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To those who haven’t given up—

The ones who rise early to pray while the house is still quiet; the ones who choose to stand for what is right even when the path feels lonely; the ones who carry the weight of watching a nation drift from its foundation.

This book is for the watchmen. For the friends who pray for others without being asked. For those brave enough to speak truth even when their voice shakes. For anyone who hears the call to action and finds the courage to answer.

May you never lose the spark within you. May you continue to find your voice—even in the silence. And may your faithfulness create ripples that reach further than you will ever know.
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​INTRODUCTION
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In every generation, God raises voices—not to entertain, but to warn.

This book is one of those voices.

The Watchman’s Warning: Faith in a Time of National Unrest is a prophetic fiction rooted in present-day reality. It follows the journey of Micah Peterson, a humble high school teacher who receives a divine call to stand watch over a nation unraveling.

As society stands on the edge of chaos, spiritual deception spreads, and the Church grows increasingly divided, Micah is thrust into a battle he never asked for—but cannot ignore. What begins as a single dream turns into a fire that refuses to die: a call to confront compromise, awaken the sleeping, and sound the trumpet before it is too late.

Alongside a small group of unlikely allies, Micah must navigate fear, backlash, and betrayal, all while holding fast to a God who still speaks in the silence.

This is not a political book. It is not bound to headlines or ideology.

It is a spiritual story—a mirror reflecting what many believers are sensing but struggling to name: that we are living in a time of divine reckoning.

The systems we’ve trusted are shaking.

The Church is being sifted.

And the remnant is being called to rise.

If you have ever felt that something is shifting in the spirit. If you have ever wondered whether your quiet convictions were actually a calling, this book is for you.

It is a reminder that God still marks watchmen, and that obedience is often born in obscurity long before it is seen on any stage.

This is fiction. But it is fiction birthed in prayer, laced with warning, and written for those with ears to hear.

The trumpet is sounding.  Will you listen?
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​CHAPTER ONE – THE DREAM
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Most nights ended with hot lemon tea on the porch, a quiet prayer beneath the Arkansas stars, and a few verses from a Bible that had been with me since college.

Twenty-three years of teaching high school history had given me a rhythm. Wake at 5:30 a.m., coffee and Scripture. School by 7:15 a.m. Home by 4:00 p.m. Grade papers until dinner.

My faith was steady.

Predictable.

Disciplined, safe, contained.

Until the silence shattered.

It was past midnight when the dream came. At first, everything was still.

Peaceful, even.

Then—flames.

I stood on a rooftop, overlooking a city I’d never seen but somehow recognized.

Smoke choked the horizon.

Sirens wailed—then faded, swallowed by something older. Deeper. More terrible.

People flooded the streets below, stumbling through ash and fire. Parents screamed for their children. Families ran without direction.

Hope was gone.

Buildings groaned, then collapsed. Fire danced across the skyline like judgment in motion. The air turned thick, hot, final—terrifying.

Then came the sound.

A trumpet.

Not from a building or a street corner.

It came from everywhere.

Piercing.

Raw.

Holy.

The kind of sound that splits time in half.

It wasn’t calling people to safety.

It was calling everything to account.

The moment it sounded, I knew:

This wasn’t chaos.

This was consequence.

Divine consequence.

And I was standing right in the middle of it.

The vision dissolved like smoke, but the trumpet’s echo followed me back—through layers of sleep, through the veil between worlds, back into my bedroom, where I jerked awake gasping. My lungs strained. My heart pounded. My shirt clung to me, soaked in sweat.

That sound—that trumpet—still rang through my bones.

This wasn’t a dream born from late-night pizza or finals-week stress. This was spirit-real—as tangible as the wooden floor beneath my feet, as certain as the cross on my wall. I had been pulled into a vision, shown something that existed beyond the thin boundary between sleep and waking.

I stumbled to my desk, grabbed a notebook, and wrote with shaking hands:

“Rooftop. Burning city. Trumpet. Lost people. Judgment.”

But the words felt small. Sterile.

What I had seen wasn’t symbolic.

It was spirit-real.

And it was coming.

I didn’t sleep the rest of the night. I sat in the dark, trembling. Something stirred inside me—foreign, but undeniable.

Not fear.

Calling.

The next day felt like walking through glass.

Everything was fragile.

I stood before my third-period American History class explaining the Great Depression, but my voice felt hollow. Students laughed, scrolled their phones when they thought I wasn’t looking, and complained about the upcoming test.

During lunch, teachers argued over gas prices and politics in the faculty room.

But I saw it in their eyes.

They knew something was wrong.

Even if they couldn’t name it.

And me?

I had seen it.

I couldn’t speak of it.

Not yet.

Who would believe me?

But one thing was certain:

Once you’ve heard the trumpet, silence isn’t peace.

It’s disobedience.

That night, I opened my Bible.

The pages blurred.

The air felt electric.

I wanted to pray, but only a whisper came.

“Why me, Lord?”

No answer.

Just the echo of that trumpet—still burning in my chest.

I didn’t understand it all yet.

But I knew this much:

I had been marked.

And a watchman cannot unsee what he has been shown.
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​CHAPTER TWO - A WATCHMAN’S CALL
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Three days passed before I could function normally again, but sleep became a stranger after that dream. It lingered in my chest like the taste of burnt coffee—bitter, persistent, impossible to shake. I moved through my routine: red ink on student essays, the ping of emails, the quiet chaos of teenagers prepping for finals.

But everything felt... off.

Tilted.

Like a frame just slightly askew—you can’t help but notice it every time you pass.

I paused mid-sentence during lectures, distracted by a sense I couldn’t name. In the faculty lounge, even casual conversations felt charged. The ordinary had become electric.

That’s when I turned to the only place I knew might hold answers.

My Bible waited on the nightstand like always, its worn leather cover comforting in its familiarity. But as I stood there staring at it, something shifted. The stillness in the room pressed in heavier now, as if the very air had thickened. It wasn’t just another quiet afternoon, another ordinary day—I could feel something else stirring, something I couldn’t name, but I knew I could no longer ignore it.

That afternoon, it felt less like a habit and more like a lifeline. I wasn’t reaching for it out of routine—I was reaching like someone desperate for solid ground.

Still in my wrinkled shirt and loosened tie, I sat on the edge of my bed. Late sunlight cut across the room as the pages fell open to Ezekiel 33. My eyes landed on verse 6:

“But if the watchman see the sword come, and blow not the trumpet, and the people be not warned; if the sword come, and take any person from among them, he is taken away in his iniquity; but his blood will I require at the watchman’s hand.”KJV

The words struck me like a blow to the chest. This wasn’t ancient history—it was a mirror.

Faces from the dream flashed in my mind: ash-covered, panicked, searching. I could still feel the heat from that burning city, still hear the echo of that divine trumpet that had pierced through everything. The weight of their fear clung to me.

Something broke open inside.

Not dramatically.

Quietly.

Like ice cracking under pressure.

My hands trembled as I shut the Bible—not from fear, but from recognition. I had seen the sword. I had heard the trumpet. And I had said nothing.

Until now.

“I see it, Lord,” I whispered. “And I can’t pretend I don’t.”

That evening, I drove across town to Sister Louise’s house without deciding to. Her porch light glowed like a welcome, candlelight flickering in the front window.

I sat in my car for five minutes, debating whether to knock or drive away and pretend this burden was just stress.

Then her front door opened.

“You’re late,” she said, as if she’d been expecting me all along. “Come on in before the tea gets cold.”

Her house wrapped around me with the warmth of memory. The scent of frankincense mixed with peppermint tea. Lamps cast soft light across shelves lined with worn books and handwritten prayers.

She didn’t ask about the dream. Somehow, she already knew.

She poured two mugs, handed me one, and settled into her chair with the ease of someone who had done this a thousand times.
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