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      Thank you for cracking open my book. Hopefully, you’ll like this one and want to find out more about my journey with Jesus, the stories I’m telling, and the worlds I’m creating. I’d love it if you’d subscribe to my newsletter to keep up to date with everything I have going on and to read frequent insights and faith-based messages at authorcmpowers.substack.com.
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      Before all else, this book is dedicated to Jesus. Without Him, none of us would have a happy ending. Without Him, there would be no true relief from depression.

      I want to dedicate this book to Jules. I will always wish we’d found each other earlier. Every day, I’ll wish we had more time together. Depression was always something I suffered through on my own. Nobody seemed to get it. With you, Jules, the dark clouds scatter. I know you were a gift from God, and I thank Him every day for letting me wake up next to you by my side.

      And this is dedicated to my kids—all of them. I hope you all form a relationship with God that can never be shaken. Make Jesus a priority and it’ll all be okay.

      I want to mention that if you’ve read the old version of this book under my old pen name, you’ll find some new chapters in this one. I’ve also rearranged the chapters to make the story flow smoother. The old version of this book held my Christian beliefs but wasn’t clear enough about my faith. I like this version much better. I hope you do too.

      I originally wrote this book when dealing with my own depression. It’s something I’ve battled for a long time. Since growing closer to God and strengthening my spiritual knowledge, I’ve learned to tell those pesky depression demons to take a hike. Kick rocks because I’m covered in the blood of Jesus!

      Sometimes the struggle to maintain can be overbearing, and people tend to lose faith in themselves, in society, and sadly, even in God. Yes, even Christians struggle. The enemy loves to attack when he sees the Lord pulling people back to His side. At least we know how this story ends, and it’s glorious.

      Shadows form when the light wavers, but if redirected, it can brighten even the darkest spaces. We need to stomp that depression demon, send it back down into the depths where it should rightfully dwell, and regain the reins on our lives.

      God bless, and I hope this story makes you let go of any nagging, negative feelings. Let the intrusive thoughts go. When you’re having a hard time with life, this book is for you. It’s dedicated to the devoted, to those dangerously close to the edge who are dangling out there and daring to dive out of harm’s way and do it again for another day. It’s for those with semicolon tattoos, downward faces, and hoods covering their heads. It’s for those taking baby steps and counting each one along the way. Each stride brings you closer to the end of the day. Let’s keep these days coming. You’ve got this.

      This story might come across as ludicrous. You might find the rhyming way in which it unravels to be quite annoying, or maybe you’ll find its sing-song melody refreshing. Maybe you’ll find it inspiring. Or maybe it’ll be complete rubbish. I’ll let you be the judge. Pick it up, read it, and then put it down. If it stays with you, lingering around in your mind, then it was a success. If it gathers dust and dissipates from your thoughts, then it was just not for you. Either way, I’ve enjoyed writing it.

      I like to make it clear I’m not a poet, so forgive me for breaking poetic rules. I’m a storyteller who sometimes likes to rhyme. Overall, my goal is to represent God correctly and hopefully lead at least one person to Jesus. If I can do that, I’ve succeeded.

      Thank you to the ladies who helped me by reading through the original version of this book and checking it for errors. Thank you to Fran, Stephanie, Autumn, Mary, Kaye, and Kassy. You all rock!

      Thank you to my buddy Wofford Lee Jones for reading through the final version and creating this beautiful cover. Check out his work at woffordleejones.com.

      And I need to thank a friend who has championed this book since its initial release. Jolyne Roberts has gone through so much and has stayed strong through it all. If the rest of us can prove to have even an ounce of her strength, then we’ll be more than okay. She knows where she’s going in the end, and she’s holding tight until it’s her time to be back in the arms of her loved ones. As she put it in her Facebook post, she’ll keep looking for God winks in the meantime. Thank you, Jolyne, for being an inspiration.

      Last, please read my Final Thoughts page at the end of this book. It’s important. Continue reading after that for a preview of the first two chapters of my first Christian supernatural thriller novel, Scatter the Dark.

      Thank you for reading. Without you, none of this makes sense.
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        My fingertips slide down the rain-pelted glass.

        Two fingers across her damp face.

        It’s not rain, who am I kidding? It’s the teardrops I’m dripping.

        As I long to be back in our days.

      

        
      
        My car sits idle as I stare at my wife

        In the framed photo of us in that setting.

        Who could’ve guessed I’d be such a mess

        Thinking of the day of our wedding?

      

        
      
        Carved cake, pretty photos, an organized event.

        Those are the memories of our guests.

        Divine beauty, a raised veil, and a waltz full of hope.

        Those are what I remember best.

      

        
      
        My chest is an empty shell of a heart now gone.

        It flew off to hover by her side.

        The thunderous thumping, now barely thrumming,

        As it beats to the step of my dead bride.

      

        
      
        The pounding fades the farther she goes,

        And now I fear it is too far to hear.

        Suicide took her life, according to the doctor.

        Yet I know she’d been dead inside for years.

      

        
      
        Ivory faked her joy, with her head held high.

        Blindness robbed her of self-worth.

        She suffered silently, with withered self-esteem.

        Now, I’m left behind to handle the hurt.

      

        
      
        God, it hurts. My broken dreams like shattered bones.

        She crushed my soul when she went.

        My flesh has singed, sizzled, and scarred.

        Our straight path now seems so bent.

      

        
      
        I step out of the car, leave the picture behind,

        And walk across the grassy plain.

        Her tombstone is only a few yards away.

        I reach it and hit my knees in pain.

      

        
      
        This coffin holds the body of the woman I love,

        But her soul has been carried away.

        I still visit her grave with flowers and tears.

        There’s so much I wish I could say.

      

        
      
        Her plot is so damp, and the stone is so cold.

        On a blanket, I sit, talk, sip wine.

        I grow lazy and tired, but I refuse to leave.

        I lie down and lose track of time.

      

        
      
        My mind wanders to places we’ve been together.

        The park, the beach, movies, and plays.

        Every time I reach out to grab hold of a scene,

        It scatters in the wind and fades.

      

        
      
        As I lie here and nod off to a world not mine,

        I imagine her heart beating beneath me.

        If it did, I would dig through this dirt ‘til I bled,

        But I can’t, so I beg God to release me.

      

        
      
        His release comes in the strangest of forms.

        Not the angel one would think.

        He has no wings, no halo I can see,

        But he appears in the speed of a blink.

      

        
      
        Yes, I blink, and bam! He’s here before me.

        A mime with a pasty face and black paint.

        He juggles jars, trinkets, and other objects.

        I’ve got no time for clowns pretending they ain’t.

      

        
      
        Truth be told, I’m bitter and cold.

        I want to lie here and sulk in my sorrow.

        This clown’s joy has me downright annoyed.

        “Leave me be so I can get drunk ‘til tomorrow.”

      

        
      
        He frowns as the objects fall into his hand.

        They simply sink into his palm and vanish.

        He rubs a fist to his eye like he just might cry,

        And says, “Won’t you feed a poor mime who’s famished?”

      

        
      
        I feel no panic being approached by this oddball,

        But I remind him that mimes can’t talk.

        He laughs, rolls his eyes, and says, “Look here, smart guy.

        Would you prefer I wag my tail and bark?”

      

        
      
        “I’m parched,” he adds. “And I really am hungry.

        We could share some of the food I see.

        But if you don’t think so, I guess I’ll just go

        And find someone more cordial to me.”

      

        
      
        “Crackers and cheese are all that I have,

        A small snack to nibble while I sip.”

        He throws the food at his chin, and it sinks right in

        Without him ever opening his lips.

      

        
      
        He gulps, he slurps, rubs his belly, and burps.

        And says, “Come on, we have lots to discuss.”

        When I refuse to move, he points down at the tomb

        And says, “Did Ivory teach you nothing of trust?”

      

        
      
        I’ve had enough of this clown as he points at his frown.

        “Don’t ever mention my wife!”

        “If that suits you,” he says. “Fine, but I’m not the one crying,

        Or the one willingly wasting his life.”
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