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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 Pastor, Rob Harris, 



Thank you for being a steady shepherd in seasons when my faith was learning how to stand without leaning on feelings. You didn’t just preach the Word, you lived it in front of me. You reminded me that conviction is a gift, correction is mercy, and consistency is its own kind of miracle. 



You have been a voice of clarity when emotions were loud, a covering when pressure was real, and a witness that calling is carried with humility before it is carried with confidence. When I needed direction, you pointed me back to Scripture. When I needed courage, you challenged me to obey anyway. When I needed prayer, you stood in the gap, without applause, without spectacle, just faithfulness. 



This book honors the impact of a pastor who refuses to entertain souls but chooses to equip them. May every chapter reflect what you have sown: truth without compromise, love without weakness, and endurance that keeps walking when quitting feels reasonable. If these pages strengthen anyone to trust God deeper, to repent faster, and to stay faithful longer, know that your labor helped shape that fruit. 



With gratitude 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

Restoration is not arrival; it is a gauntlet. Many assume the road ends when suffering lifts. Yet blessing often unmasks the heart in ways hardship can not. It is true: prosperity tests what poverty could only conceal.

This installment begins after the whirlwind, after repentance has softened the soil, after loss has been met with favor. Jeremiah has been steadied by trial and called to keep watch. The double portion he receives is not merely an increase—it is multiplied responsibility. Influence widens. Scrutiny sharpens. Invitations arrive with sweet smiles. Enemies shift tactics; where force once failed, whisper and appetite now prevail.

Here you will read of a household navigating public acclaim and private unease: a prophet who will not sleep while shadows circle, a wife learning how praise can glaze the heart, and a child whose visions pierce the complacency of adults. You will see how gifts become snares, how abundance draws new kinds of assault, and how division often grows beneath the veneer of unity.

This is a concise tale of restoration’s costly sequel—a reminder that covenantal blessing demands transformation, vigilance, and humility. The double portion does not relieve the covenant; it deepens it, reaching beyond one family to the fortunes of a city and the faith of future generations. What was given must now be kept—and it will cost more than what was lost
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Chapter 1: The Quiet Before the Storm

“Better is a little with the fear of the Lord than great treasure and trouble with it.”

— Proverbs 15:16 (ESV)

The Golden Days

The city lay bathed in sunlight, its streets alive with laughter and renewal.

Merchants returned to their stalls, the sound of hammer on anvil echoed in the smithy, and children darted between fountains rebuilt after the ruin. Where once ash and accusation had reigned, now music and color returned.

Jeremiah walked through the market with Raina at his side, Liora skipping ahead with her ever-present notebook tucked beneath her arm. People greeted them with warmth now—bows, nods, even embraces.

Farmers brought him first fruits from their fields, bakers pressed warm bread into his hands, and artisans offered small gifts, tokens of gratitude for prayers that had turned their city’s despair into joy. There was an abundance on every side. But beneath the glow of blessing, Jeremiah’s spirit stirred with unease.

Raina’s Satisfaction


“Can you believe this?” Raina asked, her voice still tinged with awe as they passed a shop displaying finely woven linens. She touched the fabric with reverence. “Months ago, we had nothing. Our name was ruined. Now look—restoration upon restoration. A woman in the city council even asked me to teach the younger wives how to manage their households. Can you imagine?”


Jeremiah smiled gently but did not answer right away. He loved seeing Raina’s laughter return. For too long, her face had been hardened by bitterness, her heart heavy with resentment. Now, her steps were lighter, her laughter freer.

But he also noticed something else—a spark of pride dancing in her eyes when others bowed to them in the streets—a subtle shift, like a weed sprouting among the wheat.

The Uneasy Stillness


Later that night, as Raina hummed a tune by the hearth and Liora scribbled furiously into her notebook, Jeremiah stepped outside. The stars glittered bright above, unmarred by smoke or storm. Yet he felt it—the unnatural stillness.


He whispered into the night: “Lord, why do I feel unrest in the midst of peace? Why does my soul tremble when all seems secure?”

No thunder answered. No whirlwind stirred—only silence. But in the silence, Jeremiah felt the weight of watchfulness pressing upon him.

Liora’s Warning

The next morning, Jeremiah found Liora asleep at the table, her notebook spread open. He gently lifted it and froze at the words scribbled across the page:

“I saw a storm. It stood at the edge of the city, but no one looked. They laughed, they danced, they feasted, but the clouds crept closer. When the lightning flashed, only the watchers cried out.”

His chest tightened. He shook her gently awake. “Liora, what did you see?”

She rubbed her eyes, her voice groggy. “It was only a dream, Papa.”

But her eyes betrayed her. Fear lingered there.

Jeremiah pressed her close, whispering, “The Lord shows you things for a reason, child. We must not dismiss them.”

The Return of the Watchers

That evening, while the city sang, Jeremiah climbed the walls to look outward. He expected fields and mountains drenched in peace. Instead, shadows moved on the horizon. They weren’t clouds, not yet, but something darker, almost alive.

He remembered the words of the prophet Ezekiel:

“Son of man, I have made you a watchman… so you shall give them warning from me”

— (Ezekiel 3:17, ESV).


But when he descended to the square and warned a group of men, they laughed. “Storm? Jeremiah, the skies are clear! You worry too much.” Another clapped him on the back. “Relax, prophet! Enjoy the feast! Haven’t we earned it?”


Their laughter echoed louder than his words.

Raina’s Reproof

When he returned home, Raina met him with a frown. “Why stir fear when peace has finally come? Must every blessing be shadowed by your warnings?”

Jeremiah sighed. “I cannot ignore what the Lord shows me. Shadows gather, Raina. We must not sleep.”

Her arms crossed tightly. “And what if it is only your imagination? What if your fear ruins the joy the Lord has given?”

He looked into her eyes, soft but firm. “Better to be awake in fear than asleep in false peace. The enemy loves comfort—it lulls us blind.”

The Council’s Feast

Days later, Jeremiah and his family were summoned to a great feast in the governor’s hall. Candles blazed from iron sconces, tables overflowed with roasted meats, fruit, and wine. Laughter filled the vaulted chamber.

The governor raised a cup and spoke loudly: “Let us honor the prophet Jeremiah, whose prayers and faith have brought us restoration!”

The hall thundered with applause.

Jeremiah stood slowly, unease tightening his chest. “Do not honor me. It was the Lord’s hand that restored. Do not forget Him in your abundance.”

Some nodded politely, but others rolled their eyes. Raina shifted uncomfortably beside him. She could sense the murmurs—the unspoken thought:

There he goes again, warning in the midst of blessing.

The First Crack

That same night, a messenger came to Jeremiah’s door, pale and trembling. “The eastern fields…half the crops blackened overnight. We don’t understand. The soil turned hard as stone.”

Jeremiah closed his eyes, the weight of Liora’s dream pressing on his chest. The storm was not distant anymore. It had already touched the land.

Raina’s Conflict

When the messenger left, Raina’s face was pale. “So soon? After all we’ve endured?”

Jeremiah held her hands. “This is why we must stay low before the Lord. The doubling was never the end. It was preparation.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “I don’t know if I can do it again, Jeremiah. I don’t know if I can survive another season of loss.”

He kissed her forehead softly. “We will not survive by strength, but by surrender. The Lord will keep His covenant.”

That night, Jeremiah returned once more to the city wall. From the horizon, the storm had drawn closer. He could see it now—rolling clouds, dark and alive, flickering with distant lightning.

The city below slept in peace, feasting and laughing. But the storm did not sleep.

And neither did Jeremiah.

As the wind shifted cold against his face, a voice whispered—not from the heavens, but from the shadows:

“The covenant may be doubled, but so shall the fury.”

Jeremiah gripped the stones of the wall, his jaw set. He knew the season of peace was ending. And the next test would be greater than all that had come before.


Chapter 2: The Whisper of Division

“For where jealousy and selfish ambition exist, there will be disorder and every vile practice.”

— James 3:16 (ESV)

The Market Murmurs

The next morning, Jeremiah went into the marketplace to check the eastern fields’ reports. Instead of the usual cheerful greetings, he noticed whispers trailing him like smoke.

“There he goes—the prophet who sees storms in sunlight,” muttered one man stacking pottery. Another replied, “Yet wasn’t it his prayers that restored the land?”

Another whispered, “Yes, but how long until his warnings bring fear back into our homes? Perhaps he only prospers when we despair.”

Jeremiah kept walking, but the words pierced. He was not unfamiliar with accusation, yet this felt different—not outright hostility, but a slow, subtle twisting, like rot spreading in the wood beneath the paint.

Raina’s New Invitations

Meanwhile, Raina found herself invited more frequently into gatherings of women from the councilor’s families. At first, she was honored. They complimented her garments, her poise, her children. They asked questions about Jeremiah, half out of curiosity, half out of scrutiny.

One afternoon, a woman with jeweled fingers leaned close and whispered, “Raina, surely you see—your husband keeps the city anxious. His eyes never leave the shadows. Perhaps it is time for a steadier voice to lead.”

The words lingered long after the gathering, burrowing into Raina’s heart. She knew Jeremiah’s faithfulness. She had seen his tears, his prayers, his sleepless vigils. Yet the thought clawed at her:

What if he is holding us back from peace?

The Seeds of Jealousy

As crops blackened in the east, some farms in the north flourished unusually well. Soon rumors spread: “The prophet’s friends reap double while others suffer. Favoritism, no doubt. Perhaps he blesses some and curses others.”

A crowd murmured outside Jeremiah’s home one evening. Not an angry mob—yet—but a restless gathering. They asked why some fields were dying while others thrived. Jeremiah spoke gently, urging repentance and vigilance.

But in the crowd, Lucan’s unseen hand stirred tongues. “He prospers while others suffer. He sings while others bury children. Is this covenant or corruption?”

The whispers spread like fire.

The Burden of Leadership

Jeremiah returned inside, his shoulders heavy. Raina approached, concern in her eyes. “They’re doubting you.”

He nodded. “They will doubt me, and you. Division always comes in abundance. When the enemy cannot strike from without, he sows within.”


Raina’s jaw tightened. “But must you always speak of storms? Could you not—just for a time—rest? Let them think peace is secure?”


Jeremiah’s voice lowered. “And if the storm swallows them while we sleep? No, Raina. I was called to watch, not to dream.”

Her silence was sharp. A seed of resentment was planted.

Liora’s Vision

That night, Liora woke screaming. Jeremiah rushed to her bedside. Her notebook lay open, words scrawled in a trembling hand:

“I saw men sitting together in secret. Their faces were familiar, but their voices were like serpents. They plotted with smiles, but knives hid beneath their tongues.”

Tears streamed down her cheeks. “Papa, they were our friends. They sat at our table.”

Jeremiah held her tightly, whispering

“Give me not up to the will of my adversaries; for false witnesses have risen against me, and they breathe out violence.”

— Psalm 27:12 (ESV):

He knew the vision was true. The storm was no longer on the horizon—it had entered the city gates.

The Council Meeting

Within weeks, Jeremiah was summoned before the council. Torches flickered in the chamber as men and women debated his influence. One councilor rose. “We honor the prophet’s past prayers. But perhaps his constant warnings keep us bound to fear. How can we build a future if he clings to shadows?”

Another countered. “But did not his intercession restore us? Shall we forget so quickly?”

The room was divided sharply—some defending Jeremiah, others questioning his place. Raina sat beside him, silent, her face pale. She saw the nods of certain women, the ones who whispered doubts in private. And she felt torn between loyalty to her husband and the pressure of powerful voices.

The Hidden Hand

Unseen in the chamber’s corner, Lucan smirked. Every whisper, every doubt, every sideways glance was fuel for his fire. Division had been his tool since Eden. And now, he wielded it masterfully.

“This time,” he hissed to the spirits of envy and pride beside him, “they will not need fire to destroy each other. Only whispers.”

As Jeremiah and Raina left the council that night, the city streets felt colder, though no storm cloud hung above. People no longer greeted them with warmth. Smiles were thinner, and conversations halted as they passed.

Raina clutched Jeremiah’s arm, her voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t know if they’ll follow you much longer.”

Jeremiah looked ahead, his face set like flint. “Then they must decide whether they follow me—or the Lord.

Soon, the storm will decide for them.”

And in the shadows of the street, a serpent’s hiss echoed, unheard by men, but louder than the city’s silence.


Chapter 3: The Watchmen Sleep

“His watchmen are blind; they are all without knowledge; they are all silent dogs; they cannot bark, dreaming, lying down, loving to slumber.”
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