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The night was warm and the air was still, so that when an eerie shriek came from the 

backyard, we could hear it in the house very clearly. 

“What was that?” said my little sister. She was visibly shaken by the horrible sound. So 

was I, though I wouldn’t admit it. But before Father could answer, another terrible whine came 

to our ears, and then another. It sounded unearthly! 

Father seemed unconcerned as he said, “Oh, I imagine the neighbor’s cat, Whiskers, is on 

the prowl. He must have met up with a stray cat.” 

The sounds escalated into a full-fledged fight. Sally covered her ears. “Poor Whiskers!” 

she said. 

“Don’t worry about Whiskers. He’s a strong, healthy cat. They won’t fight very long,” 

Father assured her. And Father’s words proved true. Abruptly the noise stopped. 

“Why do animals fight like that?” Sally asked. “That was awful!” 

Father smiled. “It’s not very different from a brother and sister I know who fight 

sometimes,” he said. I sheepishly looked at Sally, but she didn’t seem to comprehend the mild 

reprimand. “But I think Whiskers was defending his territory tonight,” Father continued. “He 

doesn’t like to have strangers around.” 

Sally and I nodded. That seemed to make sense. 

Father thought for awhile. “We have to fight to defend some things, too” he added. “We 

have to defend the truth of the Gospel. And we have to separate ourselves from the worldliness 

all around us.” He pointed to us and exclaimed, “You need helmets, breastplates, swords, and 

shields!” 

Sally’s and my eyes grew wide with the picture Father had put in our minds. Was he 

teasing? Where would we get these things? 

“And then there’s the battle we have with our own sin on top of it all,” he continued. “It’s 

a war. It’s called the ‘antithesis’.” 

Father wasn’t teasing. In fact, he was very serious. He looked at us and nodded. “It’s 

good for us to think about these things,” he said. “You’re not too little for this spiritual fight, you 

know.” 

It made me feel brave to hear him talk like that. But I still wasn’t sure I understood it 

all… 
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