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FOREWORD 

Dr. Georgette V. Prime-

Godwin has penned a 

powerful reminder to each of 

us that it is the unexamined 

life that allows people to 

become needless casualties 

of spiritual war. 

This is an exploration of 

the great conflict going on 

between good and evil 

within the spiritual realm, 

and how it unfolds and proliferates. It doesn’t unfold due to 

lack of understanding the Word of God, but due to non-

diligence. The author writes, “fight the war against 

mediocrity, as it is that evil that will consume your soul and 

personal potential.” Here mediocrity describes the tendency 

of human beings to be relationally mediocre in the sense of 

not understanding the gifts in another and therefore 

overlooking the very tools given to each of us designed to be 

effectively used in terminating the plans of the enemy.  

Spiritual warfare takes a front and center place in this 

book. In it you will learn that something as simple as an in-

depth conversation leads to the communication, or in this 

case the interpretation of dreams, that could lead to effective 

intervention, and efficient spiritual warfare strategy—

bringing deliverance and a shift in the trajectory of destinies. 
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Dr. Prime-Godwin is a powerful, creative and thought-

provoking writer; a drum major who courageously beats the 

drum of spiritual sensitivity that summons us to a place 

where we can hear the sound of heaven that transforms us 

from the spiritual stagnant to proactive catalysts of change.  

This book represents the unexplored inner conflict of 

those who march through life with fractional smiles and fully 

broken hearts to the discordant sound of pain. It further 

explores the twisted wreckage and ruined lives that can 

result due to the unexamined interconnectivity as few truly 

recognize there is a profound relational, communication-

based work that is often overlooked in our approach to 

spiritual warfare. This is because we don’t recognize the 

value of excavating the spiritual gifts and dynamics of being 

authentic and whole individuals. These spiritual gifts, when 

examined have the power to bring greater understanding, 

fortification, and expansion to the Kingdom of God. 

However, if left unexplored, they allow for spiritual blind 

spots that act as portals of access to the enemy of our soul. 

This page-turning parable guarantees a return on your 

investment of time and energy. It is also an investment in the 

splendid life we can attain in Christ when we decide to spend 

less on external trappings of wealth and success and more on 

inner-healing, spiritual growth and development.  

Dr. N. Cindy Trimm 

Life-Strategist, Author, Humanitarian 
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PREFACE 

Intertwined at the door stands both mediocracy and 

broader more distinctive opportunities. And yet, we choose 

to climb the wall of mediocrity and dance around the 

periphery of opportunity. This multifaceted mystery 

consumes the soul and personal potential. Blame is placed 

on a vindictive colloquy hidden behind a teasing gesture, the 

lack of parental teaching and guidance, past encounters and 

a deliberate stubbornness—all of which forces an evading 

displacement of all available methods.   

Jesus said, “This voice [this sound] was not for My 

benefit [trajectory] but yours;”1 meaning that the time has 

come for all humanity to embrace a universal trajectory of 

par excellence—a trajectory that propels men and women 

into greatness so all can become sons and daughters of the 

Light. 

There is a society that articulates that they are part of the 

called but can only hear the claps of thunder while the Holy 

Spirit is audibly speaking. There are also people who reside 

beyond the boundaries of being called and infuse a belief on 

the called, obstructing the ear to the trajectory sound of par 

                                                        
1 John 12:29-30, NIV 
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excellence. Both are doomed to reside in the sphere of 

mediocrity. 
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INTRODUCTION 

War is an intrinsic and inflammatory position for 

acquisition, whether it involves a retrieval of personal 

possession by force, a position of headship, or to determine 

a tactic to undergird the economy. War can present a contest 

carried out by force of a nation against or for another nation, 

and leadership against headship bringing with it many 

casualties to include both the guilty and the innocent. 

War is an authority to promote the sovereignty of God to 

mankind for the protection of a chosen group of people. War 

establishes a place of humility between God and humanity. 

War is beneficial to secure and redirect rightful ownership, 

while displacing those that operate in corruption. 

War is evitable, yet when engaged it will stretch beyond 

nations, nestling itself within the bowels of one’s persona as 

it matriculates weaponry of mass destruction. The 

destruction that will cause the strongest of personalities to 

submit to mediocrity, a family to turn against each other, and 

an institution of affluence to exploit its patrons. 

War is without prejudice, for it is an action fueled by the 

personalities of those that will implement the initiative. It 

can engulf the actions of a subtle and brilliant mind that is 

yet to be demarcated by the values and truth determined by 

parental, educational and spiritual disclosure. 
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War transcends in a natural progression, arresting the 

culture that embraces it as a means to an end. A cultural 

understanding that embraces conflict as a position of 

harmony is an eccentric view and one that gains an unearned 

support by a premise of artificial entitlement. 
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NOS ZJILEA 

War can drop in your lap at any time. You do not need 

to seek after it or engage it. It simply presents itself 

unexpectedly, without notice and with seemingly no way out 

of it. I marvel at other people’s philosophies and what they 

deem to be important for success. But as for my life, I would 

describe it as a closed book, one too full to take on anything 

else and yet too voluminous to let go of the lessons learned. 

This was the extent of my philosophy about life until I heard 

the voice of God in a clap of thunder. 

_______________ 

Become a student to the sound in the clap of 
thunder. It is here that you will hear His voice 

and discover the real you. 
_______________ 

My name is Daniel Ophillon Schmartz, II, a fourth-

generation descendant of Schmartz men who were all war 

veterans. My great-grandfather, Corporal Ophillon Geralzd 

Schmartz, served in the 1908 war against the Balinese rebels. 

My grandfather, Corporal Geralzd Schmartz volunteered for 

one term in the 1940 Indonesian National Revolution. By 

1949 the war had ended and my grandfather left his native 

country of Saba, in the Caribbean Netherlands, for a new and 

safer life free of war.  
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Saba is nestled on the seacoast of the beautiful and 

untamed Caribbean Sea just east of Puerto Rico and the 

Virgin Islands. Influenced by Dutch Caribbean culture, it is 

the smallest of three municipalities of the Dutch Caribbean. 

It was a very close-knit community and as with most close-

knit communities it denounces the opportunity for 

expansion, while promoting a repetitive and stagnated 

environment for its citizens. As such, it was everyone’s 

dream to move to greener pastures even though relocating 

did not always afford such opportunities for everyone.   

My father, Daniel Ophillon Schmartz, I, was born on 

August 12, 1941. Shortly thereafter, the family migrated to 

this great nation called the United States of America, taking 

up residency in Pella, Iowa. Pella is approximately 43 miles 

southeast of Des Moines, Iowa. My father was the younger 

of two siblings. His older brother was a casualty of war and, 

therefore, Pella was a welcomed change as a country without 

the visible scars of war. Life in Pella was tranquil for the 

soul, flaunting a rural landscape of Dutch architecture styles 

and colored with the same traditions and culture.  

My momma, Thedra Grazina Belterre, was born April 

15, 1938. She migrated to Pella from Bonaire with her Aunt 

Sybie (“Maezda Sybille Belterre Gurhart”) and Uncle 

Sammie (“Samuel Cruz Delmonte Gurhart”). My momma’s 
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parents died tragically when she was a little girl when the 

cargo ship, the Georgiana, sank off the coast of Rincon in 

the Caribbean Sea. My momma would often share stories 

from her childhood: 

“Daniel, did you know your Grandpa Theodore knew 

how to delicately extract pollen from the Jasminum plant to 

make perfume?”  

Pretending I had never heard the story before I said, 

“Really momma? What was the name of the perfume 

again?”  

“GraZina!” she responded. Did you know I was named 

after the perfume?”  

Appearing shocked, I replied, “Momma! You were 

named after a perfume?”  

We both would giggle over the conversation before 

momma finally turned serious. Staring off into the distance 

as if reminiscing on the past, she would say, “Daniel, you 

can accomplish anything with hard work and dedication to 

your dream. Your grandparents made a great team. Grandpa 

Theodore was responsible for the manufacturing and your 

Granny Bella handled the administration of the business. 

They perfected the process of extracting pollen from the 

Jasminum plant and were planning to establish a 

manufacturing plant in Rincon (a part of the Dutch 
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Caribbean) when the Georgiana sank during a fluke storm. 

The distance between the two was a mere twenty-two miles 

by sea. There were no survivors and the ship was never 

recovered.”   

Grandma Bella and Aunt Sybie were sisters. They were 

affectionately known as the Belterre girls. The wealth 

established by their parents went up in smoke during the 

Great Recession of the Dutch Caribbean in 1940. Aunt Sybie 

and momma would always come together and reminisce 

about the family’s legacy so momma would never forget her 

heritage. In turn, momma would retell the Belterre history to 

me as I sat listening intently from one of the easy chairs: 

“Daniel,” momma said, “Your grandparents were very 

influential people and well respected in their community. As 

astute business people they always assisted those who 

demonstrated an interest in how to increase their wealth. 

Since Bonaire was an island, it posed many opportunities for 

the importation of products like fine linens, leather and 

household items to the island. But Bonaire was an expensive 

place to live and without the means of exportation, the 

people of Bonaire were easily divided into financial 

groupings. There were basically only two socio-economic 

structures—the haves and the haves not.  

_______________ 
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Make serving others a priority, only then  
will your needs be met. 

_______________ 

Grandpa Theodore was determined to break those 

barriers as he felt the economy should be shared equally, 

especially with those who worked earnestly. Grandpa’s 

business, Le Perfumé, discovered how the pistil from the 

Jasminum plant could be delicately extracted. He dedicated 

many years perfecting the extraction process. Le Perfumé 

provided employment for the residents of Bonaire and it was 

there that the GraZina fragrance was born. The success of Le 

Perfumé opened the door for manufacturing plants 

throughout the Caribbean Dutch provinces. Bonaire had a 

strong voice and work acumen and had proven equality for 

all her citizens. Bonaire had an export item and process 

ready to share with all the neighboring islands.  But then they 

died and then the great recession of 1940 would erase 

everything they had built together.” 

There was a look of great disappointment in momma’s 

eyes as if she tried to turn back the hands of time. 

“So, momma, tell me again how you and dad met?” 

Daniel asked.  

Momma was always methodical in her response. She 

would say to me, “I will but first things first Daniel! You 

must never forget your heritage. Our family worked hard and 
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consistently for every accomplishment they achieved. They 

left behind a legacy for me…a legacy which I now leave to 

you, son.” 

All the families in Pella were from at least one of the 

municipalities of the Dutch Caribbean territories, such as 

Bonaire, Sint Eustatius or Saba. My momma was a native of 

the island of Bonaire located on the eastern boarder off the 

coast of Venezuela and part of the ABC Islands. When her 

Aunt Sybie and Uncle Sammie migrated to Pella, Iowa in 

1959, momma was just twenty-one years old. She always 

blushed when telling the story of how she and my dad met. 

“When I saw your dad, oh my, my heart skipped a few 

beats! The first time I saw him was when I attended the Nos 

Zjilea with your Aunt Sybie and Uncle Sammie. When we 

saw each other for the first time, our eyes locked and I knew 

in my heart that he was the one! During the Nos Zjilea, you 

could find an infusion of Saban culture—from arts and crafts 

displays to music and lots of delicious food. The atmosphere 

was always electric!” 

The look on momma’s face was nostalgic. She was a 

great story teller and there was something about the 

impassionate way she told her stories that enveloped me into 

the experience. I could literally listen to her for hours at a 

time: 
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“Your dad had a body that any woman would dream of 

lying next to!” Momma said. 

Grimacing over the idea of my parents being together, I 

said, “Oh momma! Just when I was really enjoying the 

story!”  

“Daniel,” she said affectionately, “You are going to have 

a body stature just like your dad when you grow up!”  

My cheeks and hair were inflamed with such 

embarrassment that I was convinced they had merged into a 

single shade and color of red. Momma seemed to shrug it all 

off, continuing her recollection of my dad’s introduction and 

courtship: 

“He walked over to me and asked, ‘May I have this 

dance?’ His voice was so soothing and I folded myself into 

his arms as we danced the night away. A year later and he 

had proposed to me. I said yes and we have been happily 

married ever since. Your dad was adamant about getting 

married. Desirous of nothing fancy or flashy, he simply 

wanted to go to the courthouse and get married. On the other 

hand, I had always dreamed of a garden wedding and a 

garden wedding it was! Lake Red Park was the venue, with 

silhouettes of mountain terrains as a backdrop, tall 

evergreens cascading throughout the valley and sounds of 

nature melodically breaking the deathly silence in the air.”   
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Each time momma shared the experience, I could almost 

imagine myself being there. “Daniel,” she continued in her 

soft contralto voice, “Everyone in Pella pitched in and 

decorated all the tents and chairs. It looked like a miniature 

Nos Zjilea. It was a beautiful stoically hot day in July and I 

was a traditionally beautiful bride on that Monday, July 10, 

1961. I wore my mother’s wedding dress—a beautiful yet 

simple off–white, satin lace shiniel (midi) dress. I was 

holding a bouquet of freshly cut wildflowers and I had two 

attendants. Your dad’s cousin, Belquest, served as the man 

of honor. By the time we said our vows, the sun was setting 

behind the mountain tops and we became Mr. and Mrs. 

Daniel Ophillon Schmartz, I.”   

Momma had a glow about her that permeated her entire 

being. I remember thinking to myself, “Maybe the same for 

me one day.” She went on to share how the newly wedded 

couple settled in Pella, Iowa for several years prior to 

moving to Wyandanch, New York. Now miles away from 

their families, both families seemed genuinely disgruntled 

over the idea of my parents moving to New York. Siding 

with my dad, my mom defended my dad’s decision, insisting 

that there were more job opportunities in New York than 

Iowa. Of course, my dad had a loftier reason for moving. He 

was convinced that the farther away he could get from my 
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grandpa (his father), the sooner he would be free of the “war-

like” mindset that plagued the Schmartz family culture.   

August 12, 1963 marked a significant turning point in the 

Schmartz home in that my sister, Deborah Thedra Grazina 

Belterre Schmartz, was born in the Wyandanch Metropolitan 

Hospital. She was a small framed, beautiful light brown 

skinned baby girl with dark brown eyes and hair, weighing 

just over 6lbs, 10oz. Her coloration became a bone of 

contention for my father given that both of my parents were 

milky white in skin color. My dad had dark hair and eyes but 

was unquestionably fair skinned. As such, he relentlessly 

accused my momma of having an extramarital affair—

something that my momma vehemently denied given that 

she deeply loved my father. As a point of fact, my grandpa 

was a Caucasian man and my granny was a beautiful 

chocolate brown Caribbean woman. Even though my dad 

was privy to this truth, he never once contemplated the 

possibility that my sister’s skin color might have been passed 

down through the genealogy of the family through my 

granny. The ongoing debate over my sister’s validity as my 

father’s child added an undue strain and dimension to my 

parent’s marital dynamics. 

In 1965, a short few years after my sister Deborah was 

born, my dad enlisted in the U.S. Army. During his tenure, 
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he obtained the rank of Corporal, serving in the Vietnam 

War until 1971. In 1973, my dad briefly came home on 

sabbatical during the Christmas holidays. Shortly after 

returning to duty, he was commissioned to Cambodia for 

intel, only to be discharged in the early part of 1978 due to a 

severe injury during a routine drill practice. My dad was an 

exceptional officer while serving his country and was well 

respected among his military peers. He acquired the 

reputation of being a man of high esteem and one that 

demonstrated the caliber of character everyone aspired to. 

He returned from war a well decorated Corporal and hero but 

a man with a severe case of PTSD (“post-traumatic stress 

disorder”). Our home was never the same. 

Throughout the Schmartz ancestry, the story of war was 

always clearly articulated. There was something in the fight 

and combativeness of war that seemed to provide a sense of 

freedom from everything that war represented. The family’s 

motto was “one must fight in order to be free.” I interpreted 

this to mean that it was an honor to serve so others might be 

exempt (free) from the contests of war, carried on by the 

force of arms and the subsequent clutches of imprisonment.  

I was the first to break tradition with the Schmartz legacy 

of war in that I never enlisted or had any exposure to the 

military or war. Still, I found myself engaged in a type of 
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inner struggle and war that left me feeling imprisoned; 

weakened by an imposed hostility without having any 

contact or familiarity to war. The momentum caused by it, 

kept me spiraling out of control. I heard a preacher say once, 

“Life’s instruction comes in the clap of thunder.” It was in 

the clap of thunder that I first heard the words, “You are 

predestined for greatness!” But what did it all mean? My life 

showed no evidence of greatness. How can one be great 

when they are controlled and impaired by the volume of the 

struggle and unable to find the switch that terminates all 

outside and conflicting noises? 
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