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One More Day
(A debut novel)
Available now



What would you do if you were given one more day—not to live longer, but to make peace with what you left behind?

For her, it’s not about changing the world. It’s about reaching the people she loves before time runs out.
With only twenty-four hours after her death, she returns not for revenge or glory—but for closure, for courage, and for the words she was too afraid to say when she was alive.
One More Day is a quiet, emotional story about love, regret, forgiveness, and the beauty of letting go.



Why readers are connecting with One More Day:

	Because some stories are born from real pain—and written to heal

	Because it reminds us that even our final moments can be full of grace

	Because it’s not just fiction—it’s a letter, a tribute, and a memory




If you enjoy spiritually resonant stories that stir the soul and speak softly but deeply—One More Day is for you.

Read it now
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SECTION 1: For the Spiritually Tired and Emotionally Exhausted
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(Stories of survival, slow healing, and grace in weakness)

The Power of Small Things
➤ For those stuck in depression, apathy, or burnout
(Start here: it’s gentle, relatable, and opens the heart quietly.)





When You Fear Falling Back
➤ For those in recovery, afraid of relapse or regression

When Getting Closer to God Feels Harder, Not Easier
➤ For Christians in spiritual refinement or inner struggle

Let Go of the Grip
➤ For overwhelmed caregivers, moms, and those at the edge
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The Power of Small Things:
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A Story of Hope from the Middle of the Bed



The blinds were always closed.

Martin hadn’t seen the sun touch his bedroom wall in months. He didn’t mean for it to happen—this slow fading out of life. But day after day, the stillness settled deeper. Forty years old. No crisis. No scandal. Just... stillness.

Outside, the world pulsed. Laughter from a neighbor’s radio. A delivery truck reversing. A dog barking like it had something important to say. But inside that room, nothing moved. Not even him.

Martin stared at the ceiling from his bed, the same spot he had laid in for hours. Sometimes all day. The pillow beneath his head had flattened to a slope, molded by too many heavy afternoons. Text messages from his sister had gone unanswered. He told himself he’d reply “tomorrow,” though he had lost count of how many tomorrows had come and gone.

There was no meltdown. No last straw. Just this hum of uselessness that sang louder with each passing day.

Then one evening, as the room darkened but the lamp stayed off, he said it aloud. Soft. Almost ashamed.

“I don’t know why I’m still here.”

It wasn’t a threat. He wasn’t trying to end things. He just... didn’t know how to keep going. The silence that followed wasn’t empty. It was thick, listening.



The fork had been there for days. Maybe a week.

It had fallen from the nightstand and landed near the laundry pile, just under the chair he never sat in anymore. At first, Martin ignored it. Then he noticed it each day. It became a small symbol of everything he couldn’t face.

But that Tuesday—or maybe it was Thursday; time had blurred—he stared at it longer. The silver caught a sliver of afternoon light through the cracked curtain. It almost looked like it belonged to someone else’s life.

Without much thought, he reached over, picked it up, walked to the kitchen, and washed it.

That’s all.
A fork.
He dried it with a towel he hadn’t used in days and returned it to the drawer. When he closed the drawer, the click echoed louder than expected in the silence.

He blinked.

It was such a small act. But something in him—some thin wire of something—stirred. He returned to his room, lay back down, and exhaled.

“I did something,” he said to no one. “Okay. Tomorrow... one more.”



The next morning he picked up a few wrappers. The next, he cleared his nightstand. No grand clean-up montage. Just pieces. Slow motion. But motion, still.

He wasn’t better. Not in the way people meant when they said they were. The fog didn’t lift. The noise in his head didn’t quiet. But there was a pulse again. A faint rhythm to his days.

One dish. One drawer. One drawer became a swept floor. A replied text. A made bed.

He opened his Bible for the first time in months. It still smelled like paper and Sunday school. The verse he landed on stopped him mid-scroll:

“Whatever your hand finds to do, do it with all your might.”
—Ecclesiastes 9:10
He read it again. And again.
Even a fork. Even this?



It had been a few weeks.

Martin’s apartment still looked lived-in. He hadn’t redecorated. The couch still sagged. But now the floors were clean. The dishes were washed. There were days he didn’t get far—days the heaviness returned like an old friend who never really left. But he’d learned something new:

He didn’t need to be impressive. He just needed to be present.

He started lighting a candle at night—not for the scent, but because it made the room feel less like a holding cell and more like a place he chose to be.

Sometimes he’d pray. Not long, not poetic. Just a breath. A whisper. “Thank You for letting me do one thing today.”



One afternoon, he texted his sister.

“Hey. Sorry for not replying. Just been going through it. Miss you.”

Her response came in minutes.

“Miss you too. Come over for dinner this week?”

He hadn’t cried in days, but something about that simple reply undid him.



Martin still has hard days.

Some mornings the bed wins. Some texts go unanswered. But he knows now that faith isn’t about fixing everything. It’s about staying when you want to leave. It’s about doing the thing you can, not resenting the things you can’t.

It’s about washing the fork.



“Whoever is faithful with very little is also faithful with much.”
—Luke 16:10



You matter. Even when no one sees.
Especially then.
So if all you can do today is stand, and pick up one dish—
That is enough.
That is holy.
And God sees.
“For God is not unjust; He will not forget your work and the love you have shown Him.”
—Hebrews 6:10
Amen.

Devotional: The Sacredness of Small Things
Reflection on “The Power of Small Things: A Story of Hope from the Middle of the Bed”



“Whatever your hand finds to do, do it with all your might.”
—Ecclesiastes 9:10
There are seasons in life that do not feel like life at all. They feel like waiting rooms without clocks, long afternoons that bleed into night. Like Martin, some of us have known what it’s like to stare at the ceiling and feel invisible. Not because we’re unloved. Not because something tragic happened. But because the weight of simply existing has grown too heavy to carry.

And yet—God meets us there. Not with thunder. Not with grand purpose. But with something quieter. A fork.

In Martin’s story, the fork is not just a utensil. It becomes a turning point—a sacred invitation to remember that even the smallest act, when done in faith, becomes worship. That’s the God we follow


















	What is your “fork” today—what small task can you do that would honor God, even if no one sees?

	Have you been waiting to feel better before moving forward? What if moving is part of the healing?

	Can you offer your small acts today—your dishes, your prayers, your texts—as sacred gifts to the Lord?
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