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Foreword
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Before you dive into the chapters of this book, let me say something as a friend who watched much of it unfold.
This isn’t some feel-good story polished for inspiration. This is a life that was gutted and rebuilt—more than once. I watched Fred lose almost everything. I saw him go back and forth with addiction, spiral into darkness, and burn bridges he never thought he'd cross again. And then—I watched him crawl back with nothing but prayer and grit.
There were times I honestly didn’t think he’d make it. But then something happened. Not all at once, but piece by piece, I saw a man who once felt too far gone start to believe again. He started listening for God’s voice instead of his own. He began to let go of the pride, the excuses, and the pain—and grab hold of something greater.
This book is raw. It’s uncomfortable. It’s not for people who like tidy endings or fake smiles. But it’s real. And more than anything, it’s proof that the power of God and prayer is still alive.
So if you're feeling lost, or if someone you love is caught in that same cycle, keep reading. There’s hope in these pages. And if God can work a miracle in Fred’s life, He can do it in yours too.
— An Anonymous Friend
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Preface
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There are two things you need to know before you read a single chapter of this book:
First, I didn’t write this to make myself look good. This is not a tale of a hero’s journey—it’s a story of human failure, divine mercy, and undeserved redemption. I wrote it for anyone who’s ever wondered if they’ve gone too far, lost too much, or wasted too many chances. I wrote it because I’ve been there.
Second, this isn’t fiction. Every story you’ll read is real. Some parts are hard to revisit—moments I’m not proud of—but they’re all part of what God has brought me through. I didn’t survive by chance. I survived because prayer still works. Because miracles still happen. And because even when I wasn’t looking for Him, God was looking out for me.
So, before you begin, ask yourself this: What if the worst thing you’ve ever been through could become the foundation of someone else’s healing?
That’s what this book is. It’s not about who I used to be—it’s about who I’m becoming, and who you can become too.
––––––––
[image: ]


Acknowledgments

First and foremost, I thank God —
For never giving up on me, even when I gave up on myself. For the grace, the miracles, and the power of prayer that rescued me time and time again. This book exists only because of Your mercy, and I give You all the glory.
To my Grandma, Granddad, and my mom —
I thank you for the seeds of truth you planted in me as a child. I may have strayed far from the path, but your words never left me.
As Proverbs 22:6 says: “Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not depart from it.”
There were many years when I misunderstood what life was really about — but today, I see it clearly, and I know it was your foundation that brought me back.
To Dignity Health —
Thank you for connecting me to Lotus 24/7. That was the turning point.
To Placer County Adult System of Care, Action Team, Granite Wellness
AMI Housing / Harbor House,
California CalFresh and Medi-Cal —
Your support helped stabilize my life when I couldn’t do it on my own. Each of you played a role in my recovery and rebuilding.
To Rick Wheeler’s Recovery Now and my sponsor, Terry C —
Thank you for walking this journey with me, one day at a time.
To the Fellowship of Alcoholics Anonymous —
Your honesty, your strength, and your shared hope reminded me that I am not alone. You helped me see that healing is possible.
To Set Free Christian Fellowship and Pastor Ray “Weebles” Slocum —
Thank you for pouring into my spirit and reminding me that Jesus saves to the uttermost. Your ministry showed me what true surrender looks like.
––––––––
[image: ]


Author’s Note

I’m so grateful you’ve chosen to walk with me through these pages. Writing this book has been one of the hardest and holiest things I’ve ever done. I’ve had to revisit places in my life that I’d rather forget—but I did it because I believe the truth matters. Because I believe in the power of testimony.

I didn’t write this to elevate myself. Quite the opposite—I wrote this to show how far down I went, and how far God was willing to reach to lift me out. These are eyewitness accounts of things I lived through. I don’t know why I was allowed to survive some of them. Maybe God trusted that when I finally stepped outside of myself, I would carry the message forward. Maybe it’s not about me at all—maybe it’s about you, the one reading this now.

There were people who scoffed at me along the way. Some still do. They’ve said I’m trying to put myself above others. But that couldn’t be further from the truth. My life has been broken, messy, and full of mistakes. What I’m trying to show isn’t my strength—it’s God’s.

If even one person finds hope in these words, then all of it—the pain, the writing, the struggle to get it just right—it’s worth it.

Thank you for letting me share my story with you.

—F. R. Shumake
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For Jeromy and Rebecca
Jeromy, you were the original inspiration for this book. I watched God work miracles in your life—miracles I never believed were possible for someone like me. For years, I thought God’s healing was for other people, not for someone so broken, so far gone. But I was wrong. God was always working in my life, even when I couldn’t see it.
Today, my heart aches because we don’t speak. But I understand. I remember the pain I carried from my own childhood, and I know some wounds take time to heal. Still, not a day goes by that I don’t think of you or your sister, Rebecca. I never stopped loving either of you. I just didn’t know how to show it.
For so long, I drowned in regret, guilt, and shame. I ran. I numbed myself. I hurt people, including the ones I love most. But today, I don’t want to live in that bondage anymore. I want to be free—to live honestly, to love deeply, and to rebuild what I once destroyed. I pray that God, in His perfect timing, will reconcile us.
This book is not an excuse for my actions, but it is my offering of truth and surrender. I dedicate it not only to you, Jeromy and Rebecca, but also to my family—especially my mom, Aunt Shirley, my cousins, my Grandma and Granddad—who never gave up on me. And to my friend Terry, whose kindness helped me believe again.
Most of all, I thank God, who never stopped reaching for me, even when I had nothing left to give.
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