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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 God—Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, the beginning and the end of this covenant story.

Father:

You wrote mercy into the places I thought were final. You held the line when my strength ran out. What I could not control, You governed with faithfulness.

Jesus:

You are the Yes to every promise—Redeemer, Advocate, and King. You turned suffering into meaning, ashes into altar, and loss into testimony. This book points back to Your cross, because every true covenant leads there.

Holy Spirit:

Breath of God, stay near. Speak when the page is quiet. Correct what is crooked, strengthen what is weak, and keep my heart clean while my hands are writing. Let conviction remain, let pride die quickly, and let truth live loudly.

May every chapter serve as worship, offered, not performed, and may every reader be drawn closer to the God who still speaks, still restores, and still keeps covenant.


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

Some endings arrive with noise while other endings arrive with silence and the quieter ending often carries the deeper work.

This final volume of The Covenant follows the life that begins after the crisis, when rebuilding becomes a daily choice and when hearts must learn how to live with memory without becoming ruled by it.


The story is shaped like a Job journey where faith is tested in ordinary hours and where mercy must be practiced when the world stops watching and when comfort returns.
Covenant in these pages is not a slogan or a ceremony or a symbol meant for display because covenant is a posture of humility obedience and compassion carried into meals into work into speech and into the hidden decisions that no crowd applauds.


Scripture stands at the threshold of each chapter as a doorway that invites slow reading and honest prayer and steady courage for the quiet rebuilding that follows loss

Readers who are new to this series can enter here with confidence because the heart of the journey is clear and readers who have walked from the beginning can recognize the steady thread of promise that has never been dependent on ease.

May this book leave strength for days that feel ordinary and may it leave hope that refuses to be uprooted even when answers remain unseen.

Welcome back to Elwood, and welcome to the work of restoration that becomes redemption.
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Chapter 1: Ashes Remembered

“He raises the poor from the dust and lifts the needy from the ash heap, to make them sit with princes and inherit a seat of honor.”

— 1 Samuel 2:8 (ESV)

The ruins had been quiet for months, but memory made them speak.

Jeremiah stepped alone onto the blackened stones where the governor’s hall once stood. Wild thyme and a stubborn tuft of winter rye had threaded themselves through the cracks, softening the hard geometry of judgment. He knelt and pressed his palm to the charred ground. The ash still stained his skin.

“Dust to dust,” he murmured, “and covenant to covenant.”

The city behind him carried a new rhythm—morning bells, a market shouting honest prices, the laughter of children echoing down streets that once swallowed sobs. Elwood had changed. So had he. Restoration had not erased the scars; it had taught him how to live with them.


A breeze lifted the hem of his plain robe and carried the distant chorus of a psalm—women returning from the well, singing the refrain they had adopted since the whirlwind: “Not by might, nor by power, but by Your Spirit, O Lord.” He closed his eyes and let the song pass through him like water through the cracks of an old jar.


“Abba,” he whispered, “You have doubled our portion. Teach us now to carry it.”

A footstep scuffed the stones behind him. “Father?”

He turned. Liora stood where a column once lifted the pride of men. She had lengthened since the fire—no longer a child with a glowing notebook, but a young girl whose gaze was steady and disarming, as if she watched two worlds at once. The leather-bound book still hung at her side, wrapped in linen when not in use, a small mercy against the hungry eyes of curiosity.

“You shouldn’t walk the ruins alone,” she said.

Jeremiah smiled. “Neither should you.”

They stood quietly together. A gull wheeled overhead, its cry bright and thin. In the distance, sheep shifted like moving stones across the hillside—twice the number Jeremiah once counted by lantern light, each bleat a measure of mercy.

Liora tilted her head. “They’re coming sooner than you thought.”

“Who?”

“The men from Damascus,” she said, almost apologetically. “Not to accuse this time. To listen. Some of them, at least.”

Jeremiah squinted toward the eastern road. Dust, like a pale ribbon, unrolled over the ridge. “Then the cup still passes,” he said. “And I am still only a man.”

Liora’s fingers brushed the linen-wrapped book. “And God is still God.”

He nodded and rose, brushing ash from his knees. “Walk with me.”

They moved through the site that had once been the mouth of accusation. The breeze shifted, bringing the fragrance of new bread and pressed olives from the market. Merchants had learned to measure with honest weights; a boy recited psalms while counting figs; a widow bartered for a bolt of wool without fear that the price would change in the telling. Peace lived here now, not like a parade—more like a root.

Jeremiah paused beneath a fig tree planted at the edge of the ruins. Its leaves trembled; pale fruit swelled among them. A small plaque at its base carried the names of those who had once stood up for the child—mothers, a baker, the young guard Micah who confessed to planting the pouch. He traced the carved letters with one work-roughened finger.

“They remembered,” he said.
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