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Book Description 
 
Most men are on a quest for their story within “The Story” 
 

The Wilderness Project 
(Book 1) 

 
 

One man's search for light in the darkness, identity out of contradiction, purpose out of 
irrelevance, and a path out of uncertainty 

  
     God is mobilizing an army and Steve is all in. This army will consist of men who have intimate 
and personal experience with the weapons of the world and spiritual warfare.  But something is 
off and holding him back. He spends a year praying, searching, and operating in faith that the 
Lord will, one day, reveal answers to his questions. That day has finally arrived. 
     Joined and guided by Shepherd, Steve is thrust into an epic story of his past and his heritage. 
He learns how the connection between sin and soul ties were passed down from father to son, 
spanning four generations, as he experiences how his little story fits into the larger story. His 
quest leads him to a River which opens his eyes to the nature of his wilderness. Can his history 
of denial, betrayal, hatred, and rejection be used as a part of God’s plan to break the chains of 
bondage holding men, like him, back? 
     The fox maneuvers, the coyote strikes, and the wolf prowls, but the rooster still crows. The 
lost sheep will be found. 
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PROLOGUE 
THE REQUEST 

 
“Indeed, I will make a roadway in the wilderness, rivers in the desert”  

(Isaiah 43:19) 
 
 

PRESENT DAY 
  
IT IS VERY EARLY IN THE MORNING and a middle-aged man is sitting comfortably 
in his favorite chair, a fresh cup of coffee resting on a coaster protecting his mahogany desk, 
contemplating and praying. After ten years of walking in Christ, he knew he had authority but he still 
didn't feel complete: something was missing. He understood his position in the next life, but, he was 
still living his life today and did not understand why he still felt lost. While he had given up much of 
his old self, his life "Before Christ," there were traits that he just could not seem to get over. They 
would still creep to the surface when he was triggered or certain buttons were pushed: brash, sarcastic, 
uncouth – areas that impacted his ability to build positive relationships. Why was this still a struggle 
after so many years? He had prayed with God often enough about it, but he just couldn’t shake it.  

  
"Well," he smiled to himself, "I definitely know that my character and my attitude have 

dramatically improved in some areas. The fact that I even care about this is a positive change. There 
was a day that I wouldn’t care at all." This was something that he had been reminding himself of 
almost every day for the last ten years as it kept him motivated…minus his three-year dark period.  
  

After a good devotional and prayer time, the man picked up a book sitting on the corner of his 
desk. He had read through it a few times; it had touched him deeply, and for some reason he was still 
unable to place it in its pre-established location on the bookshelf that housed a large book collection. 
This book made him cry, and he was not a crier. He opened it and scanned the pages, reviewing his 
highlights as well as his notes written in the margins, drinking in the details that touched his heart the 
most.  
  

"Many men, strong believers, are still walking around with deep heart wounds. These wounds are 
keeping these men from living lives that God wants for them," the book read.  
  



"Sometimes, the best way to heal a wound is to understand how it got there. Just like a gunshot 
wound, the doctors can best treat the wound if they know where the bullet is and where it entered. If 
the bullet was a through and through, then the doctor can best help the patient if he understands 
where the bullet entered, the path it traveled through the body, and where it exited. Without this 
knowledge, the doctor has to make his best guess, and it's possible that he may miss something. 
Therefore, he spends more time exploring the inside of the body, ensuring that he catches and cleans 
as much infection and foreign material as possible. In similar fashion, this is also true for a man who 
has received deep emotional wounds," the book continued.  
  

The man looked at his notes, written in small print over several pages. "By God's grace, I have 
healed significantly from my past and I have forgiven those that hurt me – myself, mostly. But, perhaps 
I am still hurting from wounds because I don’t know what they are. I haven't found them and fully 
healed from them. Does this mean that I don’t fully understand my wounds? Do I need to seek healing 
that is more specific?" 
  
  
OVER THE PAST FEW YEARS, the man recalls listening to messages about looking into 
the past. "We are people that have led sinful lives. For many of us, we have regrets, guilt, and remorse 
for things that we have done and people we have hurt. But, as God fearing people, we are to look 
forward, and moving forward does not require that we live a life constantly looking in the rear-view 
mirror. The Lord has forgiven you and He has forgotten…so should you." 
  

The man continued reviewing a few highlights in the book, "If he’s been carrying around unhealed 
wounds, then the answer for the man may lie in investigating himself more deeply, how he received 
the wound, even if he has to go back as far as his childhood. We are not doing this to revisit items in 
which we have been forgiven. We are on a search and rescue mission, to save the heart of the man, to 
find the wounds that are still festering like an unseen cancer." 
  

The man sat back and pondered these words, just as he had a dozen times before. "I thought I 
understood how I received my wounds; I know I got most of them from my father, while others I 
brought on myself. However, there is something more there, something hidden. I think I need to 
understand what happened to Dad, why he was the way he was. After which, I need to understand 
how this impacted my life, my adulthood, and how this developed into my own relationships, 
particularly with my wife and my own children."  
  

The man knew that he needed revelation, to hear from God, not just His voice, but he felt that he 
needed something more, something deeper and more revealing. He had read about visions in 
Scripture, there were dozens of examples in both the Old and the New Testaments. Acts 2:17, 18:9; 
Joel 2:28; 1 John 4:1; Psalm 89:19 immediately came to mind…but he knew there were more.  
  

For a year, the man had been seeking and praying for revelation and visions that would reveal 
what he needed, but no answers came, causing some personal frustration. But he had also learned that 
it was necessary to be a patient man when it comes to the things of God. "If it is in His Word, then 
visions are a reality for Him. If they are a reality for Him, then they are for me as well," he figured, 
not for the first time. So, as he had done dozens of times previously, he acted out on faith that visions 
were for him, just as they were for the apostles and the prophets of old.  

 



 Before praying, he meditated on a few scriptures for several minutes, allowing them to resonate 
within and soak in his heart. Psalm 46:10: "Be still, and know that I am God." 1 Corinthians 2:12: 
"Now we have received, not the spirit of the world, but the Spirit who is from God, that we might 
know the things that have been freely given to us by God."  Proverbs 2:3-5: "For if you cry for 
discernment, Lift your voice for understanding; If you seek her as silver And search for her as 
for hidden treasures; Then you will discern the fear of the Lord And discover the knowledge of 
God." Acts 2:17: "’And in the last days it shall be,’ God declares, ‘that I will pour out my Spirit on all 
flesh, and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, and your young men shall see visions, and 
your old men shall dream dreams.’" Acts 1:8: "But you will receive power when the Holy Spirit has 
come upon you, and you will be my witnesses in Jerusalem and in all Judea and Samaria, and to the 
end of the earth.” 
  
  
THE MAN SAT BACK in his office chair, his office doubled as his quiet place in the early 
mornings so as not to wake his wife, who was still asleep. Closing his eyes, he focused on the Lord as 
well as imagined himself in his secret place, a place specifically reserved where he and God could 
communicate face to face. Quieting himself down both externally and in his heart, he began to pray, 
a prayer that he had memorized, one that he had written down several months ago. 
  

"Father, You are the immortal, invisible God, Who has promised to lead and guide all those 
that are called by Your name... and You have undertaken to give godly wisdom and vision 
generously to all who come to You asking in faith – knowing that You have promised never to 
turn away those that ask in faith, or to find fault when we come to You trustingly and in humility 
of heart. I come now to pray for spiritual vision and to ask You to lead and guide me into 
understanding. Understanding that will help to reveal answers to the questions plaguing me: who 
am I and what am I? I am trusting You to fulfill all the desired petitions of Your servant as may 
be best for me – to Your praise and glory. 

  
"Open my eyes, Father, to see who my father truly was, not the man I remember. Prevent me 

from following after my own natural inclinations or allowing my fluctuating emotions to dictate 
what I believe, for I seek the truth. Why was my father the way he was? What happened between 
my father and his father? May I be led by Your Spirit to see only those things that are necessary 
for my understanding. For I believe that, only as I seek to live godly in Christ Jesus, will purpose 
for my life be fulfilled to Your praise and for my eternal benefit. 

  
"Lord, I am lost. Even though I know my future in the next life, in this life I feel lost in the 

darkness that surrounds me. What is my part in the larger story? My oldest son is no longer with 
us and his death consumes my soul as I fail to understand why I was not a better father to him. I 
tried, yet I feel like a failure and I don’t understand why. Give me the knowledge and wisdom so 
that I can progress, change, and move forward in a way that I can better please You. So many 
emotions are plaguing me, Father. I believe that these burdens can be cast from me if I were to 
simply understand. Lord, I humbly pray that You would honor my request for wisdom in this 
because I cannot do anything on my own. 
 



"Lord, You have full knowledge of everything in Your grasp. There is nothing that surprises 
You. Father, I need clarity right now. I can’t rely on human intuition here, Lord. Father, I ask 
You now for clear and concise answers. I know that we are living in days when there is so much 
deception – not only in the world but in the Church that it is often difficult to know the truth – 
yet You have told us that if we know the truth, the truth will set us free. Thank You that I am 
already free form the bondage of sin and death and have my feet firmly planted on the Lord Jesus 
Christ – but I also ask that You grant me discernment and an understanding heart to know what 
is good and true and to be able to identify and reject what is false and deceptive. 

  
"Help me to test every spirit to see and discern the difference between truth and error. I pray 

and thank You that You are not a God of confusion but the God of peace. Give me an 
understanding heart so that I may be open to hear Your voice and hear You say: this is the path, 
walk in it. Amen!" 

  
  
WHILE REMAINING STILL, the man is determined to look for vision while he continues 
to pray, listening for the spontaneous thoughts that would alight upon his mind. With a pen and paper 
ready, he is prepared to write down everything that he sees. He knew that he could test it all later 
against scripture. As he continues to pray, he recalls the words of the prophet Habakkuk from 
Habakkuk 2:1-2: 
  

“I will stand on my guard post and station myself on the rampart; And I will keep watch to 
see what He will speak to me, And how I may reply when I am reproved. Then 
the Lord answered me and said, ’Record the vision And inscribe it on tablets, That the one 
who reads it may run.’" 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 3 
THE COYOTE STRIKES 

  
“He who digs a pit will fall into it, And he who rolls a stone, it will come back on him”   

(Proverbs 26:27) 
   
 
THE COYOTE IS A SCHEMING TRICKSTER, regularly designing and laying out a trap 
for the rooster. On this particular day, a day he has been planning and grooming for several years, the coyote is 
ready. His teeth are sharpened, his long-forked tongue sticking out of a mouth drooling with saliva. He wants the 
rooster in his paws, in his teeth, with the mind of everything that is filthy. He is ready to strike, for it has arrived, the 
day of the coyote, a day for his master.   
  

This coyote is chief of a band, each of whom goes by names such as Pride, Unrighteous Judgment, and Jealousy, 
amongst others. Their weapons are their jaws, their claws, and their scent, which, when used, create fear, intimidation, 
treachery, rejection, and unforgiveness.   
  

At this moment, the coyote has hold of a large round stone that he will use in his attack, announcing out loud to 
his band, "We've got him!” The stone is a weapon named Hate; it is the strongest one in his arsenal. He crawls 
forward, and with every sweat-filled inch he turns the stone relishing the thought, “I can almost taste him. He’s mine!” 
And then, he strikes and drops the stone. 
  

 
 
FORT DODGE, IOWA, MAY 1918 
  
HE RAN, corn stalk brambles cutting and slapping him across his face and body, as if they were 
trying to intentionally hurt him, reaching out for him out of nowhere. The field was flat in most 
spots, but his feet would occasionally find the water paths, cutting through the field to water the 
crops, causing him to trip and fall, cutting his britches in the knees and making them bloody when 
impacting and scraping the hard earth.  
  



But even a casual observer would notice that something was off, noticeable by his flailing arms 
and the terrified look in his eyes as he looked behind him, searching for whoever, or whatever, was 
chasing him. A stalk that was bent and falling towards the ground caught his shin and he fell once 
again, quickly recovering and staggering to his feet.  He had been running in such panic that he was 
unsure where he was. 
  

At nine years old, David was used to his pa's beatings, but today was different. It was his eyes. 
When he had approached David in the yard, his mouth was curled up in a snarl, as if possessed by a 
wolf, and his eyes, they were…black. He knew then that he had to run and the last thing he saw 
before he turned and ran into the field, was the red flush of his father’s face, full of rage and anger. 
"What did I do?" he screamed as he entered the outer rim of the nearby corn field. He was 
confused, not sure what had happened. 
  

"Run David, run!" an encouraging whisper. 
  

David had seen his dad angry before, but something was off, different. "What is happening?" he 
screamed into his mind.  His lungs were fighting for breath; all he could do was babble. 
  
He could hear the man chasing after him, yelling, "Where’re ya boy? Git back here, right now," he 
shouted. A second or two pause. "Come take your lickin' like a man, or are you just a lil ole baby?" 
He could hear the slur in his pa's speech. He was always drunk when he wasn't tending to the fields 
or the cattle.  
  

As David ran, continuing to dodge the towering corn stalks as best he could, he could feel the 
pain of what will eventually become large bruises from the continued whipping of the increasing 
strands and the expanding ears of corn growing out of them.  
  

Ed, his father, was chasing after him. A voice growls from a precipice in Ed's soul. "You got em' 
Ed. He can't hide from you. He's yours!"  
  

David knew this field because he and his brothers would often play games in here, one large 
field set in the middle of the corn field bonanza located throughout the Fort Dodge and Webster 
County area. But today, the field felt like a maze: he was lost.   
  

"I'm gonna git ya boy, I've got a wippin for you that you ain't never gonna forget!" That shout 
brought David back to his current predicament. "No, help me…help me…help me!" he cried. 
"Mommy…Mommy…Mommy!" 
  

His cousin would normally protect him and his brothers from their pa, but he was off fighting in 
the war – the Great War they were calling it. All David knew was that his cousin was gone and he 
needed to fend for himself. 
  

It was hot and dry in the fields. David was sweating in every nook and cranny, drenching his 
clothes.  Ma was going to have a day cleaning them – she always did laundry on Thursdays. 
  

"Keep moving David, don’t stop," a voice buried behind fear and panic. 
  



As David ran for cover, he wasn’t sure where he was going. He was simply focused on dodging 
and turning, left and then right; right and then left again. At some point, he figured Pa would tire 
and stop chasing him, but he had longer legs than David's lanky legs. Plus, Pa could run through 
some of the stalks that David had to dodge around. So David needed to keep moving.   
  

In the background was a sudden monstrous roar, "What was that? What was that?" David cried. 
It was close and getting closer. 
  

At some point, David broke through an opening, and, not knowing where he was, he was 
surprised to find that he had come to the family barn, 50 feet in front of him. Somehow he had 
circled around as the barn was only 100 yards from the yard where this chase had started. So, he did 
what most kids do; he ran to hide in the barn. 
  

"No, David, do not go in there!" a warning builds up inside of him. 
  
  
HE KNEW EVERY SQUARE FOOT of this barn, having played in it with his brothers 
since he was two. As soon as he entered the barn, his knee's buckled, causing him to fall to his 
knees, impacting his already bloodied and painful kneecaps. He quickly recovered and thought about 
latching the barn doors but that would only make it obvious that he was in here. So, he made a split-
second decision and dove for a large, but loose, pile of hay that was 12 feet tall and stacked up 
against one of the walls. As he dove for cover, he went as far back as he could into the stack until he 
hit a wall and dug down as deep as he could, covering every inch of his body so Pa wouldn’t see 
him. 
  

Back in the fields, Ed was on a steady pace. "When you catch him, Ed, make sure you bloody him up 
good. Show him what a pathetic little bug he is," a sinister voice said in his head.  
  

The hay was always itchy and sometimes bugs would be in it and crawl all over you, but David 
could not feel anything right now. He could hear his heart beating in his ears and he was still 
breathing hard and needed to calm down, or Pa would hear him. But, his hiding space quickly 
surrounded him, making it difficult for him to catch his breath.  
  

"Peace David, be at peace, little Brother. Breathe," a calming voice tried to say to him. 
  

After a few minutes, he could hear his pa stomping around outside the barn. David felt terror 
well up inside him and he started to cry. "Please don’t find me, please, please, please.  Where's 
Vernon and Tom – they were in the house? How come they aren’t here to protect me. Damn them 
to hell (he had always heard Pa and Grandpa say this)."  
  

David remembered the last beating; it took three days for the pain to dissipate afterwards. But 
Pa never had that look that he had seen today. "And what was that roar?" he thought to himself, 
finally starting to catch his breath. 
  

Voices in Ed's head continued to press him, "Lift your nose, Ed; you can smell him; you can smell the 
fear."   
  



"I know you’re in there, Boy. You might as well come out; it will only get worse," his pa yelled 
angrily. David could hear in his voice that his irritation was increasing. 
  

Off in a nearby house 300 feet away, a woman was staring through a window. She watched as 
her husband opened the doors and enter the barn that she had just watched her son enter a few 
minutes earlier. She closed the curtains to block the view and began to sob into her hands before 
collapsing to the floor, her back against the nearby counter, shaking and crying uncontrollably. "I'm 
sorry David, please forgive me," she whimpered. 
  

Back in the barn, David's heart continued to race. "Please don’t see me. Please don’t find me. 
Help me, Mommy. Vernon, where are you?" But there was no one to hear his silent plea. No one 
that he could see anyway.  
  

David listened as the barn door opened and his father entered. David laid down further, digging 
an imaginary hole in the hard earth beneath him. He could barely breathe again as sweat poured 
down his face and out of the pores of his body, drenching him more. 
  

He could hear his pa walking closer; his heart started beating faster. It was at this point that he 
started to cry, so he placed his hands over his mouth. "Oh God, did the hay move?" The more he 
tried to control the crying, the harder it was to control the whimpers. His body began to quiver and 
he could not stop. 
  

"You are going into shock, David. Peace, little Brother…peace," the whisperer was still trying to reach 
him, to comfort him.  
  

Time seemed to move very slow and very fast at the same time. He could hear his pa and 
then…he couldn't.  Time froze. 
  

His whimpering was becoming more uncontrollable as the silence consumed him. "Where is he? 
Where's Pa?" 
  

And then… 
  

He felt hands viciously grab his ankles as he was violently jerked out of his hiding spot and 
dragged to the middle of the barn floor and tossed like a rag doll. He landed on his belly but got up 
to his knees and elbows, covering his head with his arms.  
  

"I told ya boy, this was going to be worse if I had to hunt ya," he snarled as he pulled off his 
thick leather belt. 
 

"Pa, stop…please!" David yelped.  
 
 "You don’t know this but your cousin ain't going to save ya no more. He's passed on. Your ma 

and I got the message from your auntie this morning."  
  
 "You shouldn't a made me chase ya; now I'm tired and cranky," he growled more to himself 

than to David. He wrapped one end of the belt around his fingers and made a fist, the buckle of the 



belt across his knuckles leaving enough dangling leather to beat David. David could smell the liquor 
on his pa's breath, even from five feet away. He could also smell, "matches?" 
  

"No, Pa, please!" David cried. 
  
  
"I'VE GRIEF TO RELEASE SON," he replied. And with that, he struck the first of 
several blows across David's back. After the fourth blow, his pa lost his balance and he fell to the 
ground for a split second; as he maneuvered to get back up, he punched David against his right side 
with his buckled knuckles. "Aah!" David screamed out as he fell from his knees and elbows to his 
belly on the ground.  
  

"You got ‘em, Ed, beat him, but don’t kill him. Beat him until he passes out!" 
  

Neither of them could see the two spiritual beings standing to the side, representatives of two 
different kingdoms, both competing for their souls. Shepherd watched on in sorrow and grief. "Ed, 
stop. Do not be a willing party to his death." But Shepherd knew that the coyote did not want the boy to 
physically die. He wanted his spirit, and this is what Shepherd was most dreading.  
  

The coyote whispered into Ed's ear and licked the side of his face. He then giggled and looked 
directly at Shepherd as Ed spoke.  
  

"You are better off not to have any boys of yer own," Ed said stoically, as he connected another 
blow across David's buttocks and upper legs, oblivious to his screams and cries.  
  

"If you do, they, too, will suffer the wrath of the devil, boy," crack. "This world is evil," crack, 
"and we ought not to plague it with more men like us," snap, crack. 
  

"That is not true David. The Lord heals the brokenhearted and bandages their wounds," Shepherd said. But, 
unfortunately, that healing would be left for another generation.  
  

"Ed, children are a gift from the LORD; they are a reward from him." But there was no reaching Ed, the 
coyote had a complete hold on him. Ed had removed any semblance of God from his life years 
earlier, deaf to the groanings of His Spirit. Shepherd was dismayed because he could not intervene, 
while he watched the coyote continue to move Ed like a puppet, his dangly paws now meshed into 
Ed's mind.   
  

After a few minutes, David's dad finished due to exhaustion. Panting as he worked to catch his 
breath, he put his belt back on, and then turned to stare at his son who had passed out on the floor, 
bloodied and bruised across his back down to the back of his legs.  
  

The coyote pulled his paws from the mind of Ed.  
  
  
"DANG," ED THOUGHT, " I really opened him up this time!" Tears temporarily filled his 
eyes, obviously thinking about what had just transpired, thinking what we will never know. His dark 
eyes began to slowly dilate back to normal.  



  
As David began to stir, Ed spoke to him, "Your ma will have supper in an hour. Make sure you 

clean up before sittin at the table." And with that said, he walked out of the barn, leaving David on 
the floor, his shirt torn, shredded, and bloodied. The scars on his back would remain with him the 
rest of his life. That, and the emotional scars that came with it.  
  

Shepherd spoke to David, "Little Brother, don't let the hate consume you. You are young and your body will 
heal. So can your soul if you choose to accept Jesus Christ." But David could not hear a thing; he was burying 
his spirit.  
  

David had just experienced a lesson in hate, and he knew it. He lay there, his tears getting 
stronger as his terror ebbed into anger, his anger transitioning into hatred, his hatred bleeding into 
his heart, turning into rage.   
  

"Hah, you see there, you god sniveling fool!" the coyote barked at Shepherd. "His heart has hardened and 
darkened and it is sure that he will develop into a wrathful man. I don’t understand why the Creator doesn’t see the 
truth, that His children don’t love Him, nor do they follow Him. They are so easily manipulated."  
  

Shepherd watched Ed as he walked out the barn door. "It is written that whoever causes one of these 
little ones to sin, it would be better for him if a great millstone were hung around his neck and he were thrown into the 
sea,” he cautioned. He knew that Ed's life would most likely end in only a few years.  

 
The vision froze, now a spot in time as Shepherd and the sheep closed out this episode in the 

life of David. This would not be the last beating that David would receive from his pa; they would 
continue for another few years. But each beating would serve as nourishment, feeding the hatred in 
his heart, making him angry and tearing apart his soul that would be felt for further generations – 
just as his father had told him it would. 
  

While the coyote sneered, "This one is mine now," Shepherd looked at David with eyes full of love, 
but saturated in sorrow. 
  

"The father made a choice, the son will also make a choice, but either way, the Father will turn this into a 
triumph," Shepherd declared.  
  

"The Father will eventually recognize that these humans are losing their way. He is losing them more and more as 
each generation passes from this earth," the coyote said gleefully. 
  

"No, all will fall into the plan that He has ordained, and the world will see that He is King and Savior. 
Whether in this generation or another, He will reign on high," Shepherd’s voice rang. 
  

"We shall see, you cowardly monkey brain. But for now, this battle is mine – you can at least concede that," the 
coyote snipped.  
  

"Battles are fought every minute of every day," Shepherd said calmly back. "Some are lost and some are won, 
but it is the war that matters, and victory in this war has already been ordained: it is a foregone conclusion. You know 
the truth but you allow the lies your master tells you to mask the truth." 
  



The look from the coyote made it clear that this was a discussion that they had obviously had a 
thousand times over several millennia.   
  

As the coyote vanished, Shepherd remained for a few more seconds to whisper a prayer for 
David: 
  

"Lord, I pray for mercy on the soul of David and those that follow him. Lord, there is no 
one besides You to help in the battle between the demons that torment him and his spirit, 
for he is young and has no strength; help him to ease his suffering, O Lord, we trust in 
Your name to come against this multitude. Father, You are our God; and nothing can 
prevail against You. Amen." 

  
His compassion for David was strong but, while He did not know everything, He knew that 

David would live the remainder of his life with a torn spirit. But this did not stop His prayer asking 
the Lord for mercy to ease David's suffering. He also knew that David would pass his broken spirit 
onto his sons, fortifying strongholds in their own spirits. As He dropped His chin in sorrow for 
David, He slowly faded, off to view the plans of a million other souls. While He could assist with 
words of love, warning, and compassion, He was not a part of David's spirit and could not remain.  
  

Some would answer the call but many would not…too many!   
  

David slowly got off the floor, vowing to himself that he would get back at the world. If he 
could share his pain with at least one other, to let them know what it was like, what his life was like, 
that would bring satisfaction to him. Even at nine years of age, David knew that he would never be 
happy, but, by golly, he would have his satisfaction! He was an angry child who was learning how to 
stir up conflict, and as an angry person, David would become a hateful adult, passing his hate onto 
others.  
  

At that, David received and accepted the fate that his father had sown into him: he was nothing 
but a rodent!    
  
  
THE ROOSTER MADE ONE final crow but David could not hear it, for it had just been 
squashed, buried in the pit of despair that he had fallen into. But the sheep heard it, bringing tears to 
his eyes.   
  

"Oh my God, I had no idea!" the sheep cried. He could not take his eyes off the young child, 
bloodied and torn, frozen in place as he was stumbling to the barn door.  
  

"This, My little Brother, is one episode of many that David will continue to suffer as a child," Shepherd said. 
"But the truth is that David is not the only one. This is happening all over the world with some children getting it 
much worse than your grandfather will ever receive." 
  

"But the rooster is dead! His spirit buried. It doesn’t seem fair; he's only a child!" the sheep 
sobbed.  
  



Shepherd looked at the sheep with eyes filled with compassion and mercy. "The story may seem 
bleak for the rooster, that it is all over. But the truth is that the rooster, your grandfather’s spirit, has not died. He has 
just buried it beneath the rubble of his life. The rooster can never truly die, but it can go dormant, losing the spiritual 
connection needed to keep David spiritually alive and comforted in His grace, helping him, and lifting him up." 
  

"Will he ever have more chances to get himself together? To connect with God?" the sheep 
asked. "I don’t believe that God gave up on him."  The sheep already knew the outcome of his 
grandfather but he needed assurance that the Lord had not given up on him.  
  

"The Lord never gives up on His children, but they must always choose. They can choose Life, or they can choose 
death, but the Lord never gives up. Just as you were a lost sheep, so was your grandfather. Just as the Creator knocked 
on the door of your heart multiple times, He was always doing the same with David for the remainder of his life. But, 
just as his father did before him, he shut the Lord out of his life. He refused to listen. That was the choice he made."  
  

 
 
AS THE VISION BEGAN TO CLOSE AND FADE, the sheep could see remnants of 
the Coyote's pack that had remained behind with David. They had been nipping at him and placing 
their scent on him, which seemed to cause further aggravation with David as he painfully struggled to 
the barn door. 
 

 A little earlier, they had watched the Coyote let out a long howl in victory after releasing its 
claws from Ed's mind, his pack joining in an eerie chorus. The coyote had dropped the rock of hate 
on Ed earlier which had initiated the chase. Instead of blocking the rock or stepping out of the way, 
Ed had accepted what the rock gave him – deep felt hatred.  
  

As they returned to the original location where the sheep and Shepherd had first met, Shepherd 
contemplated His next words, listening for the Father to tell Him what to share with the sheep. 
  

"Little Brother, you can be comforted in the knowledge that it is possible for the end result to be much different for 
the coyote and for his prey. It is possible to distract the coyote, draw him away, by allowing the Father to work through 
you and dupe the demon. If you will listen and follow His instructions, it doesn’t take long before the coyote finds 
himself looking up at the rooster from the bottom of the pit, the rooster that he thought was his."  
  

The sheep recognized that this was a complicated twist of spiritual warfare that he, as a novice, 
was starting to see. Nevertheless he was learning the truth of who he was, and what his Creator 
desired for him.  
  

Shepherd continued His knowledge sharing, "As you consider this particular disaster that you believe has 
taken out the rooster, the coyote will operate in the lives of others just like David, where we will find him doing the 
same thing all over again. Do you know why?"  
  

As the sheep pondered the question, a picture formed in his head. "I can see the coyote lighting 
a fuse that routinely explodes in his own face; but yet he has hope beyond hope, that one day the 
fuse will help him capture and defeat the ultimate prey, Jesus Christ Himself. I think the coyote 



thrives in an environment of lies and deceit that he will run straight into, trying to get the rooster 
that miraculously continues to elude him." 
  

Shepherd nodded, "Close enough for now. For each rooster that he does successfully bury, this spurs him on to 
believe that he can bury them all, even when the odds show that he fails the vast majority of the time. The devil’s 
minions know the truth but the darkness in them convinces them that the truth is actually a lie, the truth that whoever 
digs a pit will himself fall into it, and whoever turns a stone, he will find it turning back on himself." 
  

Shepherd advised the sheep before moving on, "As we move on to the next vision, pay attention to what 
is the same but also different. The coyote will stand aside and allow a new creature to enter the fold, a darker enemy for 
the rooster. This creature is just as filthy, with the mind of the devil, but with behaviors and characteristics that differ 
only slightly from the coyote. He is the wolf and the wolf prowls – he is the one that wants to kill, to destroy that 
rooster! Physically, and spiritually." 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 15 
LEAVING THE NURSERY 

   
“Always be prepared to defend with anyone a reason for the hope that is in you, with gentleness and 

respect of course.” (1 Peter 3:15) 
  
 
THIS WAS THE DAY that the sheep was leaving the nursery, so Shepherd lowered His head and 
prayed words over him that He heard from the Lord. “My little lamb is leaving the nursery, becoming the 
sheep that he was intended to be. For I know the plans I have for you, Steve, plans for your future, and 
hope. I have sent an angel before you to guard you along the way and bring you to the place I have 
prepared; but make no mistake, you will be tested in order, and in ways, to teach you to discern the will 
of God. No matter what happens, there is a future; although, you may not see it at the time.  
 

“You will suffer more bitterness, resentment, wrath, and anger, you will act out with malice and you 
will clamor for things that are not intended for you. You will feel more rejection out of this place, but 
know that there is something more, a reason for “all of this.” More importantly, you will learn to act like 
a man, building strength for what is to come: today you are still but a child. You will glean that a true 
brother is born from adversity, not ease. I will make a way in this wilderness for you as well as rivers in 
the desert so that you will learn to seek first the kingdom of God and His righteousness. This is the way I 
have prepared for you.”  
  

After Shepherd finished praying over Steve these words that the Lord had given him, he vanished 
through a misty veil already knowing the path that Steve would be taking. Steve was about to learn his 
true name and the power of faith. 
  

 
 
LOS ANGELES, CA, JUNE 1987 
  
IT WAS 21 JUNE 1987 and the day was warmer than usual for Southern California, but this 
was also the day that Steve would begin his new life, his new adventure. He was finally getting away 
from his dad and the dreary memories of his past – or so he thought anyway. 



  
Ten months earlier, Steve had enlisted into the United States Army. He had done OK in school, 

even with his checkered past. He probably could have made it through college but he was sick of 
school. Plus, if he went to college, he knew that he would have to stay home, and that was just not 
an option for him. 
  

Steve had applied for, and gotten close to, acceptance into the Naval Academy. As silly as it 
sounded to him and others, Steve’s dream of becoming an astronaut was still very real to him, and a 
path to get there was flying jets for the US Navy. Unfortunately, during his interview, his history of 
drug use had disqualified him and the naval academy was out. This nearly destroyed Steve, as he 
woke up to the idea that his dream was shot because his history was going to haunt him. 
  

So Steve talked to a recruiter for the US Army, wanting a position that would allow him to fly 
helicopters. It was unfathomable and ridiculous as he thought about it, but he had actually lied to his 
friends in the past that his dad was paying for helicopter flight lessons for him. “What an idiot I 
was!” he thought. He was embarrassed that he did not have the same type of relationship with his 
dad like his friends had with theirs, so the lie was a way of embellishing a life he wanted versus the 
life he had. He wanted his friends to believe that there was something there that really wasn’t. And it 
wasn't his first and only lie, nor would it be his last.  
  

To fly for the Army, he was told that he would have to enlist as a helicopter crew chief and serve 
as a mechanic for a few years before applying to flight school and serving as a Warrant Officer. So 
Steve signed up into the Delayed Enlistment Program to serve in the Army as an OH-58 Scout 
Helicopter Crew Chief, convincing his parents that this is what he wanted to do. Since he was only 
seventeen he needed his parents’ signature to sign up.  
  

Two weeks after graduating from high school he was off, to join the ranks and “Be All That He 
Could Be, In the Army."  Or so he thought, anyway. Steve would learn two things this day. 
  

He kissed his girlfriend Susan goodbye; they had been preparing for this day for a few months. 
They were unofficially engaged but Steve instinctively knew that this was never going to work. 
"Another stupid and immature thing," he thought to himself. She would later tell him that she never 
had intentions of following him in the military. Naïve, gullible, and immature as he may have been, 
he was also relieved.  
  

His parents and sister dropped him off at the MEPS (Military Entrance Processing Station), said 
their goodbyes, and Steve walked into the station. With orders in hand and his bags in tow, Steve 
walked up to the front desk. "I am Steve Remington and I am reporting for duty today," he told the 
female Sergeant.  
  

"Hey, welcome, Private. Take this board and paperwork and go into that room. Fill the forms 
out and you will be called. Welcome to the US Army, Soldier." She pointed to a glass door and the 
room on the other side as she simultaneously handed him a clipboard with papers on it and a pen 
dangling from a ridiculously long chain.  
  

Steve walked into the room next door where a dozen other recruits were sitting, his heart racing. 
He was excited, exhilarated. “It’s getting real now, Dude,” he said to himself, waiting in eager 
anticipation for what was next.  



  
Paperwork was basic details, name, age, home of record address, payroll signature, etcetera.   

  
About 30 minutes later, an older looking sergeant walked into the room and called his name. 

"Private Steve Remington?" Steve raised his hand. "Follow me," he was instructed. 
  

A few minutes later, he was sitting at a gray metal desk in the middle of an open floor and the 
sergeant was quickly typing away on a typewriter.   
  

"Has anything changed in your life over the last year Private?" 
  

"No Sir," he replied. 
  

"Call me Sergeant, not Sir. OK, please sign your payroll signature here," as the Sergeant pointed 
on a line on the form. Steve signed his name and handed the paper back. 
  

A few seconds after reviewing the paperwork, the Sergeant looked at Steve glaringly. "Private, I 
said to sign your payroll signature; please sign again," he was handed a new form to sign and did as 
instructed.  
  

Upon handing the form back, the Sergeant looked at him in deep frustration. "Look, I have a 
long day and a long line of soldiers out there waiting for me. Payroll signature, I said. Why can’t you 
follow instructions, Private?" 
  

Steve was confused, "I did sign it." 
  

"Your payroll signature is the way your name appears on your birth certificate," was the 
response. 
  

"Huh?" he asked confusedly.  The Sergeant pointed at his birth certificate. The name that 
appeared was not Steve. It was Stephen.  
  
  
"STEPHEN?" STEPHEN WAS BEFUDDLED, CONFUSED. He had no idea 
that his real name was Stephen. He had gone by Steve his entire life. His driver’s license and his 
social security card all said Steve, as did all of his diplomas, certificates, and trophies gathered over 
his short life.  This issue of "attention to detail" was a significant lesson for Stephen that day. He had 
never looked at his birth certificate before. He had just learned that he had a new name – to him 
anyway.  
  

He looked the Sergeant in the eye. "I swear that I had no idea that was my name. I know that 
seems weird, but it's true." 
  

The Sergeant handed Stephen a new form and this time, Stephen signed his new name, which, 
even though it was close, still felt foreign to him.  
  



A few minutes later, the Sergeant transitioned to a large monochrome computer monitor on his 
desk and started typing away. After a minute or two passed, the Sergeant stopped what he was doing 
to verify an entry on the green monochrome screen.  "Uh, there is a problem Private………..You 
have been disqualified from serving as a crew chief because of your drug use," the Sergeant told him 
matter-of-factly. 
  

"But all of that was ironed out when I enlisted," Stephen protested. "Why is this an issue now? I 
was honest and upfront about it. Nobody said anything about it until now." 
  

"It doesn’t matter. Army Aviation has decided that they don't want anyone that has a history of 
drug use, I'm afraid you’re out of that specialty and need to select a new one." 
  

"Well, I'm leaving then. I enlisted to be a crew chief and I was honest; the Army has not 
honored that. I'm out!" Stephen retorted. 
  

"That's your choice, Private, but some day, in the future, MPs are going to show up at your door 
to arrest you for desertion," Stephen was told.  

 
This frightened him. He had been involved in, and made, enough trouble in his life and, if he 

were going to start afresh, then he needed to start clean. "So", he asked, "what do we do now?" 
  

"We have to determine what options are available and find you a new MOS," was the response. 
The Sergeant made a few more clicks, and after a few short minutes looked at his screen and offered 
Stephen three different skill specialties. For ten months Stephen had had his heart set on the plan he 
had made. And now he needed to make a decision in just a few short minutes that would impact his 
life, a decision that would change everything.  
  

"You can join the Infantry," – that’s a nonstarter, Stephen thought. "You can join the artillery," 
was the second option, "or, you can be a medic," was the final option given. 
  

Stephen laughed, "OK, so I can't work on helicopters because of my past with drugs, but I am 
going to be allowed to work on people and have access to drugs where there is some risk of abuse?” 
he thought. 

 
“Really?" he asked 

  
"I don’t make the rules but that's what the computer is telling me," the Sergeant replied. 
 
“OK, I will be a medic, but there is no way that I am signing up for the six years I had originally 

agreed to when I thought I was going to be a crew chief.”   
  

The Sergeant nodded, made a few clicks on the computer, and informed Stephen that he could 
sign him up for two years.  
  

“Really, two years?........OK, let’s do that but I feel that I am getting screwed and am wasting my 
life,” Stephen said.  “This sucks!” Stephen decided to add to his verbal diatribe. 
  



After all of the paperwork was completed and payroll signatures were applied, Stephen had a 
new active duty date of 22 July 1987.  He would call his parents and explain what happened, minus 
the issue of the drug use of course. “No need for them to know that,” he thought. It was 
embarrassing and humiliating enough.   
  

He would spend the next thirty days contemplating what he had learned. His past drug use was 
going to haunt him. He was also assimilating the idea that he could not work on helicopters but 
would be allowed to work on people. 
  

However, and, most importantly, he learned that he had a new name.  
  

 
 

THE SHEPHERD AND THE SHEEP materialized in a new environment, one 
completely unrecognizable from the one that they had left. While the previous one was beautiful and 
comforting, this one was a world that appeared devoid of life, filled instead with destruction, dismay, 
and chaos. 
  

"Where are we?" the sheep asked. He continued to look around him, keying in on the dead trees 
that looked like they had been burnt, and scorched earth where grass should have been growing. 
Instead of colorful birds and animals grazing the lands, there were shadows and outlines of things he 
could not identify. 
  

"This is the way you viewed the world when you left your home to start your new life, Brother. Chaotic. 
Destructive. Depressed. And neglected. You viewed the world this way because this is how you viewed yourself, this is 
how you saw your heart. This is how you began, the condition of your wilderness journey," Shepherd explained.  
  

"Wow, I guess I knew it was bad, but not like this. There is no life here." 
  

The Shepherd pointed through the burnt trunks and branches to a nearby group of trees. "Look 
through those trees over there; not at them, through them. What do you see?" 
  

The sheep had to focus but eventually he could see what looked like a small fire, burning in the 
opening of what he believed to be a cave in a small hill. "I see a small fire, like a cook fire, sitting at 
the opening of a cave."  
  

Shepherd nodded, "That is the Spirit of God, serving as the source of light in this place. At this point, He is 
only a spark of what He will become in your life, growing larger as you nourish Him, commune with Him, and love 
Him. He will never leave you, but you can push His fire farther back into the cave. In our previous experiences 
together, the world around you is how both you, and God, viewed you in the present; not perfect but definitely brighter, 
more joyful, content, peaceful and beautiful." 
  

The sheep chuckled, "You sure like Your metaphors. The temple, the path, the rooster, and now 
a fire in a cave." 
  

Shepherd laughed "The Lord is a very visual God. He will not hold back in describing various ways that you 
can see Him operating in your life or ways in which you can just…see Him and experience Him. He wants you to 



know that He loves you and He will never forsake you. But He also wants you to know that, while you can depend on 
Him, much of it also depends on you. What's important for you to note is that this moment in your story is a critical 
milestone for you; this world around you is how you viewed yourself. It represents what you were offering to God, even 
how you thought He looked at you. This is everything about the condition of your spirit at that time; the Lord wanted 
you to see this." 
  

"I don’t like it," the sheep said. "It's ugly, dark, and it…smells funny." 
  

Shepherd nodded in agreement. "There is beauty here that you don't see, but the Lord sees it. You are His 
creation; you are His child. He knew you before you were born and He does not make ugly things. He sees the hope in 
you, the hunger, a desire to be better, a desire to improve, and a desire to be loved."  
  

"Look down, Brother; what do you see at your feet?" Shepherd asked. 
  

The sheep looked down, "I see a gravel path, but the gravel is sharp and pointed. If I were 
barefoot, it would cut me, but I also see that I have on a nice pair of shoes with thick leather 
protecting my feet." 
  

"You see a path and you see that you have been equipped to walk along it. Do you see the difference in how you 
and I see things?" Shepherd asked. 
  

"Yes, Sir. I focused more on the sharpened gravel and less so on my shoes. You saw a hard path, 
but a path that I had been equipped to walk on." 
  

"The Lord does things even when His children fail to see it. They despair when they should be celebrating. They 
cry out in pain when they should be shouting in praise. They fail to see the blessings set before them. Take, for instance, 
the challenges you faced when you were leaving to join the military. What are your thoughts about what the Lord just 
showed you?" Shepherd asked. 
  
  
"IT WAS ON THAT DAY THAT I LEARNED MY NAME. It was also the day 
that I learned to distrust authority, that while I am expected to honor my obligations, they don't 
have to honor theirs," the sheep answered. He was referring to the Army signing him up to be a 
helicopter mechanic and then taking that away at the last minute. 
  

"And what do you believe about God and these two things today?" Shepherd asked. 
  

"Well, for starters, the Lord gave me both a new name and an old name, on the exact day that I 
was to become my own man. In the Bible, there are numerous examples of people who received 
new names as they started a new phase in their lives. For example, Abram became Abraham, Jacob 
became Israel, and Saul became Paul. Their lives were different after their names were changed." 
  

"Was your life different?" Shepherd asked.  
  

The sheep reflected, "Sort of. I did feel like something had changed, but not really. Perhaps 
there was something that I instinctively knew had been started, but then it passed in a fleeting 
moment." 



  
"There was a spark that ignited that day, Brother," Shepherd told him. "You were changed by the knowledge 

of your name. You grew in spirit – that was the change you sensed. But you soon acclimated to it, which is why it was 
fleeting for you. That name was yours and no one can take it from you, because it was given to you by God. It was 
God that had laid the path towards revealing your true name. He knew that in your heart you wanted, you needed, a 
fresh start. A new beginning. What better way than to start with a new name? Even if it was an old one." 
  

The sheep was in awe. "You know, I am aware of people that changed the name they use to 
their middle names or a nickname. I never caught on to the idea of new beginnings, fresh starts. 
Thank You, God, for revealing that to me."  
  

Shepherd smiled in glee that the sheep was seeing how God was operating in his life at that time. 
"What about the issues with the job you were signing up for in the Army?"  
  

The sheep was quick to answer this, as it had bothered him for years. "I felt betrayed. I felt that, 
even though I was honest and had done everything right, that I was lied to. I had planned my life 
around this, my career, my future. I felt lost, that I had lost control," he cried in dismay. 
  

Shepherd nodded and then He laughed a joyful laugh. "Your spirit hungered for love and honest 
companionship – that we already know. But what did you want to do, in your heart? What happened as a result of 
this supposed setback in your life?" he asked.  
  

The sheep raised his arms in mock surrender, and then he smiled back. "I know why You're 
laughing at me. The Lord already revealed this one to me. You're teasing me." Both of them were 
just having fun; they both knew where this was going but Shepherd was walking him through it 
anyway.  
  

"For starters, I am the only person that I am aware of, even after a twenty-year military career, 
that signed up for an initial two-year enlistment. I suppose there are some, but I never met one. 
When my two-year assignment was coming to a close and the Army was working to convince me to 
re-enlist, the Army allowed me to change my MOS from Medic to something better suited for me."  
  

Shepherd looked at him quizzically, "And?" 
  

"Even with my history of drug use, the Army would later approve my re-enlistment to 
Aeroscout Observer, a job requiring me to fly in the left seat of the OH-58 Helicopter." The sheep 
could not help smiling. 
  

Shepherd slapped his knee in laughter. "And the significance of this is multi-fold, Brother. First, the Lord 
knew that it was your heart’s desire to fly and He delivered. Second, there was the obstacle of your history; yet the Lord 
assisted in working past that. Third, you were flying in two years. If you had served as a mechanic on the very 
helicopter you would be flying, it would have taken more than two years, would it not?"  
  

"By most estimates, it may have taken four years or so, depending on certain variables that no 
longer matter," the sheep remarked, laughing back at Shepherd.  
  
  



SHEPHERD COULD NOT STOP LAUGHING. "And we are not done yet, Brother, are 
we? What else happened as a result of this catastrophe that you thought had happened to you in 1987?" He asked 
in eager anticipation. 
  

"I met my wife," the sheep answered embarrassed.  He was not ashamed of the question; he was 
embarrassed that he had been so distraught by his losing control of his life that he had failed to see 
the biggest benefit of all. 
  

Shepherd kept laughing. "Yes, Praise God! The very woman that would finally open your eyes to the truth, 
that one that would lead you back to God. The very woman that would honor you, cherish you, and love you – even 
though you were a stinker. You mean, that wife?" he said teasingly. 
  

"Yes, yes, yes, I surrender!" the sheep laughed back. "And the irony is not lost on me that she 
and I would become soul mates at the exact same time that I was transitioning from Medic to 
Aeroscout."  
  

"Do you see that the miracles of God were working around you, even when you were ignoring His plea? He was 
trying to get your attention, Brother, and you missed it. But, it is also no surprise that the revelation of this moment 
was immediately thrust upon you more than twenty years later when you accepted Him into your heart. Oh, what a 
Glorious God, yes?" 
  

"Yes, glory to Him. Thank You, Father. Even if You must apply humor, it not only shows how 
much You love us, it also shows that You are a fun God, not the dull God that too many are taught 
about. You enjoy it when we recognize the little twists and turns of You operating in our lives. But I 
also repent, Father, right now in Jesus’ Name, for not recognizing You when I should have. For 
ignoring You when I should have been paying attention. For blocking You when I should have been 
allowing You. Forgive me, Lord." 
  

"Amen!" Shepherd said heartily.  
  

"Even when you were at your lowest, the Lord was operating," Shepherd declared. "The Lord lays the 
highways in the wilderness and rivers in the desert so that His children may find their way. Brother, as you ponder 
these mysteries as they appear before you, know that they are intended to teach you to learn that you are to seek first 
the kingdom of God and His righteousness." 
  

"Yes, Praise Him! I have no regrets."  
 
Shepherd acknowledged this with a nod. "Let this be one of those moments the Lord prepared for you that 

you shall use to defend with anyone a reason for the hope that is in you, Brother, a gentle and respectful reminder." 
 
The sheep and Shepherd stood there, on that sharpened gravel path for a minute, just basking in 

His presence, soaking in the moment. 
  

"Well, perhaps we should move on, Stephen. Love that name by the way; it suits you and I am happy to call you 
by it," said Shepherd encouragingly. "Up ahead, there is a grove of trees that the path will take us through. Let's 
go see what else the Lord has to show you. Shall we?"  
  



Stephen didn’t answer verbally, but he slowly turned his body and started taking small steps 
down the path with Shepherd a step behind him. Stephen knew that it was his time to lead on the 
path. This was between him and God. It was time that he meet his story head on, and take in a 
breath of fresh air.   
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