing and wasn’t smiling. Her eyes were fixed on the road ahead, her expression unreadable. A flicker of unease stirred in me, but I pushed it down, letting the wind and the music drown it out.


2 The Incident


At the boat launch, Mike expertly backed the trailer down the ramp. Shelby hopped into the boat, with the confidence of someone who’d done this a hundred times. With a gentle hum of the motor, she eased the boat into the water and slid it into a slip with the kind of practiced calm that made it look effortless.


We watched from the dock, arms full of gear, as she pulled the boat into a slip like she’d been doing it her whole life. Once Shelby waved us over, we picked our way down the dock and clambered aboard; lugging coolers and tote bags, everyone shuffling into their spots with the quiet energy of anticipation, ready for a day on the lake.

That’s when I noticed Mike and Sheila still at the top of the ramp. A couple I didn’t recognize had approached them, a man in a faded ball cap and a woman with her arms folded tight across her chest. From this distance, I couldn’t make out the words, but the stiffness in everyone’s shoulders said enough. The man gestured toward the water, and I could see a polite, thin smile plastered on Sheila’s face.

A prickle of unease crawled up my spine. Whatever that conversation was, it wasn’t particularly warm.

I nudged Shelby. “Hey, do you know those people?”

She shook her head, eyes narrowing slightly. “Nope. I’ve never seen them before. Maybe Mom and Dad know them.”

The exchange was brief, just a few words, polite but stiff. Then Sheila and Mike turned and made their way down the dock toward us.

“What was that about, Dad?” Shelby asked as they stepped onto the boat.

“Oh, those were just the dock owners,” he replied casually. “They wanted to know how long we’d be out and if we needed anything. Seemed like a nice enough couple.”

Shelby nodded, but the unease in my stomach twisted a little tighter. I couldn’t explain why, just a flicker of something off in the brief exchange on the dock. My eyes instinctively scanned the shoreline for any sign of Lucifer, but the thought felt almost silly under the warmth of the sun. Surely, he wouldn’t show up on a day like this. I forced the tension from my shoulders. This was supposed to be a day of rest, not suspicions.

Mike and Sheila soon turned their attention to the boat, moving with the quiet precision of people who knew exactly what they were doing. Sheila tucked tote bags into compartments and snapped lids shut on the coolers. Mike double-checked the ropes, his movements steady and sure, as if nothing at all had unsettled him. Gradually, the air around us lightened, and my heartbeat began to match the gentle rocking of the boat against the dock.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

DEDICATION





		

CONTENTS





		

Introduction





		

Prologue





		

1       Lake Day





		

2 The Incident





		

3 Rotten Fruit





		

4 The Karpas





		

5 The Pear of Peace





		

6 The Banana of Patience





		

7 The Tension





		

8 The Grapes of Goodness





		

9 The Apple of Love





		

10 The ForceField





		

11 The Grapes of Kindness





		

12 The Blueberry of Joy





		

13 Going to Camp





		

14 The Orange of Gentleness





		

15 The Grapes of Faithfulness





		

16 The Commission





		

ABOUT THE AUTHOR





		

Footnotes:













