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About the Author

Eric A. Johnson is a faith-driven storyteller whose work explores the intersection of spiritual warfare, family legacy, endurance, and divine covenant.

Drawing inspiration from Scripture—particularly the Book of Job—Eric writes with the conviction that suffering is not meaningless, restoration is never accidental, and God’s faithfulness outlasts every trial.

The Covenant: A Job Story is a multi-book series rooted in biblical truth and modern realism, designed to challenge readers to wrestle honestly with faith, obedience, pride, forgiveness, and the unseen battles that shape human lives.

When not writing, Eric is devoted to building faith-centered creative projects that strengthen families, encourage resilience, and point hearts back to God’s eternal promises.

His mission is simple: to tell stories that remind the weary that God still speaks, still restores, and still keeps covenant.


Dedication


To my parents, Joseph and Theresa Arrington, you are the foundation beneath every chapter. The steady hands that built what I stand on. The prayers spoken over me long before I understood what I would face. This story carries echoes of testing, faith, endurance, and covenant, but none of it would be complete without the legacy you poured into my life. 


When the way was unclear, you gave me wisdom without control. When the pressure was heavy, you showed me how to stay faithful without bitterness. When the battle was unseen, you taught me to trust God’s voice above every other voice. Your love reflects the heart of covenant, not loud, but lasting; not untouched by hardship, but strengthened through it. 



I write this with a grateful heart, for the sacrifices you made quietly, the strength you showed daily, and the example you set in loving God and family with integrity. Let these pages testify that generational faith is authentic, that steadfast obedience produces fruit, and that God carries His word forward through persevering hands. 



This book, and this journey, is better because I come from you. 



With love and honor, 



Eric 



A Blessing Over My Family Father

I lift up every member of my family before You—Marlene, D’Mari, Jahmir, Emory, Erianna, Joseph, Theresa, Kendrick, Breon, and Kendall. May Your hand rest upon them with power and peace. Guard their minds, steady their hearts, and surround their lives with Your unfailing protection. Let no weapon formed against them prosper. Let no storm shake them beyond what Your grace can sustain.

Let every generational curse break at the sound of Your name, and every generational blessing overflow into their future. May they hear Your voice clearly, walk in their God-given identity boldly, and carry a faith that outlives them. Bless their health, their homes, their dreams, and their purpose.

Let Your favor follow them like a shadow that never leaves. Let Your love anchor them when life trembles. And let Your Spirit guide them into every promise You have spoken over our family. As for me and my house, we will serve the Lord. This is our covenant. This is our blessing. This is our legacy.

Amen.


Preface


A season arrives when noise fades, and the heart must learn how to listen in the dark without bargaining for immediate relief. This volume returns to the covenant question with a sharper edge, as faith is tested where certainty once prevailed and where love must choose truth over comfort, and where devotion must survive the slow work of endurance. 



The pages ahead explore what happens when the pressure does not lift, and when the inner life becomes the battlefield, and when the soul must decide whether God is still good, even when answers feel delayed, and prayers feel unanswered. The story is written for readers who know the weight of unseen struggle and have felt the ache of silence, who need permission to bring the whole self before God without performance, without pretending, and without hiding. 



Scripture frames each chapter so that the journey remains anchored in a voice that does not flatter human pride, does not bend to fear, does not confuse punishment with refinement, and does not mistake activity for obedience. This book holds space for questions that have no quick resolution, for grief that returns in waves, and for courage that must be rebuilt one decision at a time. May these chapters strengthen the will to stay tender while staying truthful, and may they remind you that the covenant holds even when hands tremble and even when the path forward is not yet visible. 
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Chapter 1: Out of The Whirlwind

“Then the Lord answered Job out of the whirlwind and said: ‘Who is this that darkens counsel by words without knowledge? Dress for action like a man; I will question you, and you make it known to me.’”

—Job 38:1–3 (ESV)

The soot never left his fingers.

Weeks after the collapse, Jeremiah could still rub his thumb across his forefinger and feel a fine grit—black, stubborn ash that lodged where his skin creased. It gathered beneath his nails like a secret he could not wash away, the quiet proof that some fires do not end when the flames die.

He sat in the lee of the ruined east gate of Elwood, South Carolina—once a square arch of brick and iron, now a broken jaw chewing dust in every wind. The late afternoon light flattened the wreckage into silhouettes: bent rebar like ribs; nailed planks thrown together as if grief were a carpenter in a hurry; shingles stacked in strafed, uneven lines that made the road look like a scar stitched wrong.


He had stopped trying to count losses. Numbers had become cruel. They did not hold the smell of wet smoke in bedsheets or the way a neighbor looked through you as if your body were a rumor. Numbers did not measure a child’s breath, caught between dream and dread, or the tremble in a wife’s hands when she reached for a cup and remembered there were no cups. Numbers could not add up to a covenant, broken or kept. So Jeremiah no longer added. He knelt instead. He closed his eyes and practiced the only arithmetic he could bear: holy + holy + holy.


Behind him, footsteps whispered—one small, one careful. Raina and Liora had followed without calling his name, as if names were fragile glass that might break in the air. Raina’s coat hem fretted the gravel. Liora’s mitten brushed her mother’s thigh, a moth’s wing sound, patient, faithful.

“Do we have to be here?” Raina asked, not unkindly, not yet. She was beyond unkindness, emptied of its strength by too many nights of white ceilings and no answers. She kept her voice low, as if speaking too loudly might draw the eyes of those who stood in doorways and pretended not to watch the ruined family cross their street.


Jeremiah did not answer at once. He knew the shape of every brick that had fallen from this gate. The topmost had been carved with a year—1917—softly, by a mason whose hand believed time would honor his effort. The numbers now lie face down in crabgrass. We build, we boast, we fall. He breathed out, a long ribbon in the cool air.


“I need to be where the silence started,” he said, his voice unhurried, worn smooth by too many prayers and not enough sleep. “At the gate. If God is anywhere in this, He knows our borders.”

Raina glanced up, throat tight. “God knows our borders,” she repeated, as if tasting the sentence for truth or splinter. “Then why didn’t He guard them?”

Liora looked from one to the other with a gravity that did not belong to eight-year-olds. She was not playing at solemnity; solemnity had chosen her. She reached out and traced, with her mitten, a looping line in the ash at her feet—spiral within spiral, a child’s echo of galaxies. “Mama,” she whispered, as if sharing a secret with winter, “He’s near.”


Raina pressed her lips together. She wanted to ask how. She wanted to say near doesn’t fix rotten wood or forged signatures or the word cursed sprayed on a fence. But what she said was nothing. Sometimes the wisest sentence is the one that surrenders before it stands.



Jeremiah’s knees met the earth. He felt the bite of gravel through denim like a rebuke and a blessing—remember you are dust. He bowed until his forehead touched the ground, and the grit welcomed him home.


“God,” he said, simple as hunger. “You know. You see. Speak.”


The wind that answered him was barely a wind. It was the soft hand of a January afternoon, the easy drift that lifts dead leaves and lays them down again. It is not a miracle when leaves move. What startled him was not the motion but the listening in the air, the way the empty street seemed to lean closer, as if even ruined brick had ears.


Somewhere, a door closed. A truck downshifted three blocks over. Crows complained like old men. The ordinary collected itself in his hearing until ordinary became weight, and weight tipped into waiting.

Jeremiah did not raise his head. “Speak,” he said again, and the word left his mouth like a moth in a church, small, earnest, ridiculous, yet alive.

The first tremor was subterranean, the kind a person blames on imagination. The ground hummed under his kneecaps. Gravel ticked. A bottle cap shivered against a tire rut. Raina’s heel slid half an inch in dust and stopped. Her hand tightened around Liora’s without meaning to.

“Jeremiah,” Raina said, but she was talking to the air as much as to him. “Jeremiah.”

He looked up.


The horizon had thickened, the pale winter sky gathering a bruise in its eastward cheek. Not clouds—not yet. A gathering. The kind of distance that begins to resemble intention.


He stood carefully, not wanting to look like a man who flees. He brushed ash from his palms and found more ash.

“What is it?” Raina asked. The question had the old edges, the old dare, but softened; she sounded like a woman asking a doctor about a scan she feared to see. Jeremiah squinted toward the far row of pecans. The trees had shed their leaves months ago, tall skeletons making lace out of air. Now their bare crowns began to sway—not with gusts, but with rhythm, as if time had changed its gait. Liora stepped forward, mitten lifted like a flag. “It’s coming,” she said simply.

“What is?” Raina asked, and when no one answered, she let panic steal up her throat. “What is, Jeremiah?”


He did not turn. He did not say I hope or maybe. Hope and maybe had become expensive words; he could not afford to squander them. He only said, low, “Listen.”


So they listened.

The sound arrived first as a tone below hearing, a pressure that taught bones to hum. Lamplight did not flicker—there was no lamp—but the world felt as if a hand had dimmed and brightened some interior switch. The pecans bowed to something no one could see, then straightened, then bowed again. Dust lifted from the roadbed in lazy script, spelling nothing, undoing letters even as they formed.

Raina’s mouth went dry. “A storm?”

“No,” Jeremiah said, and the word steadied him as soon as he heard himself say it. “Not like we’ve known.”

It was as if someone drew the sky with charcoal and then smudged it with a thumb. The east grew heavy. The space above the water tower shivered; a seam opened as if the day wore a coat too thin for what pressed inside. The air found its edges and then lost them. Somewhere dogs began to bark, one, then several, then a shivering choir.


The noise in the earth resolved into a voice—not in words yet, not in sense, but in nature. The way a cello speaks a different truth than a trumpet. The wind stood and remembered that once, a Voice had told it what to do.



Raina’s heart did an old thing—remembered fear of God—and stumbled into it. She wanted to kneel and run in the same breath. She wanted to laugh at herself for wanting to kneel. She did neither. She clutched her daughter’s hand like an anchor thrown into the sky.



“Jeremiah,” she whispered, and she meant protect us.


He took one step forward. He did not put his body in front of them because that would be a lie. He could not stand between his family and heaven. He could only stand within it with them.

The seam in the sky tore. Not violently. Not as lightning does when it breaks a second into shards. This was slower, like cloth giving way, like a tent flap unzipped by an unseen hand. Air spilled from the opening as if some pressure difference had resolved. The afternoon dimmed without conceding to night; light reached them and then remembered it had farther to go.


Dust rose from the road in columns—thin at first, then thicker—catching sunlight and turning it to gold. They were not dust devils. They were not weather. They were the first syllables of something immense, clearing its throat.


Jeremiah knew. Before words, before theology, before courage. He knew the way a child knows the shape of his father’s hand in a crowded market without looking up: by long acquaintance, by the map of invisible safety drawn across a small life. Tears blurred his sight so quickly that he had to close his eyes against the salt.


“God,” he said, and the name balanced him, a staff under a pilgrim’s palm.


The wind answered.


Not wind—Voice riding wind, using it the way a violin uses wood. It did not come from one direction. It came from the deep of the sky and the low of the earth and the center of his rib cage at once, vibrating through the cartilage, making his breath hitch.


“Jeremiah, son of dust.” The words were not cruel. They were not gentle. They were necessary. “You have asked, ‘Where are you?’ You have demanded, ‘Why?’ You have said, ‘Answer me.’ Hear now.”

He folded. Knees to gravel. Forehead to grit. An old posture, a right one. Ash kissed his skin like a sacrament. Behind him, Raina gasped and clutched Liora so hard the child made a small sound and then stilled, leaning forward, as if her bones had learned the direction of holiness.

“Who is this,” the Voice said, near and far, “that darkens counsel by words without knowledge?”

The sentence drove into the road like a buried anvil. The hurt of it was honest, severe, clean. Jeremiah flinched—not because he resented the rebuke, but because truth spoken aloud uproots whatever lies had been invented a home within us.

“Dress for action like a man; I will question you, and you make it known to Me.”

There was no safe answer. There was only yes or running. Jeremiah did not run.

“Yes,” he whispered, and the wind stole the word and made something of it, a banner beyond human cloth.

“Where were you when I laid the foundation of the earth?” the Voice asked, each word unspooling like the line of a plumb dropped into depths. “Tell me, if you have understanding. Who determined its measurements—surely you know! Or who stretched the line upon it? On what were its bases sunk, or who laid its cornerstone—when the morning stars sang together, and all the sons of God shouted for joy?”


The pecans bowed. The dust columns widened, braiding open into a single high-throated spiral—whirlwind—the word men use when wind chooses a shape to reveal its will. But this was not blind force; it was body. It laughed with thunder without breaking; it shone with light without flame. It made no chaotic grab for roofs and signs. It occupied the gate the way a king sits in his chair—rightful, assumed.


Jeremiah did not attempt words. His mouth opened and closed like a fish learning to breathe air. The questions struck his skull like bells, waking parts of him he had let go numb: awe, smallness, wonder at the fact of seas and stones and stars. He remembered arguments he had offered God in the night and felt, with gratitude, the poverty of those speeches. Behind him, Raina’s knees gave. She sank to the road, a graceless collapse that still resembled worship. Fear unspooled in her belly like rope, not the kind that drags you, the kind that ties you to something heavier than your panic. Tears broke free—hot, of a different temperature than the January air—and she tasted salt and dust and the ghost of perfume from a life when she ironed blouses for meetings that no longer needed her.

“I don’t know how to believe you,” she said, voice cracking on the last word, the way a winter limb cracks against its own weight.


The whirlwind turned. It did not move as storms move. It regarded. She felt its attention settle on her the way the dawn settles on a field.


“Woman,” the Voice said, and the name did not erase her but anchored her. “You have called my silence absence. You have called your fear wisdom. You have sought coverings that were not a covenant. Yet I have not crushed you. I have preserved your child. I have stayed the Accuser’s hand. Will you still call me absent?”


Her mouth opened, but only air emerged. The old quips, the well-oiled skepticism, the way she could shape a sentence and make herself safe behind its cleverness—none of it obeyed her. All she could do was bow her head and let water fall from her face onto the road and think, I was wrong. It was the beginning of repentance, humble as dust.



Liora did not move. Her mitten had fallen. She pressed bare fingers to the ground and felt it hum. She listened with her whole face. When she had first told her mother, He’s near, it had been a child’s certainty—a room lit by a nightlight. Now the room blazed. She did not blink.


In the realm, a step to the left of sight, Lucan loomed. He was not allowed near the spiral, and he hated the law that held him. Chains of light wound his wrists like chords of music made visible, every note a prohibition, every prohibition a mercy to those standing in ash. He bared his teeth at the scene and smiled—an animal’s smile, all threat, all theater.


“Answer him now?” he hissed, too low for human ears and yet somehow audible to the despair that had paced inside Jeremiah’s chest for weeks. “Now? After the contracts? The mark? After your friends made your name? Now he wants to talk?”


The bitterness in his whisper pressed at Raina’s ribs, a familiar heat, an old ally. It wanted to use her mouth. She shook her head once, violently, as if to throw off a scarf caught by the wind. The chains at Lucan’s wrists sparked—blue-white flares that hissed like rain on a hot griddle.

The angel who had hovered near Liora since the night of the first nightmare—tall, edges like sunrise—lowered a wing between the child and the Accuser’s gaze. “Not yours,” the angel said, as mildly as one might refuse a second helping, and every syllable rattled the nails in the broken gate.

The Voice did not argue with Lucan. God never enters debates He has already won. The whirlwind deepened, as if the Atlantic itself had learned to stand up and breathe.

“Have you commanded the morning since your days began,” the Lord asked, “and caused the dawn to know its place? Have you entered the storehouses of the snow, or have you seen the storehouses of the hail? Who can tilt the waterskins of the heavens, when the dust runs into a mass, and the clods stick fast together?”


Images crowded the spiral as if the Voice painted with weather. Between its ribs of light, dawn spilled and gathered, ocean floors opened as books, hail stacked in slow glaciers, lightning stood for a heartbeat like a speared tree, then sprinted away. The pecans flickered in and out, their bare branches suddenly jeweled in hoarfrost, then beaded with rain, then leafed with June, then emptied again. Time obeyed. Time showed itself the way a servant displays a garment for a king’s decision.


Jeremiah laughed—one surprised, unpretty bark of sound, a laugh that sounded like weeping if you were not listening and like worship if you were. He covered his mouth with a soot-slick hand and shook. The shaking did not resemble panic. It resembled release.

“I am nothing,” he managed, and the confession did not crush him. It opened his chest and let air in. “I am dust. I spoke about what I did not know. Forgive—”

“Dress for action like a man,” the Voice said again, and if there was a smile in it, it was the kind a father uses when he tells a child to stand and watch fireflies. “I will question you, and you shall answer Me.”

Raina inched forward on her knees until her shoulder touched Jeremiah’s hip. She did not apologize for all she had said in their kitchen or in her heart. Language would come later. Presence came now. He placed his ash-grit hand on her hair without looking and felt the tremor pass through both of them like the weather changing.

Liora’s lips moved. She did not shape any word she knew. She echoed something she heard behind her. Every syllable her mouth borrowed left a warmth on her teeth, like a cup held long enough to save a little heat for the drinker.

“Can you hunt the prey for the lion,” the Lord asked, “or satisfy the appetite of the young lions, when they crouch in their dens or lie in wait in their thicket? … Do you know when the mountain goats give birth? Do you observe the calving of the does?”

Small lives crowded the gate: a deer blinking in a hemlock shadow; a lion’s whiskers shivering as breath fogged before dawn; ravens testing air over a pasture; a foal trying long legs; a moth’s wing powder on the silvery rim of a porch light; a woman’s hands kneading bread. Glory did not arrive as bombast alone. It arrived as a census of care.

Raina’s shoulders broke. Not from weight; from relief she had not permitted herself. She put both hands over her face and said, into her palms, “You see.”

The whirlwind swelled. “You have said, ‘God does not see.’ You have said, ‘He does not answer.’ You have said, ‘My tears are salt in a sea He will not taste.’ Yet I have counted your tears. I have visited your night. I have been faithful to your child. Will you still speak of Me what is not right?”

She shook her head until her hair came loose and clung to her damp cheeks. She did not try to craft a tidy apology. She scraped her forehead against the road and delivered the only two words that never fail to match heaven’s grammar: “I’m sorry.”

In the unseen, Lucan snarled. The sound had no register humans could echo; it belonged to a bitterness so old it did not remember how to be anything else. He pushed against his chains, and they tightened. He smiled again, with too many teeth. “Repentance?” he said. “Fine. Let them repent. I will wait until the apology dries and hunger returns. I will write again. Papers burn slow when stamped with fear.”


The angel did not even lift his sword. He tilted his head and looked at Lucan the way a shepherd looks at a briar he will cut out after breakfast. “The Lord rebuke you,” he said, as if quoting a promise already notarized. The Voice rode the spiral down to the very lip of the road until Jeremiah could feel the sound on his skin the way a musician feels a bass through a wooden stage.



“Prepare yourself,” the Lord said. “For I will show you what men fear and cannot tame. I will parade before you the kings of pride, that you may learn the difference between power and Mine.”


The air cooled a degree, then two. The bruise in the east blossomed into bruise upon bruise, the way heavy cream poured into coffee folds itself into ink. A far line beyond the pecans darkened to a clean edge; the horizon does not wear unless large bodies move, then rise. The spiral lifted as if to make room.

“Behold,” the Lord said, and the word itself gathered weight until the ruined gate felt like a throne room.

“Behemoth,” the Voice announced, and somewhere below all-seeing, a continent shifted on its hip.

“And Leviathan,” the Voice continued, light arcing within the spiral as if flint struck flint in the bones of the world.

The road went quiet. Dogs stopped. The bottle cap stilled. Even the judgment written in a neighbor’s glance withdrew behind a shutter.

Jeremiah swallowed and tasted soot and salt and a sweetness that felt like water rescued from a deep well.

“I’m afraid,” Raina whispered, and did not move away.

“I am too,” he said, and did not move away.

Liora slid her hand into both of theirs without looking.

The east, fat with storm, breathed. A long, slow exhale rolled across the pecans. In that breath, scales suggested themselves—nothing a human eye could pin to a sketch, everything a human heart could recognize as power. Something ancient uncoiled and smiled a firefly’s worth of fire.


Jeremiah could not tell whether the ground lifted or his stomach dropped. He could tell only that the covenant he had whispered over ash and ruin—holy + holy + holy—had always been a door, and the Door had opened.


The whirlwind brightened.

“Where were you,” the Lord asked, “when I shut in the sea with doors?”

Thundered silence followed—holy, brimming, the pause a conductor holds before the symphony falls like rain.
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