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  In loving memory of my mother and father, ASSUNTA & JOSEPH IANNIELLO, who not only taught me how to live, but also taught me how to face death. They were not forsaken. They were delivered. These words are inscribed on their tombstone: Gloria in Excelsis Deo—Glory to God in the highest.

  To all of the women and men whose courage surfaced when no one was watching—the private battles fought in silence, the stands taken without applause, the faith held when no one believed: God saw. So do we.

  For Joey—our Voyage upon the river Cole remains. Our Lord's Angel is here. You are home.


  The Apostles Peter, John, And Paul

  Three men shaped this book. You need to know them before you begin.

  Peter—Christ called him the Rock, on whom He would build His church (Matthew 16:18). A fisherman who sank in the waves (Matthew 14:30) denied his Lord three times (Luke 22:54–62) and still became the foundation. Peter shows us that failure does not disqualify you from the fight.

  John—the beloved disciple who leaned on Jesus at the Last Supper (John 13:23), who stood at the foot of the cross when everyone else fled (John 19:26), who received the Revelation, who saw the Dragon cast to earth (Revelation 12:9). John shows us the Enemy we face.

  Paul—a persecutor of Christians (Acts 8:3) who became the greatest evangelist in history. He wrote the Armor of God from a Roman prison, chained to the soldiers whose equipment he described (Ephesians 6:10–18). Paul shows us how to fight.

  This book is about spiritual warfare. Isaiah saw what happened to Christ. John saw what happened to the Dragon. Paul wrote how to fight him. I built Dragon Slayer on all three.
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  Prologue

  THE CAVE

  If you are under sixteen, read this book with a parent or mentor. This book contains graphic descriptions of Christ’s crucifixion. I refuse to sanitize the Cross.

  As far from Heaven as the ground gets. The Dead Sea. The lowest point on earth. It sits 1,400 feet below sea level.

  Nothing lives in it. The salt concentration is nearly ten times the ocean. No fish. No plants. No algae. Nothing survives. The shores are barren. No river flows out. The water kills everything it touches.

  The air is heavy. Thick. In winter, a haze of evaporation hangs over the surface like a veil. A steady breeze carries the stench of sulfur and brine across the cliffs.

  Sulfur.

  Scripture says that’s what the Dragon smells like. Brimstone. The scent of hell.

  This is his territory. His elevation. His air. The land of the dead.

  Qumran. Northwest shore. Winter, 1946. A Bedouin shepherd boy named Muhammed edh-Dhib is looking for a lost goat. Muhammed never heard of Isaiah. He doesn’t know what an Essene is.

  Muhammed is fifteen, from the Ta’amireh tribe. He can’t read. His responsibility was to protect the goats. He’s going to be in trouble. One of his goats wandered off, and it’s getting late.

  The limestone cliffs above him appear to stare at him with dark, mysterious eyes. These are caves. Dark openings in the rock.

  The goat could be anywhere.

  He picks up a stone. He begins throwing these stones into the caves. It’s an effort of futility. Dozens of tosses into various openings.

  He hears rock hitting rock. He never hears a goat. But then . . . pottery shatters.

  That sound. Fired clay breaking apart. Something is in there. Something that was not meant to be found by a kid throwing rocks in the Dragon’s backyard.

  He’s scared. The entrance is tight. He comes back the next day with two friends. They squeeze in.

  Ten clay jars in the dark. Some still have lids. Most are empty. Two are not.

  Muhammed reaches in. His fingers close around something wrapped in linen. Brittle. Ancient.

  He pulls it out into the sulfur air and the dead light of the Dead Sea.

  He has no idea what it is.

  What he pulled out was the Great Isaiah Scroll.

  Twenty-four feet of leather. Seventeen sheets of sheepskin sewn together. Fifty-four columns of Hebrew. Ink that dried before Rome was an empire. Radiocarbon dated to approximately 125 BC.

  Every word of Isaiah. All sixty-six chapters. Complete. When scholars unrolled it, they compared it against the oldest Hebrew manuscripts they had—copied by medieval scribes around 900 AD.

  The gap was a thousand years. The words matched. Spelling differences. A correction here and there. But the content—the prophecy, the theology, the promises—the same. A thousand years of hand-copying, and the text survived.

  Somebody put it there. Not God. Not an angel. A man. Probably an Essene scribe at Qumran. He rolled the parchment. Wrapped it in linen. Put it in a clay jar. Sealed the lid. Carried it into a cave and left it.

  His choice. His hands. Free will. And where did he hide it? In the Dragon’s lair.

  The lowest point on earth. A place that smells like sulfur. A sea where nothing lives. A desert where nothing grows. The one spot on the planet that already looks and smells like hell.

  What better place to hide the scouting report on the Dragon than in the Dragon’s own lair? The last place he’d look.

  The scribe couldn’t have known what was coming. The Roman legions. The siege. The Temple burning in 70 AD. His people scattered. He couldn’t have known that jar would sit untouched for two thousand years while empires rose and collapsed around it — the same civilizations that historians Will and Ariel Durant would spend fifty years cataloging in their eleven-volume Story of Civilization. They found the same pattern every time: rise, then ruin. The same serial killer of civilizations, across every century. The scroll outlasted them all. The Dragon spent two thousand years walking past his own defeat.

  But he sealed it. In the Dragon’s territory. In sulfur air. Next to dead water. And for twenty centuries, the Dragon walked right past it.

  But the scroll's discovery wouldn't remain hidden forever. A boy who couldn't read would soon change everything.

  FINDING ISAIAH

  Yesha’yahu in Hebrew. “The Lord is salvation.” He prophesied around 700 BC. Seven hundred years before Christ. He served under four kings of Judah. He saw the Assyrian Army at the walls of Jerusalem.

  And he wrote chapter 53. Read it. Slowly. These words were written seven centuries before the cross. Sealed in the Dragon’s lair more than a century before the manger. Found by a boy who couldn’t read them.

  He was despised and rejected by men, a man of sorrows and acquainted with grief; and as one from whom men hide their faces he was despised, and we esteemed him not.

  Surely he has borne our griefs and carried our sorrows; yet we esteemed him stricken, smitten by God, and afflicted.

  But he was pierced for our transgressions; he was crushed for our iniquities; upon him was the chastisement that brought us peace, and with his wounds we are healed.

  He was oppressed, and he was afflicted, yet he opened not his mouth; like a lamb that is led to the slaughter, and like a sheep that before its shearers is silent, so he opened not his mouth.

  He was cut off from the land of the living, stricken for the transgression of my people.

  And they made his grave with the wicked and with a rich man in his death, although he had done no violence, and there was no deceit in his mouth.

  That was written seven hundred years before the nails. Pierced. Crushed. Silent before his accusers. Grave with the wicked. Rich man in his death.

  That’s not poetry you can bend to fit whoever you want. That’s a scouting report. Written seven centuries before the match took place. Sealed in the Dragon’s own lair a century before the opponent stepped on the mat.

  Why did the man hide it? How did he know of the scroll’s significance? He went through this exhaustive effort to protect a prophecy! Risked his life to preserve the foretelling of the future!

  And the man who hid it—with his own hands, his own free will—confirmed that these words existed long before the event they describe.

  The Dragon’s defeat was filed in the Dragon’s house. And he never knew.

  The prophecy was precise—but prophecy alone wasn't enough. History demanded two caves, not one.

  THE TWO CAVES

  A boy enters a cave at the Dead Sea. He comes out holding a scroll.

  Two thousand years earlier, a Man was placed in a cave outside Jerusalem. Wrapped in linen. Sealed with a stone. Roman guards at the entrance.

  Three days later, that stone moved. What came out of the first cave was the prophecy. What came out of the second cave was the fulfillment.

  Life everlasting. Discovered at the Dead Sea. In the Dragon’s lair. In sulfur air. Beside water where nothing can live.

  This is why we don’t sanitize what comes next.

  Isaiah didn’t. He wrote what he saw—the piercing, the crushing, the silence, the grave. No filter.

  The scribe didn’t. He copied every word and sealed it in the last place anyone would look.

  The boy couldn’t. He couldn’t even read it. We won’t. What follows is the crucifixion. Not the stained-glass version. Not the version where we skip ahead to Sunday morning. You’re going to see what Isaiah saw. What the scribe hid in the Dragon’s lair. What came out of that second cave—beaten, pierced, and risen.

  The prophecy was preserved by a man’s free choice. The fulfillment was accomplished by a God who went into the cave Himself.

  But before the Cave, before the Cross, before the armor—there was a fisherman.

  THE ROCK

  Simon Peter. Christ looked at him and said: “You are Simon son of John. You will be called Cephas”—which means Rock (John 1:42). He saw the Rock before the Rock saw himself.

  Peter walked on water—and sank (Matthew 14:29–31). He swore he would die for Christ—and denied Him three times before the rooster crowed (Luke 22:54–62). Three times. While Christ was being beaten. While the trial was underway. Peter stood by a fire and told strangers he had never met the Man who called him Rock.

  And when the rooster crowed, Peter went outside and wept bitterly (Luke 22:62).

  That should have been the end of his story. The Dragon had him. Shame. Failure. Betrayal. The kind of guilt that buries a man alive.

  But after the resurrection, Christ found Peter on a beach. He had gone back to fishing—back to the life before the call. Back to the boat. The net. The old identity. Christ built a charcoal fire—the same kind of fire Peter had warmed himself by when he denied Him—and asked three questions: “Do you love me?” Three times. One for each denial (John 21:15–17).

  Three denials. Three restorations. Three commissions: Feed my lambs. Tend my sheep. Feed my sheep.

  The Dragon wants you to believe that failure is final. The Dragon will tell you it is. He will replay your worst moment on a loop. He will whisper that you are disqualified, that God is done with you, that you have fallen too far.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
        Table of Contents


        
            		
                Prologue
                
                    		Finding Isaiah


                    		The Two Caves


                    		The Rock


                


            


            		
                The Question
                
                    		The Question


                


            


            		
                Chapter 1
                
                    		This Is Why We Wrestle


                


            


            		Chapter 2


            		Chapter 3


            		
                Chapter 4
                
                    		The Book That Found Me


                    		The Film That Found Both Of Us


                    		The Narrow Path


                    		What Larry Found


                    		Every Soldier’s Question


                    		Birth And Death


                    		The Answer


                


            


            		
                Chapter 5
                
                    		What Frankl Found


                    		Where Frankl Stops


                    		Don’t Sanitize The Cross


                    		The Search Ends


                    		The River And The Mat


                


            


            		
                Chapter 6
                
                    		The Lie


                    		The Foxhole


                


            


            		
                Chapter 7
                
                    		The Queen


                    		The Widow


                    		The Delay


                    		To Those Who Feel Remorse


                    		Angry? Pray Anyway


                    		The Silence


                    		The Presence


                    		The Two Lenses


                    		The Dragon’s Lie


                


            


            		
                Chapter 8
                
                    		The Path Through


                    		The Foxhole


                    		The Prayers


                    		The Witnesses


                    		The Devil’s Trick


                    		Pray Anyway


                


            


            		
                Chapter 9
                
                    		The Ghost Of Christalan


                


            


            		
                Chapter 10
                
                    		Purpose


                    		The Promise


                


            


            		
                Chapter 11
                
                    		The 21 Coptic Martyrs (Libya, 2015)


                    		Father Jacques Hamel (France, 2016)


                    		Immaculée Ilibagiza (Rwanda, 1994)


                    		A Note On Unity


                


            


            		Chapter 12


            		
                Chapter 13
                
                    		Content Advisory


                    		Before You Begin


                


            


            		Chapter 14


            		
                Chapter 15
                
                    		The Overture


                


            


            		
                Chapter 16
                
                    		Raising The Cross


                    		Breath Or Blood


                    		My God, It Is Finished!


                


            


            		
                Holy Saturday
                
                    		Fermata


                    		Hold That Note. Time Stops.


                    		The Seven Strikes


                    		Strike One: Forgiveness


                    		Strike Two: Salvation


                    		Strike Three: Provision


                    		Strike Four: Prophecy


                    		Strike Five: Humanity


                    		Strike Six: Completion


                    		Strike Seven: Surrender


                


            


            		Sources & Attribution


            		A Note On Repetition


            		Acknowledgments


            		About The Author


            		Appendix A: To Whom This Book Is Written


            		Appendix B: Wrestling Glossary


        


    

    
        
            		Table of Contents


        


    






OEBPS/images/img1.jpg





