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Forward 
Pastor Buddy Tipton 

 
When I first read this research Jon Hamilton has written 
concerning the history of the Indian River and the Indians, my 
spirit immediately bore witness. 
 
I know these events have had a deep and strong spiritual 
impact on this area. 
 
When I read this, I also knew that the spirits (evil) would not 
be happy. 
 
We need to recognize these spirits, take authority, and armed 
with this knowledge steam ahead full-throttle.  
 
I have known Jon Hamilton for ten years and I have a lot of 
confidence in his spiritual acumen. I believe God has directed 
him in this exposure of the enemy. 
 
We need to listen to him.  
 
 
Pastor Buddy Tipton 
Senior Pastor, Central Assembly of God 
December, 1999 
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Introduction 
 
To the brothers and sisters God has called to leadership in the 
Indian River area of Florida:   
 
I submit the following to you that you might prayerfully 
consider if these things bear witness to you in the Spirit and 
are confirmed in your experiences. I am hopeful that there are 
others who will also step forward and share similar things God 
is showing to them, in order that we might mutually be 
strengthened, encouraged, and edified and thus develop 
strategies to wage warfare in the Spirit. 
 
As uncomfortable as we all may be with it, the language of the 
Spirit is not English.  God reveals things many times in part 
through pictures, words and impressions.  A “word of 
knowledge” is often just that, a single word breathed into our 
spirits.  We always question ourselves at the time asking “Is 
that God, or is that just my own thoughts?”   Later, after the 
fact, we usually find out it was indeed God. We look back on 
our lives with God and see His hand leading every step.  At 
the time we questioned, now we know.   
 
Moses asked God for a sign that what he was “hearing”  was 
really the voice of God. God told him that the sign he would 
give would be “after you have done these things you will 
worship me on this mountain” .  In other words, after it’s all 
over with, you’ ll know it was me directing you!  (OUCH!) 
 
For today, we must have faith, take a risk, and believe we have 
been directed by God.  This is where I find myself.  
 
Jon Hamilton 
January 1, 2000 
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one 

Wrestling With Powers 
 

 
 
The Bible describes a battle once warred between an angel 
sent to Daniel in Babylon and the demonic “prince”  that ruled 
over the nation at that time. This prince was no human ruler, 
but a spirit personality, a vassal of Satan. This personality held 
influence over the specific geographic area ruled by Persia.  
 
If you’ve ever traveled through parts of the Appalachians, you 
may have sensed a “spirit”  of poverty. I don’ t mean you just 
noticed people were poor, you felt something that hung in the 
atmosphere. Or perhaps you’ve traveled to Washington D.C. 
and felt that heaviness, a spirit of deception that seems to live 
inside the beltway. Different geographic places seem to have 
different demonic strongholds attached to them. These are 
often reflected in the community as characteristics of the 
residents. 
 
We seldom sense the demonic strongholds in our own 
backyards. Why? The reason is these spiritual strongholds 
have become familiar to us. They seem to be a part of our 
everyday normal lives. Unfortunately, these powers and traits 
often seep into the local believers, and Christians can be blind 
to them. 
 
In Ephesians 6:12 we read 
For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the 
rulers, against the powers, against the world forces of this 
darkness, against the spiritual forces of wickedness in the 
heavenly places.  
NAS 
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According to the scriptures, there is an unseen realm around us 
that is not flesh and blood.  There are rulers that the King 
James Version calls “principalities” . These rulers seem to be 
Satan’s delegated authority in a given area. They work in 
conjunction with “powers” . These powers might be described 
as streams of particular types of wickedness which soak into 
the people of an area. These work together with a host of 
disembodied spirit beings we call “demons”, which dwell in 
the unseen realm, or “heavenly places”  that surround us. 
 
The Bible also speaks of the gift of discerning of spirits. This 
gift is defined as the ability to sense either what God is doing 
in a particular person or setting, or what Satan’s forces are 
doing in a person or setting. I believe most Christians receive 
these messages from the Holy Spirit far more often that they 
will admit.  When most American Christians have discernment 
experiences, they shrug them off and assume it is their 
imagination.  We have been programmed to dismiss anything 
supernatural, and in doing so we often miss the truths that the 
Holy Spirit dwelling in us is communicating. 
 
I suspect many others have been “caused to know” certain 
things about the nature of the local battles we fight. But for 
me, it started as a dream……. 
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two 
The Dreams 

 
In my dream I walked along a graveled pathway through a 
wood of old sea oaks. They formed a canopy overhead that 
seemed to block out much of the daylight. The gnarled old 
trees gave occasional passage to a brief glint of sunlight, 
which revealed some rather large spider webs appearing to be 
woven everywhere beneath the canopy of trees.  The spiders 
were much larger than the usual backyard variety, and I took 
care to avoid walking into the few webs that came close to my 
pathway.   
 
On the gravel before my feet, a few black snakes slithered 
across the walkway.  Despite their presence, I continued down 
the path into the woods. I was intrigued.  I didn’ t recognize 
this place at all. Where was I?  
 
I noticed a few concrete picnic tables beneath the oaks and 
thought, “ I am in a park of some sort.”    I listened, and heard 
the crashing of the surf nearby.  I reasoned I must be near the 
beach. 
 
The dimly lit woods “ smelled”  of an ancient evil, a sin of old. 
Something bad had happened here.  Something long ago.  
Here something unclean felt comfortable, welcome, secure. 
For some reason, this place was important. 
 
I awakened. 
 
 
A few months after moving to Vero Beach in 1991, this dream 
became a recurring experience.  For the first few years I lived 
here, it would visit me every few months. Always the same, 
the dream would end as suddenly as it arrived. 
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Although in the past I had been skeptical of certain Christians 
who claim to be continually led by “dreams”, I realized that 
the Bible certainly allows for dreams to be from the Lord. So 
when the dream became a regular one, I started to ask 
questions. 
 
One day (in 1993 or ‘94) I decided to go looking for a park 
that matched my dream. Reasoning that perhaps this dream 
park was a real place, I drove along A1A from the St. Lucie 
County line to just north of County road 510, getting out to 
look at every park near a beach. None matched.  Feeling 
foolish, and assured the dream was merely symbolic, I gave up 
my search.  The dreams continued. Time passed. 
 
The Discovery 
 
In May of 1995, I was planning a broadcast promotion called 
“The Great Treasure Hunt” . The promotion played on local 
history, and some of our preparation required driving around 
hiding “treasure keys”  near historical sites.  The location of 
one key was along Jungle Trail, a local historical route.  As 
Brad Bacon drove us to the northern limit of the trail where it 
intersected A1A (near Windsor), we turned south to return to 
Vero.  I suddenly noticed a park on the east side of the road I 
had never noticed before.  I hadn’t thought about the dream in 
some months, but on an impulse I asked Brad to turn around 
and pull into the park. 
 
I sheepishly told Brad about the silly dream as we turned 
around and headed back.    I asked him to drive to the north 
end of the park and we got out of the car. When I saw the 
gravel path, my heart started to pound. This was the place! It 
was real.  I cannot begin to describe the sense of déjà vu.   
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I walked down the graveled path into the wooded area. It was 
exactly as I dreamed it, except no snakes crossed my path.  
Even the spider webs were real. (I was surprised park 
maintenance did not clear them.)  As the reality of this 
experience began to set in, I sensed an intense presence of 
God within me.  
 
Drawn to the far north side of the wooded area, I stood on a 
mound of earth beneath an old oak. I felt compelled to pray, to 
speak out loud, to prophesy with a loud voice. “Oh Lord”  I 
cried. “Reveal to us those things that are hidden! Let the 
strongholds that no one thinks can be torn down be exposed!”  
 
The words just formed in my mouth. I don’ t believe I knew 
what they meant. “Oh Lord, I call to you a second time!”  I 
yelled even louder. “Reveal to us those things that are hidden! 
Let the strongholds that no one thinks can be torn down be 
exposed!”  
 
If Brad was caught off guard by my behavior, he didn’ t show 
it. He kept his head bowed and prayed along with me.  “Oh 
Lord, I will cry to you a third time!  Reveal to us those things 
that are hidden! Let the strongholds that no one thinks can be 
torn down be exposed!”  
 
I started to cry out a fourth time, but felt immediately 
constrained. There was no unction. The words would not form 
in my mouth.  I was done. 
 
I was quickly ready to leave. The woods suddenly looked 
quite ordinary to me.   We left, and said little to each other on 
the drive back to the station.    I told very few people about the 
experience, just a few close friends and my pastors. 
 
Over the next few weeks I asked a few long-time locals I met 
if they were aware of any historical significance to this park.  
None were aware of any.  I assumed the experience would 
make sense in time, and put it out of my mind. 
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A Revealing Visit 
 
Some weeks later, a man whom I regard as a true prophetic 
voice came to visit. Steve Thompson, of Morningstar 
Publications, is an old friend of many years.  He occasionally 
visits to unwind here in Vero Beach and play a few holes of 
golf with Buddy Tipton.   
 
On this visit, Steve had a dream.  He became aware of a 
“thief”  outside of the cottage where he slept. He arose to give 
chase, but the thief always managed to remain hidden in the 
shadows where Steve could not get a good look.  Steve 
noticed that he held a gun in his hand. It contained three 
bullets.  Firing all his bullets, he managed to wound the thief 
and steal a quick but positive look at him from out of the 
shadows.  
 
Buddy had invited Steve to speak the following weekend at 
Central Assembly. As Steve began to preach, he seemed to be 
hesitant, straining at every word. (This was quite 
uncharacteristic.) He seemed to stop mid-message, then after a 
long, awkward pause, he abruptly began to speak with a great 
deal of force and authority.  
 
 Steve began to describe what he saw as a prominent 
principality over our area.   He described it as an intimidating 
spirit of control. This spirit, he declared, seeks to intimidate,  
control, and dominate all those under its influence. Steve 
specifically spoke of this spirit’ s efforts to control and limit 
the Church and her growth. It says to all, especially Christians 
“thus far you may go, but no more!”    Furthermore, Steve 
described it as having been here for a very long time. 
 
As Steve spoke, it seemed to those present as if a veil was 
removed from overhead. Some described the feeling as if 
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sunglasses were removed from our eyes.   We suddenly knew 
something about our enemy that had been “hidden” from us 
before. This spirit had preferred to remain in the shadows, 
manipulating spirits and circumstances, but now it had been 
identified. An immediate freedom seemed to fill the room. 
 
However, after a few days, all seemed normal, and the 
message was largely forgotten by many of us. 
 
 
Another Strange… 
 
Some weeks later, Steve and I spoke by phone.  I began to tell 
him for the first time of the story of the park dream, but, 
before I could, he stopped me, and began to describe the park 
to me with specific detail. It turns out that during a previous 
visit to Vero, Steve had been driving around, and felt drawn to 
that very park. I related the rest of the story, my later 
discovery, and triple prayer. He reminded me that in his dream 
revealing the spirit of control, he had three bullets in his gun.  
 
This entire story is something we have rarely spoken of, and 
virtually nothing was made public. Frankly, there was little of 
a practical nature to tell. We had a few confirmations from 
certain area leaders acknowledging the existence of a “control 
spirit” , but we felt that we needed more wisdom before 
suggesting any united action.   I, for one, wanted to avoid 
being presumptuous. We may have authority to cast out 
demons, but principalities are something to be “wrestled with”  
(Ephesians 6.)  Besides, I still did not know the significance of 
the park. It represented a piece of the puzzle we did not have. 
So we waited. 
 
Recently this puzzle piece was finally given to us. 
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