
 
 
                          
 
 
 
 



PROLOGUE 
Daniel’s Dream 

 
TWO YEARS EARLIER—Debre Birhan, Ethiopia 
 
 The tall African grass swayed back and forth. 
 Left to right, right to left. 
 Hidden within was something evil, steadily moving forward. 
 Left to right, right to left.  
 Systematically stalking its prey. 
 

We start a soccer game on the courtyard in the small orphanage we call home, until our forever 
families come and take us to America. Soccer is the best way to spend the day for most of us, especially 
a nine-year-old boy like me. 

With just one glance, you can see that our orphanage is in drastic need of repairs. The smell of 
poverty surrounds us, but we don’t notice. Dust kicks up as we race after the ball, yelling directions as 
if we are playing the World Cup Championship. I aim at our makeshift goal, and I kick the ball right 
between my two friends into the grassy area. 

“Goal!” I yell, as my arms shoot up and my teammates gather around me in triumph. It doesn’t 
matter that we don’t have a fancy ball or a big goal—this is soccer at its best. I run to retrieve the ball 
now resting next to the tall tin fence that protects the orphanage. 

As I step into the tall grass, I stop abruptly. I can still hear my mother’s voice warning me to be 
careful when walking into grassy areas. But there, next to the fence, is our most valued possession. I 
forget my mother’s warnings and run through the grass, picking up our ball and brushing it off. 

Suddenly, I feel something move behind me. 
I turn to look in the direction of the movement. I can feel my eyes widening with fear. I know the 

pattern well and it is coming directly at me. 
Left to right, right to left. 
There is no escape. 
“What’s wrong with you? Throw the ball in,” one of my friends yells.  
I can’t move. 
I know I need to warn my friends, but when I open my mouth, no words come. Paralyzed, I watch 

the nightmare unfold. My heart is beating louder than my thoughts. I can feel my breath struggling to 
get out. 

“Daniel, throw the ball in,” my friends yell again. They are unaware of the horror that is beginning 
to happen. 

I slowly start backing up toward my friends, gripping the ball in my hands, with my eyes firmly 
fixed on the moving grass. 

Left to right, right to left. 
I try to swallow, but my mouth is dry. Something huge is coming directly toward me. 
Left to right, right to left. 



Now, only a few tall blades of grass are left between this giant stalker and me. 
A loud car horn blows. I scream and run towards the courtyard, dropping the ball in my panic. 
A huge python breaks through the bushes behind me, slithering toward us. We all scream in 

horror, not knowing where to run. The snake’s tail whips around our feet and wraps itself around a 
few of our bodies, squeezing us together. 

The nurse runs out as she hears our blood-curdling cries. She sees the python and starts screaming 
for help. I can see the workers running from every direction. 

We are now trapped in a corner near the far side of the fence, looking at the piercing gaze of a 
terrifying enemy. 

A white van pulls into the complex, carrying our forever families, who have come to pick us up 
and take us to our new homes in America. Everyone in the van is unaware that anything is wrong. 

The python’s tail squeezes us closer together as it draws near. We are all trembling as his eyes 
begin to study his prey. 

The families and workers watch from a distance in disbelief—helpless. 
One of the groundsmen grabs a large shovel and runs toward the python in a desperate attempt 

to help us. The python whips around and strikes at him. He stumbles back a few steps and falls to the 
ground, completely vulnerable as the python rises above him. 

I can feel that the python has loosened its hold on us. We squeeze out and run toward the van as 
fast as we can. Our movement catches the python’s attention and it tightens around those still trying 
to escape. Several of my friends—other children who were also trapped—jump over the creature and 
run into the arms of the waiting family members, who pull them into the van and shut the door. 

I run the other way, through the grass and into my family’s arms, relieved to be safe. I turn to see 
if all my friends have escaped to safety, but four children are still trapped by the python. I don’t 
recognize any of them. I watch as they stand paralyzed, suffocating under the stare of a threatening 
hunter who is moving in for the kill.  

 
* * * * * 

 
Daniel bolted up from his bed, covered in sweat and gasping for air. The nightmare was too real to 
dismiss. 

Who are these four children? 
He knew God was warning of an unseen danger coming to keep the children at the orphanage 

from their forever families...A “python” spirit. 
“The enemy comes to steal, kill and destroy,” Daniel whispered to himself. He pulled back the 

covers, knelt beside his bed and began to pray. 

 
 


