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Dear Reader
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As you have learned from reading the first three books, each piece of armor represents a different virtue. The three most important virtues are called the theological virtues. They are faith, hope, and charity. 
Faith is the theme for this fourth book in the Armor of God series. Faith lifts our hearts to God, gives us perseverance, reminds us that we are never alone, and it can help us through difficulties.
I hope this story will inspire you to turn often to Jesus—especially in your daily challenges—and ask Him for the powerful gift of faith. 
Happy reading,
Theresa Linden
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Ephesians 6:13-17
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“Therefore, put on the armor of God,
that you may be able to resist on the evil day and, 
having done everything, to hold your ground.
So stand fast with your loins girded in truth, 
clothed with righteousness as a breastplate, and 
your feet shod in readiness for the gospel of peace. 
In all circumstances, hold faith as a shield,
to quench all the flaming arrows of the evil one. 
And take the helmet of salvation and the
sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God.”
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Sword Fighting
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To become a good knight, one must know how to sword fight. George lunged and swung his sword toward his friend Henry. While they played with wooden swords and shields, George saw the real deal in his imagination. 

Henry blocked the attack. Sword clanked against sword. Their smooth metal blades flashed in the sunlight. They fought like knights.

George drew his sword back. He swung again. 

Henry lifted his shield, saving himself. The sword dragged across it with a steely hiss. 

In the next instant, Henry shoved George with the shield and raised his sword high. 

George staggered back. He lifted his shield to block Henry’s sword, but the blade touched his forehead. 

Just a touch? A drop of blood rolled down his face.

“Arrrr!” George lunged forward swinging.

With no time to raise his shield, Henry tried to block the blow with his sword. But he missed. 

George’s sword pierced him in the side.
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HENRY CLUTCHED HIS side and moaned. Shield and sword dropped to the leaf-covered ground. He fell to his knees, moaning. His head rolled forward onto his chest, and his brown straw-like hair flopped across his forehead. He collapsed, falling onto his face. Leaves blew up around him and floated back down over his motionless body.

George leaned against the stone wall at the back of the school grounds and caught his breath. Henry still didn’t move. He hadn’t really hurt Henry, had he? “Uh, Henry?”

A second later, Henry rolled over and burst out laughing. 

Relieved that his friend was fine, George laughed too. What a performance. Henry should think about becoming a jester or a strolling player (a traveling actor) one day. 

“Aw, that was great!” George reached out to help Henry up.

Henry snatched up his wooden sword and shield. “Yeah, you won. You’re all dripping with sweat though.”

George wiped his face. “I pretended it was blood from our fight. Come on. We’ve moved too far from Sir Michael and the rest of the class.”

“They just don’t fight like we do,” Henry said.

They strolled across the field toward the others. Their classmates stood in pairs arranged around Sir Michael and a squire. 

Sir Michael gripped a wooden sword with two hands. He held the sword high, took two big steps, and swung. 

The squire blocked with his sword. 

The pages tried to imitate the move. Wooden swords cracked together.

Sir Michael shook his golden hair off his forehead and caught sight of Henry and George. He motioned for them to hurry over.

George and Henry jogged to the knight.

“Sorry, sir,” George said. “I guess we got carried away. We’ll try to follow your lead better.” 

Always cheerful and easygoing, Sir Michael laughed and slapped both boys on the shoulder. “Did Sir Lucian speak with you yet, George?”

“About what? He didn’t say anything to me in class. I mean he taught us and everything. I-I was listening. I tried—”

Sir Michael laughed again. “Never mind, George. He’ll have a word with you later, I am sure.” He turned toward the rest of the class and shouted, “Class dismissed!”

The students cheered for Sir Michael, then the group broke up. Friends found each other and started talking and walking off. A few headed to the school building. Henry took off toward Otho.

Robyn ran toward George, a wooden sword in one hand and a shield in the other. 

Her sky-blue dress flapped around her legs. The metal band encircling her head kept her long hair from falling in her face. 

Once she reached George, she barely seemed out of breath. “You and Henry were fun to watch. What did Sir Michael want? Did you get in trouble?”

“Nay, Sir Michael wanted to tell me something.”

“Did you know that some of the knights are gone?” Robyn spoke in a quieter voice and darted a few glances to either side.

“Gone where?” 

“I don’t know for sure. Some say it’s because of the dragons.” Robyn peered over her shoulder as if she might spot a dragon right here on the grounds of Knight School for Boys and Girls.

“Do you really think they’re looking for dragons?” George liked the idea. They could use some excitement around here.

Robyn nodded. “Why else would they leave without telling anyone?”
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A Knight at Home
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The school day ended. Students galloped down the steps of the school building and out into a pleasant fall day. One boy from George’s class waited for his father’s horse-drawn wagon to take him home over the dirt roads. Most students walked home through the woods that surrounded Knight School. Villages lay off to the west, south, and east of the school. 

George, Erik, and Robyn followed a path through the woods west of the school. The scent of dry leaves and distant campfires filled the air.

Erik kicked up leaves and walked ahead of George and Robyn. He clutched the leather strap of the bag that hung from his shoulder, and he talked to himself. He was probably memorizing something from class.

“Say, you never told me what Sir Lucian wanted,” Robyn said to George just as a gust of wind blew. She stretched out her hands and tossed her head back as leaves fell like snowflakes from the trees.

George shrugged. He’d been curious, too, and a little nervous. Had he done something wrong that Sir Lucian wanted to talk to him about? “Sir Lucian never said anything to me,” he said, crunching over leaves on the path. 

“Maybe he wanted to tell you something about the knights who have gone off,” Robyn said, sounding hopeful. “Or something about the dragons.”

He shook his head. “Nay. Why would he tell only me? If he had something to say about knights or dragons, he’d tell everybody.”

“Maybe you’re right.” Robyn turned toward Erik, who was now a stone’s throw ahead. She cupped her hand to her mouth and shouted his name.

Erik stopped talking to himself and turned around. He adjusted the bag on his shoulder and waited for them to catch up.

“What say you about the missing knights?” Robyn said.

Erik shrugged. “Well, the knights do go away for special training sometimes. They also take retreats. And sometimes a village or an important person calls on them for help.” 

“That’s true,” George said.

Erik shook his head of dark curls. “It could be anything. I wouldn’t jump to the conclusion that they left to find dragons.” He turned around and walked with George and Robyn.

“But they might have,” Robyn said.

“They might have,” Erik agreed.

“Do you believe the rumors that dragons have been spotted around here?” Robyn asked.

Erik gave a blank stare at first. Then he nodded. “I do.”

That was Erik. He knew a lot about everything, especially concerning knights. And he was also the first to believe anything, especially concerning dragons.

“Who were you talking to all by yourself?” George teased.

“I’m not all by myself.” Erik glared.

“You were before you came to walk with us,” George insisted.

Erik shook his head. “I’m never all by myself. No one is.”

What kind of answer is that? George wondered.

Light shone between the tree trunks at the edge of the woods. The
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Cesson

We begin our lessons on faith.

During stormy weather,

a captain will tie an anchor
to his ship to keep it stable,
just as we ought to tie ourselves
securely to Christ and the Church.

Have faith in Jesus
and all that He teaches.
That faith will see you through
the storms of life.
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