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Chapter 8: Part 3 
 
     The ship was surrounded by at least one hundred soldiers!  Rachel and Mr. S were 
already in custody, and several soldiers went in behind me and pulled Erinyetha out!  The 
soldiers rudely took all of our swords from us and led us at gunpoint through the forest.  
After about an hour of hiking we came to a large building.  They took us to a holding cell 
and placed us behind bars.  They never spoke a word to us or even acknowledged that 
they knew that they had captured the princess of Saldiacus and the Key.  Mr. S. fell ill 
again, and he laid himself down on the cold cement floor.  It wasn’t long before he fell 
unconscious.  And so it seemed that we had reached our end; we had run our course.  
They say you are only defeated when you give up.  Well, at least for a short time, I gave 
up!  We were defeated! 

 

Chapter 9: Part 1 
 
     But let’s face it; if my story ended here I would not be around to tell it to you.  In 
actuality this may have very well been the turning point in the war.  After days upon days 
of sitting in the cell with nothing to do, I turned to prayer.  I prayed and prayed and 
prayed.  Erinyetha took care of me; she made sure I stopped to eat and drink whenever 
the guards came by with food.  Slowly I began to be filled with a sense of hope.  The 
Lord was trying to speak to me, and I began to see that something was about to happen; 
something that would change the tide of this battle to our favor.  I spread my 
encouragement to my comrades.  We all made sure that Mr. S. ate.  He was constantly 
slipping in and out of consciousness, and he had not moved from the spot on the floor 
where he first fell down.  His body was weak and his soul was defeated. 
     A couple days later, the guards opened the cell and led a line of about twenty children 
and two adults into our cell.  No doubt, they were the passengers of that damaged school 
bus that we had spent the night in.   
     Suddenly I saw Rachel’s face change miraculously.  Her eyes brightened and her 
frown became a huge smile that stretched across her face.  She stood up suddenly and 
moved towards two little girls who had come in with the group. 



     “Rachel!  Cynthia!” She exclaimed.  “Is that really you!”   
     She broke into tears as they shrieked out their reply, “Auntie Rachel!”  They threw 
their arms around her and the three of them stood there embraced in a warm, emotional 
hug.  Tears of joy flowed down each of their eyes as they held onto each other, 
embracing the hope of their reuniting. 
     “Girls,” said Princess Rachel, “that man over there is an old friend.  Go over there and 
see if he’s awake, but don’t say his name.  He is to remain unknown to the others.  You 
may call him Mr. S.” 
     “Okay,” replied Cynthia, and the two of them went over to Mr. S. 
     It was then that it became completely clear that Princess Rachel knew exactly who our 
mysterious Mr. S was, and she knew exactly what he needed to get over his emotional 
sickness. 
     The girls kneeled down next to Mr. S.  He was slightly conscious, and He moved his 
head just enough for the girls to be able to tell who he was.  They became very excited 
and shrieked loudly!  They threw their arms around him and kissed his neck 
affectionately. 
      It took less than a minute for Mr. S’s illness to flee from his soul.  Life returned to his 
face and strength returned to his muscles!  He stood up, looking strong and sure.  He 
stood tall in the middle of our jail cell and made a bold proclamation. 
    “Today,” he said with joy, “Today the fulfillment of the prophecies has begun.  As it is 
written, ‘There will come the day when the dead shall breathe and walk, and the blind 
shall see and behold, and the lame shall stand upon their feet, and that which was 
forgotten shall be forgotten no more.  In that day the darkness shall be turned to light, the 
lies shall be turned to truth.  That which was lost shall be found, and the truth shall be 
known by all!” 

     He glanced around our prison cell with a big smile on his face, “Be patient, my 
friends,” he assured us, “Tomorrow we will be freed from this prison!” 

     “We will?” questioned Princess Rachel. 

     “Yes!” he replied with confidence.  “It is written in the prophecies!  All of a sudden it 
has all become so clear to me!  Tomorrow we continue our journey to Planet Saldiacus 
for the Lord has given us the victory!” 

 


