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 1 Corinthians 1:27"But God has chosen the foolish things of the world to put to shame the wise, and God has chosen the weak things of the world to put to shame the things which are mighty."

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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Lebanon, Kansas, once the heart of the American Midwest, had become a ghost town in a world turned upside down. Its fields, once golden with wheat, now lay fallow under the unyielding gaze of surveillance drones. The only sound was the whisper of the wind through abandoned homes and the occasional mechanical hum of drones scanning for nonconformists. The Son of Perdition had risen to power under the guise of unity and peace, his promises of stability and prosperity seducing a weary world. The United Nations dissolved after being replaced by a global government. A single global currency and the "Mark" that controlled all commerce. Worship of the one-world leader was mandatory, enforced by law. Resistance was not tolerated, and death was your punishment. In America, the Federal Emergency Management agency (FEMA) had become an arm of this oppressive regime. Overnight raids swept through the heartland, targeting Christians who refused to take the mark or bow to the false saviour. Families disappeared, hauled away in blacked-out vans under the cover of darkness. Rumours spread like wildfire: FEMA camps had been repurposed into modern concentration camps, where prisoners were given a choice—submit to the Son of Perdition or face execution by beheading. David and Sarah Myers, a couple in their fifties, had watched their community unravel piece by piece. They were sincere believers and had hoped in the promise of the rapture. They were shaken when it didn’t come and were now suddenly faced with the reality of trying to navigate the years of tribulation and extreme persecution. 

Friends and fellow Christians were arrested for their faith and for not submitting to the one world regime while others renounced their faith to survive. The Myers, however, clung to the Word of God, even as the heavens seemed silent. Their modest home, nestled behind a grove of evergreen trees, had become a haven for underground believers. But safety was fleeting, and every night carried the threat of a knock on the door. Ethan Rivers, a drifter in his twenties, had stumbled into Lebanon by chance. Haunted by the loss of his family and searching for answers, he carried no more than a cross pendant he didn’t fully understand and questions he couldn’t ignore. Then there was Aaron, a soldier in his thirties who had once served under the regime. Disillusioned by the horrors he had been ordered to conduct, Aaron deserted, knowing that his defiance marked him for death. Now armed with insider knowledge of FEMA's operations, he roamed the plains as a fugitive, seeking redemption. Their paths were about to collide in this small Kansas town, where survival demanded more than courage—it demanded unshakable faith. For in this new world, to believe in Christ was to declare war on the powers of darkness.​
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Chapter 1
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The World Unravelled

“Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil...” 

— Psalm 23:4

The wind was sharp and cold as it swept across the plains of Kansas, carrying with it a sense of desolation and loss. Lebanon, once a thriving Midwestern town, now lay silent and broken. The streets that were once teeming with farmers, families, and faithful churchgoers, were now deserted with buildings abandoned, and windows boarded up. Dust hung in the air, a constant reminder of the town’s slow decay. The faint hum of surveillance drones could be heard in the distance, a relentless reminder of the new world order that had taken hold. David Myers crouched low behind an old grain silo, his eyes scanning the horizon. His breath fogged in the chilly morning air as he adjusted the strap of the worn satchel over his shoulder. In his hand was a machete—not a weapon of war, but one of necessity. Out here, faith, silence, and survival skills were all that kept people alive. 

Next to him, Sarah adjusted the scarf over her head, her eyes darting nervously from shadow to shadow. Her breath was quick and shallow. Even after all this time, after all they’d seen, her body still reacted to the danger that posed around every corner. They had lived through countless raids, and each one felt more dangerous than the last. "See anything?" Sarah whispered to David. David shook his head. "Not yet. But we can't stay here long."  Their mission was to find supplies, food, water, and medicine. Anything they could bring back to the group of believers they had been sheltering on the outskirts of town. The world had become dangerous for Christians and any form of resistance against the one world order regime. FEMA patrols had been sweeping through neighbourhoods, arresting Christians who refused to bow to the Son of Perdition—the false saviour who ruled the world with an iron fist. The Son of Perdition had promised peace and stability, but his reign was one of oppression. The global government he had established controlled every aspect of your life. A single world leader. A single world religion. A single mark—the Mark of the Beast. And those who refused to take it were labelled traitors, rebels, terrorists. Resistance was met with brutal force. Those who clung to Christ were imprisoned, tortured, and then executed by beheading them. 

David’s thoughts turned to the people he had lost—the McCallister’s, the Hunts, and Pastor Tom. Each one had been swept away in the night, disappearing without a trace. Some whispered that they were being held in FEMA camps repurposed as modern concentration camps, others said worse. The thought of them haunted him, but he tried to keep his focus. He couldn’t afford to dwell on the past. Not now, especially since he had to take care of Sarah and all the believers they were sheltering. Now was not the time to lose focus and become overwhelmed with emotion. “They’re thinning us out,” Sarah murmured, her voice tinged with grief. She had an uncanny knack of saying what David was thinking. David placed a hand on her shoulder. “Not if we stay vigilant. God is still with us, Sarah.” She nodded, but her face betrayed her uncertainty. 

The silence stretched between them, heavy with the weight of their circumstances. Then, faint footsteps reached their ears, growing louder by the second. David motioned for Sarah to crouch lower. His pulse quickened, and his grip tightened on his machete. The wind seemed to fall silent as he listened. The footsteps were uneven, hurried, as if the person were running. Then, from the shadows, a figure emerged. It was a young man in his twenties, his clothes ragged, his face streaked with dirt and exhaustion. His eyes were wide with fear; his hands raised in surrender as David and Sarah stepped out of the shadows. “Wait! I’m not with them! Please!” he called out, his voice trembling. David’s first instinct was to strike, to protect his wife and the group’s location. But something about the young man’s voice—a raw vulnerability—stopped him. He lowered the blade slightly but kept his stance defensive. “Who are you?” David demanded. 

The young man stopped a few feet away, breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling with frantic bursts. “Ethan. Ethan Rivers. I don’t have the “Mark,” I swear. I’m just looking for someone...anyone who is not part of the one world order.”  David studied him carefully, wary. But there was something in Ethan’s eyes—a desperation that seemed genuine. “How did you get here?” David enquired. Ethan pulled a small, tarnished cross pendant from his pocket, holding it out. “This... this is all I have left of them,” he said, his voice breaking. “My parents gave it to me before they... before they were taken. I heard people talking about Christians hiding out here. I thought I’d try to find someone.” David’s heart twisted at the mention of Ethan’s parents, but he didn’t lower his guard. “We’re not stupid. If this is a trap, you won’t live to regret it.” Ethan nodded quickly; his hands still raised. “I swear, it’s not a trick. I can’t do this alone anymore.” David exchanged a look with Sarah. She gave a slight nod, and he lowered the blade. “Alright,” David said. “Come with us. I hope I don’t regret this decision.” Ethan nodded fervently, relief washed over his face. He stumbled slightly as he followed them to the storm cellar they had been using as a refuge.

Inside the dimly lit storm cellar at the back of their house, they gathered in silence with all the others. It was cramped and cold, the walls lined with shelves that once held food and now held only fragments of survival—half-used candles, radios that no longer worked, and old scriptures written on scraps of paper, passed hand to hand. Ethan seemed to relax for the first time in days, surrounded by these strangers who, despite the danger, had offered him shelter. David wasted no time. “Why are you really here, Ethan?” he asked. “You said you were looking for someone, but what does that mean?” Ethan hesitated, his fingers nervously twisting the cross pendant. “I... I don’t know what I’m looking for anymore,” he admitted quietly. “Everyone’s gone. My family, my friends... they either disappeared or joined the one world order. I don’t know who to trust, but I know one thing: something’s wrong with this world, with our global leader, The Son of Perdition. I’ve seen what he’s been doing, how he has control over everything. I am a non-conformist, so seeing what he has been doing has made it easy for me to reject what he stands for. I don’t know much about faith, but I am intrigued by the resolve and assurance the Christians have in Jesus, especially with all that is going on currently. Maybe you know something about faith and Jesus?”

David and Sarah exchanged another glance. Ethan wasn’t just lost; he was searching for answers, just as they had done many years ago. They had questions too, questions that were only answered when they reached out to Pastor Tom all those years ago. There was something in his words—something that resonated with them. “We can help you,” Sarah said softly. “But you need to understand, it won’t be easy. The answers you’re looking for won’t come without a price.” Ethan looked up at her, his eyes filled with both fear and hope. “I’m ready to learn.” David nodded. “It’s not about knowing everything at once. It’s about trusting. Trusting in God, even when everything around us is falling apart.”  And so it began, Ethan, once lost and adrift, now stood at the threshold of a faith he didn’t understand but desperately needed. He had found a small group of believers during a broken world. That was something worth fighting for.

Later that night, the group sat in the cellar, the small stove crackling softly. Ethan, still clutching his cross pendant, sat silently, his thoughts racing. He had lost everything—his family, his sense of purpose—but now, in the presence of these believers, he felt the faint stirrings of something he hadn’t felt in months: hope. David broke the silence with a gently spoken question, “What happened to your family?” Ethan swallowed hard. “They were taken a few months ago. I came home one night and they were just gone. FEMA came in the middle of the night without warning, and they were gone in an instant, just disappeared. I didn’t even get to say goodbye.”  Sarah’s heart ached for him. She had heard related stories but hearing it from Ethan made it real in a way it hadn’t been before. The regime’s cruelty had no boundaries. David’s voice grew grim. “We know, we’ve all seen it but you’re not alone anymore, Ethan. You’ve found us and if we have breath in our lungs, we will fight. We will survive.”  Ethan’s eyes were filled with both hope and uncertainty. “But how can we fight? The Son of Perdition controls everything. How can we stop him?” Sarah placed a gentle hand on his shoulder. “We don’t fight with force; we fight with faith. We trust that God will give us the strength to endure.” Ethan nodded slowly, digesting their words. He wasn’t sure if he fully understood, but for the first time in a long time, he was ready to try to believe.

The next morning, they awoke with the knowledge that they couldn’t stay much longer in Lebanon. The drones had mapped the town, and soon they would be searching for any signs of resistance. As they packed up their belongings, the knock came—a soft, unmistakable tap on the cellar door. “David. Sarah. Please. It’s me.”  David’s breath caught in his throat at the sound of the voice. That sounds like Pastor Tom. How could that be? He had been one of the first to be taken—disappeared without a trace months ago. David’s pulse raced, and for a fleeting moment, he wondered if the voice was a trick, some kind of elaborate trap. But then he heard it again, faint, and desperate. “David. Sarah. Please. It’s me.”  David whispered, motioning for the group to stay low. “I’ll check.” He crept slowly toward the door, every step cautious, every muscle tense. The seller was small, with just enough room to stand, but it felt like an eternity as he approached the wooden door. His heart thudded loudly in his ears. The knock had stopped, but the voice echoed in his mind, urging him to believe. Could it be Pastor Tom?

With one final glance at Sarah, Ethan and the rest of the group, David placed his hand on the door’s rusted handle. It felt cold beneath his fingers. He twisted it slowly, trying to make no sound. The door creaked open just a sliver, and through the narrow gap, David could make out the silhouette of a man standing just outside. His face was shadowed by the dim light of the setting sun, but the familiar outline, the posture, the way he stood—there was no mistaking it. “Pastor Tom?” David whispered, his voice barely audible. The man outside nodded slowly, his face breaking into a weary, but unmistakable smile. “David, Sarah, it’s really me. I swear.” David opened the door wider, still cautious, and as he did, he stepped aside to let the figure in. Pastor Tom, haggard and gaunt from weeks on the run, entered the cellar, a shadow of the man David had once known. His eyes though, still held the same compassion, the same fire that had always made him a leader. Despite his worn appearance, there was an unyielding strength in his presence. It was as if time had assessed him but not yet broken him.

“Praise God,” Sarah whispered, tears welling in her eyes as she stepped forward to embrace him. “Pastor Tom how... how are you here?” David stammered. “We thought you were gone.” “I was,” Pastor Tom replied softly, his voice filled with a mixture of sorrow and relief. “I was taken. The soldiers came for me in the night. But God wasn’t done with me yet. I barely escaped.” Sarah pulled away; her face filled with disbelief. “Escaped? But... how? They—” Pastor Tom held up a weary, but firm gesture. “They think I’m dead. They think I was executed. But by God’s grace, I found a way out. I’ve been living underground ever since. I’ve seen what they’re doing, David. What they’re doing to the faithful... it’s more terrible than we could ever have imagined.”

Ethan, who had been sitting silently in the corner, stood up cautiously, his curiosity sparked. “What do you mean? What’s happening to the others? To the believers?” Pastor Tom’s face darkened, and for a moment, his eyes clouded with grief. He took a deep breath before speaking. “The camps... the beheadings... they’re real. It’s worse than any of us thought. Christians are being hunted, tortured, and executed. Those who refuse to accept the mark of the Beast and instead cling to Christ are being made examples of.” David felt a cold shiver run down his spine. He had heard the rumours—vague whispers of the atrocities—but hearing it from Pastor Tom, hearing the anguish in his voice, made it undeniable. The world they lived in now was not just a place of suffering; it was a place of cruelty and unspeakable horror.

“We’ve seen some of it,” David said softly. “We’ve heard the screams. We’ve seen families disappear. I... I don’t know how much more we can take.” Pastor Tom nodded; his eyes filled with compassion. “I know. I’ve seen it too. But we can’t lose hope, not now. God’s plan is still in motion, even if it’s hard to see. We are not abandoned David. We are not alone.”  Ethan, still processing the heavy weight of the conversation, looked up. “But what do we do now? How do we fight against something this powerful?” “God fights for us,” Pastor Tom replied with a strength in his voice. “We don’t fight with weapons; we don’t fight with violence. We fight with our faith, with our courage. We continue to stand firm even in the face of death.”  David’s eyes met Pastor Tom’s, and in that moment, they both knew the truth. Their survival and their faith weren’t just about hiding anymore. It wasn’t about waiting for things to improve. The time for passivity was over and the time for action was at hand.

“We’ve been hiding,” David said slowly, “but I think it’s time we stopped. If God is with us, who can stand against us?” Pastor Tom’s face softened, his eyes lighting with approval. “Exactly. We’re not meant to cower in fear. We are meant to shine as beacons of light in the darkness. That’s why we’re here David. That’s why we’ve survived. We need to reach out to others, to gather as many as we can. We need to stand, and we need to spread the Word of hope in Jesus.”  Sarah, who had been sitting in silent contemplation spoke up. “But how? How do we find others? How do we know who we can trust?” Pastor Tom’s face darkened again, but his resolve was unwavering. “It won’t be easy. There are few left who haven’t bowed to the One World Leader, few who haven’t given in to the mark or the promises of false peace. They’re out there and I’ve met some. People who are just as desperate as we are, people who haven’t lost their will to fight.”

Ethan’s eyes widened with a sudden understanding. “People like me... people who are searching for something... anything that feels real.” Pastor Tom nodded. “Exactly. People who don’t believe, but who are beginning to see the truth. We need to find them, and we need to help them find their way. But we must move quickly. The longer we stay in one place, the more likely it is that we’ll be discovered.”  David’s mind was already racing. The plan was forming in his mind, though the path ahead seemed treacherous and uncertain. They couldn’t hide forever. They had to move to spread the message, to find those still willing to stand. “If we’re going to do this,” David said, his voice firm with determination, “we need to be smart. We need to leave as soon as possible and find those who are still hiding. The more we gather, the stronger we’ll be.”

Ethan’s heart pounded with both fear and excitement. He had spent so long running, so long trying to survive. But now, there was a purpose and a reason to keep going. Pastor Tom looked at him, his eyes sharp with understanding. “You’re right! God will guide us. We may not know what’s coming, but we know who holds the future.”  With a final look at each other, the small group had made their decision. They were no longer hiding and no longer running. They were going to fight and resist the darkness. They were going to spread the Word, no matter the cost. Their future awaited them outside, full of unknown twists and turns. While inside the cellar, a new resolve began to form. They were ready. The battle was coming. And they would face it together.​
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Chapter 2
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Out of the Shadows

“Have I not commanded you? Be strong and courageous. Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged, for the Lord your God will be with you wherever you go.”

— Joshua 1:9

A storm had formed outside, and the wind howled as the rain lashed against the rusted roof of the cellar David, Sarah and the small group of believers had been hiding for months. Inside, the flickering light of a single candle did its best to push back the shadows, casting trembling halos across the faces of the people huddled together in prayer and restless in anticipation. They were no longer sheltering themselves from the storm, they were preparing to walk into it, a storm that was more spiritual than physical. David sat near the cellar door, his freshly sharpened machete laid across his lap. Not out of paranoia, but readiness for the uncertainty he could feel in the air. He had made the decision the night before—the decision not to hide anymore. Something within him had shifted and it was no longer just about surviving. It was about finding others to stand and fight together.

Sarah, sitting close to the stove, kept her eyes on the pages of a Bible, worn soft from use. She wasn’t reading anymore but was memorizing scripture and clinging to the promises of God, as she let them soak into her bones. “The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear?” she whispered, repeatedly. Ethan paced near the back wall. His movements were restless and uncertain. In one hand, he clutched the small silver cross pendant his parents had given him—the last thing he had from them, while his other hand trembled slightly, not from fear alone, but from expectancy. There was an atmosphere like nothing they had felt before, they could feel something was coming and it was big.

Then there was Pastor Tom, once the voice of a local church in Lebanon, now the weathered shepherd of a scattered flock. He stood upright, though his body bore the fatigue of captivity and escape. His voice still carried power—quiet, but undeniable. “We need to act swiftly,” Pastor Tom said. “The longer we stay here, the greater the risk of our position being exposed. The regime has stepped up their scans. They’ve mapped this town, block by block. And if we’re found—” “We won’t be found,” David said, standing now, rolling his shoulders like a man preparing for battle. “Because we’re leaving.”  Tom gave a small nod. “Yes, tonight, but it’s not an escape. There are others—people I met while I was on the run, a remnant of believers. They’re organizing in the western hills near the edge of what used to be Jefferson County. They’ve avoided the net so far, but they won’t last much longer on their own.”  Ethan looked up sharply. “So, they’re like us? Hiding?” “Hiding,” Pastor Tom said, “and waiting, but I believe God is calling us not just to join them—but to prepare them for what’s to come.”  Sarah’s voice broke the silence. “Prepare them for what?” Tom’s eyes met hers. “To be a light in the darkness, to be the body of Christ in this moment.”

The group moved as soon as night fell. The rain hadn’t stopped, but it had softened into a misty drizzle, enough to cloak them in shadows. Each of them carried a pack—food, water, blankets, and pages of scripture copied by hand. No phones, no GPS, nothing traceable. They didn’t speak; they didn’t need to. The path took them through wheat fields turned to swamps, across cracked backroads where the only sounds were the squelch of their boots and the occasional distant hum of a drone. The air smelled of wet earth and tension. Ethan fell into step beside Sarah as they crossed a creek, balancing on a half-sunken plank. “I keep thinking this is what the Israelites felt like,” he said softly. “Moving through the wilderness.”  Sarah gave a faint smile. “Let’s hope it doesn’t take us forty years!”  Ethan didn’t laugh, “I still don’t understand everything, God, faith, and why all this had to happen.”  “Neither do I,” Sarah said honestly. “But I know I’d rather be here in the rain with the truth, than dry under a lie.”

They entered a forest by midnight which closed in around them. The moon tried to shine through thick clouds, offering only faint silver glimpses of the path. David led the way, machete in hand, clearing brush and pushing away branches. Every now and then, he would stop suddenly, holding up a fist, listening for any noise that could be hostile to the group. Pastor Tom walked in silent prayer asking God for direction, for protection, and for endurance. As they approached the edge of the woods, they heard movement coming from the north, it sounded like someone was running and their footsteps were heavy and loud. David dropped into a crouch and motioned for the others to follow. They ducked behind a thicket of wet brush just as a squad of patrol drones whirled past—low to the ground, scanning with sweeping beams of infrared. David held his breath, one hand on Ethan’s shoulder to keep him still. The drones passed and then silence. “Move,” David whispered.

––––––––
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Aaron stirred beneath a collapsed hunting blind, his breath visible in the chilly morning air. Rain dripped from the tarp overhead. He hadn't truly slept—only drifting in and out of restless memory. Dreams were dangerous these days as they reminded him of who he had been. He had once worn the uniform of the regime. A soldier trained to suppress, to enforce, and to eliminate resistance. Obedience had been second nature and orders were everything. He followed them without question—until Badger Ridge. The memory came uninvited. A town had been deemed ‘non- compliant.’ These ‘non-compliant’ families were dragged from their homes whilst drones circled overhead, capturing footage for propaganda. Aaron had been assigned to the perimeter and not the front line. He was there to contain, not to act, but then she appeared. A woman—late thirties maybe, kneeling in the dirt, she wasn’t screaming or begging, but she was praying. Aaron walked over to her, she handed him a bible discreetly as she whispered “Lord Jesus, forgive them,” eyes shut, arms trembling, “For they know not what they do.”

An officer from Aarons unit barked a command. “Execute her and make an example of her to the others.”  Aaron raised his rifle out of reflex; due to the constant drilling he had been under, but something cracked inside him as he looked into her eyes— clear, steady, and filled with peace. There was no fear, no hate, just peace. A fellow soldier beside him stepped forward, aiming his weapon at the woman. Aaron didn’t think twice, he turned and knocked the rifle aside and shoved the man to the ground as the shot went wide. Chaos quickly erupted as soldiers shouted. Their guns were raised and aimed toward Aaron. Aaron ran like he had never run before, darting and weaving as he went, trying to throw the soldiers off their target. He never stopped running. He hadn’t known where he was going that day, only that he had seen truth. It wasn’t in the regime. It wasn’t in the orders. It was in her, in her voice and in her faith. The next morning, as he fled through the woods, drones were hovering overhead trying to locate him. He looked at her Bible, hoping to find some sort of solace or assurance that she had. The Bible had been trampled, mud-stained, but intact. On the inside cover was a note, written in gentle script: “For the one who sees. May this lead you home.”  It was time to stop running.

––––––––
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Back in the woods, David’s group quickly hid as David tripped up this unknown person who had been running through the woods. David could see he was no threat, as he too was trying to evade the drones. David and the assailant lay down waiting for the hum of the drones to leave. They crawled forward, bellies in the mud... watching.... waiting. “Finally,” David whispered. “That’s them gone. The drones didn’t find us.”  Then facing the assailant, David interrogated him, “Who are you? Why are you here? Where have you come from?”  The assailant quickly responded while raising both hands in the air to assure the group he wasn’t a threat. While his clothing was that of the regime, he was in the middle of fleeing from them and their brainwashing tactics. 

“My name is Aaron, and I’ve been on the run from the regime for the past two days. They had asked me to conduct another execution, this time of a woman. Something was different this time, there was something I saw in her eyes that captivated me, and my conscience awoke within me again after years and years of brainwashing from my time in the regime. She handed me this bible,” he said while glancing down at his right hand holding the tattered bible. “I couldn’t conduct the order. There was something in the woman’s eyes that gave me the strength to stand up against the regime and disobey orders for the first time in years. I am now a fugitive on the run.”  David gently put his hand on Aaron’s shoulder and replied, “We are all fugitives on the run. I believe God sent you here to us. You are welcome to stay.” 

The group regathered having accepted Aaron as one of them. They started walking forward through the woods carefully as they heard the hum of the drones in the distance. Through the shadows of the tress in front of them, they could see a flicker of light extending from a fireplace. A silhouette of a man was standing near the fire that was being used to cook on. “Is that Reuben?” Tom asked as they tried to discern whether the silhouette was that of friend or foe. “He had led the last resistance group, and I worked with him before they were scattered.” “Can we trust him?” David asked. Pastor Tom didn’t answer right away. “I trust the God who brought us and led us here.”  That was enough for them to hear. They cautiously approached the flickering light. As they grew closer, the silhouette of the man stepped into view—tall, lean, bearded, with a hunting rifle slung across his back and a scar across his cheek. “Identify yourselves,” he growled. Pastor Tom knew immediately that the voice he heard was that of Reuben. Stepping forward; arms raised, Pastor Tom said, “Reuben, it’s me Pastor Tom.”  The man didn’t lower his rifle. “Tom’s dead.” “I was,” Tom said. “But God had other plans.”

There was a long pause, then Reuben lowered the weapon and pulled Tom into a tight embrace. “You crazy old preacher.” Tom chuckled while embraced in Reuben’s shoulder. “Still standing?” Tom asked. “Barely,” Reuben replied, pulling back to examine him. “They told me you were dead.” “They almost got it right.” Tom’s voice shaking. Reuben looked past him, toward the group standing quietly in the shadows—David, Sarah, Ethan, and Aaron were in the front. “They with you?”  “They are,” Tom said. “They are faithful, tested and brave.” Reuben nodded slowly. His gaze lingered on David’s firm stance, on Sarah’s clear eyes, and on Ethan’s quiet resolve whilst the rest of the group stood behind. Reuben stepped forward, motioning them in. “Then you’d better come sit by the fire before someone else sees you. We don’t get many guests who arrive without bullets flying.”

David stepped into the clearing first. He didn’t relax—he wouldn’t, not yet—but he lowered his shoulders as they crossed into the light of the fire. Ethan’s hand gripped the pendant tighter while Sarah offered a soft nod. “Thank you,” she said. Reuben gestured to the small fire circle. “Warm up, you’ll meet the rest in time, just know—everyone here has lost someone so don’t expect smiles, but you’ll have peace.”  A woman stepped forward from the shadows—sharp-eyed, short hair, with a leader’s authority. “Miriam,” she said. “We don’t offer blind trust, but we recognize those the Lord sends.” Tom smiled. “Then we’re in the right place.”  That night, food was passed—simple rations of broth, root vegetables, and stale bread—but none of it was taken for granted. The remnant didn’t feast; they sustained themselves for the days yet to come.

David, Sarah, Ethan, Aaron, Tom, and the others sat by the fire as Miriam and Reuben debriefed them on camp structure: rotating shifts for patrol, scouting missions, supply recovery, and scripture teaching around the fire each night. The resistance wasn’t just surviving, they were training, preparing, and praying. “You’ll sleep in the farmhouse for now,” Miriam said. “It’s warmer and safer.” As she pointed over to a small farmhouse. David nodded, “What’s the long-term plan?”  Reuben shrugged. “We don’t believe in long-term anymore. We believe in obedience and that tomorrow has its own trouble.”  Sarah looked around at the others. There were maybe twenty people—men, women, even children. Some wore old military uniforms. Others bore visible scars. But they all had one thing in common: unshakeable faith. Later that night, Ethan sat alone by the dying fire, staring at the coals. His fingers rubbing the cross pendant. Miriam approached quietly and sat beside him. “You’re younger than most here,” she said. “You’ve seen more than you should.”  Ethan nodded. “I lost everything.” “You still have that,” she said, motioning toward the cross. “I don’t even know what I believe,” he admitted. “That’s okay,” Miriam said. “Belief is something you step into, one day at a time.”  

The next day, tension rippled through the farmhouse. A stranger had approached from the trees—tall, and armed. Reuben and Miriam rushed to the front. “Don’t move!” someone yelled. The man raised his hands and dropped his rifle to the ground. “I just went outside for a walk,” he said. “Please, it’s me Aaron.” Reuben stepped forward. “Why didn’t you tell us you were going for a walk?” Aaron’s name was known to everyone there. He had been a former regime soldier, now a fugitive who had joined the group. Suddenly Aaron became filled with emotion and started to cry, “I needed to get away, the memories of all I have done were overwhelming me, I fought for them,” he said. “I bled for them, but I just can’t continue fighting for something I no longer feel is right, I follow someone else now.”  “You expect us to believe that?” someone growled as they started to recognise who he was. “No, I understand your trust has been broken and so it can be hard to trust anyone who comes your way now, especially someone wearing clothes from the regime.” Aaron replied. Pastor Tom stepped through the circle. “He’s telling the truth, let him speak.” Aaron stood, his voice quiet but firm.
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