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"What if you're not what they've told you?

What if your soul remembers what your mind has forgotten?

What if this life isn't the beginning... but the return?"
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This book wasn't written to convince.

[image: image]


It was written to awaken.

The Hidden Return is a whispered invitation to those who have always felt they were searching for something more—even if they couldn't name it. If you've ever felt the world is too noisy, too shallow, or too heavy, you're not alone. And you're not crazy. You're remembering.

What you'll read here isn't doctrine. It's not a call to religion. It's a call back to your spirit. To your origin. To your silent, sacred knowing. It's for those who feel as if they've lived before. Loved before. Struggling with something they can't quite name. This is a reflection for the scattered—those who have been carrying the weight of memory in a world that has tried to make them forget.

This book doesn't pretend to have all the answers.

But it dares to ask the deepest questions.

You may find yourself in these pages—not as a student, but as a soul being remembered. And if you do, then the return has already begun.

Welcome back.

— Joshea D. Crum 
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Chapter 1: The Forgotten Ones

By Joshea D. Crum
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Have you ever felt like you belonged somewhere else?

Like something inside you aches for a home you’ve never seen?

We walk this earth as if we belong here—and in some ways, we do.

But in other ways, there’s a gnawing ache,

a strange familiarity with things we’ve never seen,

and a hunger for something we can’t quite name.

It’s as if we’ve lost something.

Or maybe we’ve been stripped of a memory that once defined us.

The concept of fallen angels has long been painted in harsh tones—

images of rebellion, wrath, and eternal exile.

But what if the story isn’t about damnation,

but about restoration?

What if the "fall" was not a final verdict,

but the beginning of a redemptive journey?

A fall not into destruction... but into discovery.

Many of us carry wounds we can’t explain.

Dreams that feel more like distant memories.

And a yearning for something higher—something home.

These aren’t coincidences.

They are echoes.

Spiritual footprints left behind by what we once were

and what we may be again.

If we are the forgotten ones—beings once full of light—

then Earth is not our punishment;

it is our proving ground.

A sacred test of love without memory,

of light discovered in the dark.

A place where we walk blind so we may truly see.

Where we choose without the bias of memory.

Where love, truth, and devotion are tested—

not by what we remember,

but by what we believe.

To be forgotten by ourselves is one thing.

To be remembered by God is another.

And that is the great mercy of this story:

Though we may have forgotten Heaven...

Heaven has not forgotten us.

This journey does not begin in churches or temples.

It begins in the ones who cannot stop asking:

“Who am I, really?”

And to that soul, whispering in the dark,

God answers—not with a thunderclap,

but with a memory.

We begin to recognize each other—

not with words, but with a look. A silence.

A moment that passes between strangers where something eternal shifts.

As if our spirits whisper:

“There you are.”

We don’t all awaken at once.

Some feel the call in suffering.

Others in beauty.

Some while staring at the stars,

others while holding the hand of someone they love.

But once it begins...

there’s no turning back.

You start to see through the illusion.

You start to feel the weight of your own soul.

And in time,

the ache becomes a compass.

The fire becomes a signal.

And the ordinary becomes the holy.

This is the beginning of the hidden return.

It is not a path for the perfect.

It’s a call to the ones who ache.

To the ones who remember without knowing how.

To the ones who are just now beginning to wake.

Welcome back.

The light never left you—

it just waited for you to see it again.
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Chapter 2: Memory and Mercy

By Joshea D. Crum
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There’s a reason we don’t remember.

A reason we woke up here—

in skin and time,

in bodies that ache and hearts that question.

With no clear trace of who we were before.

It’s not punishment.

It’s not cruelty.

It’s design.

Because real love can’t be forced.

It can’t be programmed.

It must be chosen—freely, and in the dark.

To remember too much would remove the choice.

To feel the warmth of where we came from would make every decision easy.

But easy isn’t faithful.

And instinct isn’t devotion.

So we were given just enough to ache,

but not enough to escape the question.

We remember only in fragments.

In flashes.

In feelings we can’t explain.

A melody that moves us to tears.

A face that feels familiar.

A dream that feels older than the life we’re living.

That’s not imagination.

That’s grace.

And grace is a mercy, too.

Because in the forgetting,

God gave us the greatest honor:

The chance to love Him back—not because we remember, but because we trust.

It’s easy to worship when you’ve seen the face of glory.

But what about when all you have is a whisper?

What about when the sky is silent and the world is loud and everything sacred feels far away?

That’s when belief becomes beautiful.

The silence of memory is God’s greatest trust.

He steps back,

concealing just enough to let your decisions carry meaning.

He veils the past not to punish,

but to protect the integrity of your future.

Without memory,

we choose based on the whisper, not the echo.

Based on longing, not certainty.

And in that vulnerability,

something holy is born: belief.

We ache because we once belonged.

We hunger because we once tasted.

We weep because we were once whole.

The pain is not punishment.

It’s proof of a deeper past.

And every moment you choose truth, love, humility, or mercy,

that memory sharpens.

Not as facts—but as recognition.

You begin to feel not as if you are learning,

but as if you are remembering.

To forget Heaven is to prove your love.

To live with longing is to show God you still care.

This is mercy.

Not that we were cast down—but that we were trusted to climb back up.

Not by might.

Not by memory.

But by choice.

Every time you forgive when it hurts...

Every time you speak when you’re afraid...

Every time you love when it’s easier to close off...

You’re not performing.

You’re returning.

You’re proving the light was never left behind—it was planted.

And now, it’s starting to grow again.

Heaven never stopped knowing who you were.

Now, you must remember who you can still become.
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Chapter 3: Earth – The Proving Ground 

By Joshea D. Crum
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If Heaven is where the story began, Earth is where it’s rewritten.

Not with ink—but with ache. Not with memory—but with choice.

This world isn’t a mistake. It’s a crucible. It’s the proving ground of the soul.

It’s where love is no longer instinct—it’s decision. It’s where light isn’t inherited—it’s chosen. It’s where faith isn’t reflex—it’s fire.

We walk blind here—not because we are cursed, but because we are trusted to find our way back.

Earth is heavy. It’s confusing. It breaks and bends and tests everything we think we know.

But in that pressure, something holy emerges.

Here, good cannot be assumed—it must be pursued. Here, compassion isn’t taught—it must be remembered. Here, we are refined—not in comfort, but in collision.

We cry out, “Why would a perfect God allow such chaos?” But perhaps the chaos is where character is born. The tension is where transformation begins.

Because only in the dark can we learn how to shine.

Pain strips away illusion. Suffering confronts the self. And every injustice we see awakens the echo of something purer.

In every act of love, we glimpse the divine.

This is not exile. This is education. This is not punishment. This is preparation.

Here, the soul is tested not by what it knows, but by how it acts when it remembers nothing.

Here, love is sacred—because it isn’t guaranteed. Here, faith becomes flame. And flame does not destroy gold—it reveals it.

There are others. Carriers of memory. Beings who feel out of place because they are. Souls who ache because they once knew joy without pain. People who carry compassion like fire in their bones.

You might be one of them.

They are not loud. They are not many. But they are waking up.

Earth may be the proving ground—but it’s also the gathering place. A place where scattered light finds each other again.

A place where the return doesn’t begin in Heaven—but right here.

In the quiet decisions. The hidden acts of love. The moments no one sees but Heaven remembers.

You are not lost. You are being tested—one heartbeat at a time.

And with every loving choice, every sacrifice, every moment of clarity in the fog—you are writing the story again.

Not as the fallen. But as the rising.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
. _THE -
‘HIDDEN
RETURN

JOSHEA D. CRUM





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





