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Preface
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This novel began as a quiet exploration of grief, faith, and the surprising ways hope returns when we least expect it. I wanted to write a story that honors resilience, not as a loud triumph but as a soft shift, the kind that begins inside the heart before it appears in the world.

Margaret Mary’s journey was inspired by the idea that healing does not erase love, and that moving forward is not a betrayal of the past. The teachings of Neville Goddard became a guidepost throughout the writing of this book. His reminder that imagination and gratitude shape our inner world helped form the emotional backbone of this story.

This book is, at its core, a gentle testament to living in the end, trusting the unseen, and believing that even after great loss, life can soften and bloom again.
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Chapter One: The Hollow Quiet
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The crickets sang their familiar night song, a gentle chorus drifting through the open windows and settling over the quiet North Carolina countryside. The warm summer air carried the scent of honeysuckle and fresh earth, and fireflies blinked softly in the tall grass outside. The Sullivan farmhouse sat tucked between wide fields and a line of tall pines, the land stretching far enough that the night seemed to wrap itself around everything.

Margaret Mary Sullivan sat on the sagging couch, hands limp in her lap, breath thin and trembling. Three months had passed since James died, yet the ache in her chest felt as sharp as the moment it happened. The house that once buzzed with laughter and life now felt hollow, as if it were holding its breath.

She could still feel him everywhere.

His scent lingered in the hallway, warm and familiar. His boots remained by the door, dusted with red Carolina clay from the fields he loved. His flannel shirt hung on the bedroom peg, sleeves rolled the way he always left them. The floorboards still creaked beneath the slow echo of his steady stride. Every part of the home held pieces of him.

James had been the heart of their family. He filled rooms with a calm warmth that made even hard days feel manageable. He carried the scent of pine, clean soap, and honest work. When he wrapped his arms around her, she felt safe, grounded, and deeply loved. He had a habit of brushing her hair behind her ear before kissing her forehead each morning. Simple gestures, but they had made her feel cherished in a way she had never known.

Their love was gentle and steady. A love built on shared mornings, whispered prayers, and the quiet comfort of choosing each other every day. He played with the children until the yard rang with laughter. He lifted Elizabeth high into the air until she squealed. He let Joseph ride on his shoulders as they fed the chickens. He raced Henry across the yard, claiming he let the boy win every time. Supper was always lively, and afterward James would hum old hymns while washing dishes, off key but joyful.

They had been a happy, imperfect, beautiful family.

Then came the morning that changed everything.

She remembered it with painful clarity. Sunlight streamed through the kitchen window, warming the wooden floorboards. The smell of biscuits filled the room, though the bottoms had burnt slightly as usual. James had teased her about it, laughing as he brushed a kiss across her cheek.

“Good thing I love you more than breakfast,” he had said, eyes bright with affection.

His hands gently brushed her waist as he walked past to pour his coffee. It was an ordinary moment, soft and familiar.

Then it happened.

He paused mid step. His hand trembled. His face went pale. The coffee mug slipped from his fingers and shattered on the floor.

“James!” she cried out.

He swayed, eyes losing focus, then collapsed into her arms. His breath came shallow and uneven. Terror consumed her as she cradled him, calling his name again and again, her voice cracking with fear.

The paramedics arrived quickly, but the truth had already settled in her chest. No final words. No warning. His death came suddenly and without mercy.

The silence that followed was unbearable.

Now, sitting alone in the dim living room, the memories washed over her in waves. Bills covered the coffee table, red letters glaring at her. Responsibilities piled up faster than she could manage.

She checked on the children. Joseph slept with an arm draped protectively over Henry. Elizabeth clung to her stuffed rabbit. They had lost so much, yet slept without fear.

When she returned to the couch, her chest tightened.

And she broke.

A sound escaped her, raw and aching. Weeks of grief poured out in sobs.

“James,” she whispered. “How do I do this without you?”

When the tears slowed, the soft glow of the TV caught her eye.

Neville Goddard: The Power of Assumption

She had no memory of turning anything on. Yet something nudged inside her.

She reached for the remote.

Outside, the Carolina night pressed close around the farmhouse. She felt the land holding her, steady beneath her grief.

Thank you for carrying me through this night, she whispered.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: Storms That Break a Woman
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The storm rolled in just after sundown, the kind of heavy southern storm that gathered its breath across miles of open field before finally letting loose. Thunder rumbled low across the North Carolina hills, shaking the windows. Rain drummed against the tin roof in steady sheets.

Margaret Mary sat on the edge of the couch, hands clasped tightly in her lap. She felt wound too tight, as if one wrong movement would break something inside her.

The children were asleep. Joseph had asked, “Mama, do you think Daddy can hear us in heaven?” She had said yes, though the words had nearly broken her. Henry had cried quietly into his blanket. Elizabeth had clung to her hand.

Now, in the quiet storm lit house, everything pressed down on her.

She cried again, breath breaking in uneven waves. Each sob felt like a collapse.

“James,” she whispered.

She cried for the fear she tried to hide from the children. For the bills she flipped over so the red warnings would not scream at her. For the future she could not see.

When her sobs slowed, she leaned back and closed her eyes.

A memory rose—James in the doorway, boots muddy, smiling softly. “Maggie girl, everything is going to be alright.” Even when money was tight, he believed that. He made her believe it too.

Thunder cracked across the sky.

The TV brightened again.

Neville Goddard: The Power of Assumption

She frowned. She had not touched the remote.

Something tugged inside her.

She pressed play.

Neville’s voice filled the room. You are the operant power. Your imagination shapes your world.

She glanced at the overdue bills. “If that were true,” she murmured, “I would imagine all this paid already.”

But she did not turn it off.

Rain softened outside. A shutter rattled.

Neville continued. Assume the feeling of the wish fulfilled.

She whispered, “I cannot even see the end.”

Still, something inside her softened.

A memory rose—James scooping her into his arms, spinning her around. “As long as we are together, we will make it.”

She whispered, “I wish you were here to tell me that now.”

The storm eased.

Neville said, Persist, and it will harden into fact.

Margaret Mary did not yet believe it.

But she knew one thing.

She was tired of drowning.

And something small whispered that maybe she could learn to swim again.
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Chapter Three: A Whisper Through the Screen
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Neville’s voice filled the room with a slow and steady warmth, a quiet confidence woven into each word. The glow from the TV softened the edges of the dim living room, casting gentle light across the walls that had once echoed with laughter. Outside, the storm had passed, leaving the land washed clean and smelling faintly of rain and earth.

Margaret Mary leaned back on the couch, her eyes heavy but alert. Something in Neville’s voice calmed the trembling inside her, even if she did not yet understand his teachings.

He said, You are the operant power. Your imagination shapes your world.

She let out a soft breath. “If only that were true,” she whispered, glancing at the overdue bills. If imagination shaped reality, hers must have been working against her for months.

The children stirred one by one and wandered into the living room, still sleepy from the storm filled night. Joseph stretched his arms over his head and blinked at the screen.

“Mama, is that the same man from last night?”

“It is,” she said gently.

Henry climbed onto the couch beside her, blanket trailing behind him. “He talks funny,” he muttered.

Margaret smiled faintly. “Maybe. But sometimes people who talk different know things we do not.”

Elizabeth rubbed her eyes before crawling into her mother’s lap. “Mama, what is he saying?”

“He is saying that sometimes our thoughts can help us,” Margaret said, brushing the child’s hair from her face.

Elizabeth tilted her head. “Like when I think about Daddy?”

The question struck something tender inside her. Margaret kissed her forehead. “Yes, baby. Thinking about Daddy keeps him close.”

A memory rose—James on the back porch at sunset, lifting Elizabeth onto his shoulders while Henry chased fireflies. Joseph leaned against James’s side, talking about constellations. James had looked at her with a soft smile full of love.

“There is nothing on this earth I love more than this family,” he had said.

Her throat tightened, but the memory warmed her instead of breaking her.

Neville continued. Dare to imagine a better state for yourself. Dare to believe that the life you want already exists within you.

Margaret looked down at her trembling hands. Only a slight shake now. The heaviness in her chest had eased.

Outside, dawn spread across the fields, painting the sky in soft shades of rose and gold.

Joseph pointed to the TV. “Mama, do you believe him?”

“I do not know yet,” she said. “But I think I want to.”

Henry leaned into her side. “Daddy always said things would get better.”

“He did,” she said softly. “He believed in us. And this home.”

Elizabeth whispered, “Mama, can we get better too?”

Margaret pulled her children close. “Yes. I think we can.”

Neville said, Assume the feeling of the wish fulfilled.

She whispered, “Maybe I can try.”

Morning light filled the room. For the first time in months, her breath felt easy.

Through the window, fireflies drifted
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