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It was all God! 

Generally, I am a prolific writer. I write every day on a wide cross section of topics. Recently, I contemplated writing stories; but my confidence was lagging behind my desires. You see, I am used to producing scores of poems and articles. These are quick, no more than 1000 words. However, I decided to start doing short stories and then on to a novella. I asked God, what I should write. Then these stories came.

I released a series of poems from the perspective of the depressed and grief stricken mind. Then, God said tell the stories of people who have these challenges; the people who have died. I was worried. Intimidated. Writing about depression! 

“Lord? I just left that hurdle a few years back.” 

He said, “Who better to do so.”

Immediately, I received the story of the nun; Anna’s story. All the others came together just as easily. When I got to Isis’s story, my anxiety grew. It was intense. When I write, I actually visualise the characters and the scenes; but this one was intense, it was too personal. I went into prayer.

I prayed for clear communication with the Holy Spirit. I prayed for yielding fully to God’s direction. I prayed for the covering of the Holy Spirit, because I came under spiritual attack by demons while writing Isis’ story. Then, God gave me the plans for the next step of my journey.

You see, God wanted to disclose the hidden activities in people’s lives. To reveal the spiritual strongholds, demonic forces and consequences. He also wanted to share the strategies on how to overcome these challenges; how to overcome suicide. I prayed for the people who would read the book and that they would receive healing and deliverance, in Jesus name. 

In all, it has been a humbling experience. I pray that reading this book will bring down strongholds. I pray that it will shine the spotlight on one of the devastating weapons of the enemy. I pray that souls will be saved for the Kingdom of God. I pray that Christians and churches will share these revelations with their congregations. I pray that none will be lost for lack of knowledge, in Jesus name.

Selah. 

For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places. - Ephesians 6:12 (KJV)
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​​Annette’s Story - April 1993
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She saw the glaring headlights before feeling the impact. The SUV jerked, became airborne and pitched her forward. Shattered glass flew into her face. The sickening sound of metal crunching on rock permeated her consciousness. The SUV bounced and rolled down the ravine. She felt the seat belt cutting into her chest and neck, as it snapped her back against the seat repeatedly. Pain exploded in her head. There was silence and then darkness. Abigail was silent.

Annette flew up in the bed and moaned, “Oh God, no.” She was tired of the nightmares. 

She wiped her eyes, but it was futile. Tears ran down her cheeks. Annette had relived her loss for the infinite time. Grabbing her stomach, she retched as if her heart was exploding. Her nightgown was soaked through. Her eyes burned from the salty sweat, running down her face. Nothing could soothe the grief raging inside her.

Spring was a sad time for Annette. Her heart would retreat deeper within her at the onset of the season. It was reminiscent of the shadows of pain, which lurked in her heart. Life was and never will be the same. It sounds fatalistic, but that was how she felt.

She avoided nature and outdoors as best as she could, especially her garden. She preferred the reclusive comfort of her bedroom. Chirping birds nursing their young, butterflies and bees contending for a suckle from a fresh bud were just too much. Even in that, which she once considered a blessing, now lie the triggers of piercing pain. The memories of Abigail threaten to be the death of her.

She clung to the solitude of her room. No one bothered her there. Annette occasionally spoke to her parents on the phone. Her mother would surely migrate to town, if she did not detect signs of life. Moreover, Annette was sure her housekeeper was giving her updates.

Glancing around her bat cave of a room, she noticed the thickness of the darkness within. It was not a huge room; it required six steps to get to the master bathroom and the same for Annette to get to the north and west facing windows. The thick mauve drapes were mostly kept drawn. Annette permitted her housekeeper to open them at dusk, to swap out the old stale air. Funny, that is how she felt, old and stale. The snapshots of her life that littered her chest of drawers and mantle were cloaked in that darkness. Only her memory of them, told of their existence in the first place. She preferred it that way. It was akin to shutting out life, to recreating the semblance of what the womb must be like. Just the thought and its implied function caused her heart to quiver with engraved, perpetual sorrow.

Annette’s delicate existence was protected by her housekeeper. The woman was like a mother bear. All were kept out, unless she wanted to oblige their need to check on her. This was something, which she rarely did these days. Without Ms. Dobson, the house would have long ago fallen apart. She was a paragon of virtue. She was how all grandmothers are. Age had not robbed her of her vigour of life, nor the good-natured aspects of her personality. She had a ready smile and a kind word for all.

Since the accident, Annette did not have the heart or interest to maintain a house. A couple months before, her mother had found the house in disarray, on one of her surprise visits. Her mother found roaches parading in the kitchen and dining room like soldiers on duty. The garden was overgrown and rat poop could be seen on the dining room table. Annette did not care about such things anymore.

It broke her mother’s heart to see Annette in such a state. She tried to convince Annette to sell the house and move back to Montego Bay. Anne said no. This was their home. Sometimes, she would go into Dean’s closet. Annette could not bear to part with his things. They were all she had left of him. She found comfort in sniffing his shirts. They still had Dean’s scent. It was faint, but Annette clung to its comfort. 

Not wishing to agitate her daughter further, May had recommended Ms. Dobson as Annette’s housekeeper. The old woman was a godsend. Every so often, she came in to ensure that Annette ate something or visited the shower that week. She required little because she did not do much. Dean had ensured that she was provided for. For that, she was grateful. Annette did not have to worry about keeping up appearances or even having a job. 

As her proxy, Ms. Dobson paid the bills. Every three months, she received funds from Annette’s account to run the house. She was thankful that her three-bedroom house was not ostentatious. It required very little maintenance. 

Annette shifted in the bed, turning towards the wall. She knew every indentation. On numerous occasions, she had seen her previous life played out on its dull surface. Her nightgown was a pale pink. Boring, but that was of little consequence, these days. She rarely wore anything else, only when she occasionally saw a friend in the living room. Her long hair, once creamed, was now grown out and natural. She generally plaited it and wrapped it around her head.

The knock on the door reminded her that today, was the day to furnish another check for Ms. Dobson. Annette had taken up the habit of pre-signing checks. This minimised such disturbances, but the book ran out of pages. Ms. Dobson recently procured another from the bank.

“Come in,” she answered.

“Good morning Ms. Annette, how are you today?”

“I’m still alive Ms. Dobson,” she sat up and leaned against the headboard. “Regrettably,” she mumbled under her breath.

“Ah, dear, you will be fine. I have taken a bit of toast and mint tea for you.” The old housekeeper shuffled her way across the room and placed the items on the night table beside Annette.

“Thank you Ms. Dobson.”

“You know today is the day for shopping and paying bills.” She never directly asked Annette for money. Ms. Dobson only hinted.

“The cheque book is on the dresser where you left it.”

Ms. Dobson secured the chequebook and gave it to Annette. She made out a cheque for the usual amount and gave it to the housekeeper.

“Thank you Miss. Is there anything you need before I leave?”

“No,” she responded and placed the pen and chequebook on the nightstand.

“OK. Do you want me to draw a bath for you now?” Annette preferred lounging in the warm waters and aromatic scents, the bath afforded her. It was one of the few things, which she allowed herself to enjoy. “No, maybe tonight.”

“OK Miss, I will check on you later.”

Ms. Dobson crossed the room. She turned and softly closed the bedroom doors. 

Annette reached across the nightstand for the mint tea. She took a few sips and bit a piece of the toast. The warm liquid travelled along her stomach, disturbing whatever microorganisms still lived there. They growled their dissent.

As usual, she did not sleep much. Annette had grown used to this occurrence. She could not survive the onslaught of nightmares that haunted her. Last night had been particularly difficult. She kept seeing Abby’s cherubic smile and heard her giggles. The tears were difficult to keep at bay and trespassed on her cheeks as they had a whim.

Abby was a happy baby. She was their first child. Annette had fallen in love with her from the first moment she stirred within her tummy. Labour was difficult and lasted over twenty four hours. When she arrived, Dean seemed even more enamoured with her than Annette was. Her husband counted all ten fingers and toes and refused to put her down, even while she slept.

“Isn’t she beautiful?”

“Yes, she definitely is,” mumbled Annette. She tried to stifle the yawn, but she was exhausted.

“Ah Ann, go ahead, get some rest. I won’t take my eyes off her.

“Are you sure?”

Before she heard his answer, Annette was asleep. 

They were discharged from the hospital within the week and Annette enjoyed her time with her daughter. She doted on her just as much as Dean did. Soon he had to return to work. Annette took Abigail often in the back garden. Her angel loved the birdsongs of the early morning. Abigail often woke long before Annette. Many times, she found Abigail awake in her crib, listening to the chirps and whistles of the birds in the garden.

It was easy to do a bit of gardening, while she played in her carrier. Abigail had the sweetest disposition and rarely cried. It was easy for Annette to complete her chores. At such times, her daughter happily sucked on her thumb and observed the world around her.

After six months, Annette wanted to visit her parents’ home in Montego Bay. The trip was planned over the short Independence holiday weekend. They decided to bundle up their precious cargo and filled the Black Prado with everything their daughter would need. The journey to Ironshore took five hours. They arrived shortly after lunchtime. Dean refused to travel over the sixty-kilometre mark with his newborn daughter. 

May, leaned forward in her bamboo lawn chair. She watched as her son-in-law’s Prado crept through the large automatic gate and up the driveway. She had been eagerly awaiting their arrival on the front porch. Annette’s call an hour before had given her enough time to begin lunch. She also managed to bathe and change into her favourite, pink and white floral sun dress. She was anxious to greet her granddaughter, whom she didn’t see as often as she would like.

Chester and Charles, her golden retrievers greeted Annette and Dean as they disembarked from the car. Annette smoothed out her crumpled, blue cotton dress. Dean circled the car and took Abigail from the car seat. The baby kicked her little legs and gurgled with glee at the sight of her father. He bent down and allowed the dogs to get a quick peek at Abigail. The dogs sniffed and tickled Abigail’s toes with their noses. She squealed with glee. Dean laughed and kissed his daughter on her cheek. He rose from his squat position and walked over to May.

“Ah, she is so tiny and beautiful. But she has grown since we last saw her.” Mrs. Richards took Abigail and kissed her on the cheek. She paid no mind to Annette and was off to find her husband.

“Oh David, come see. Abigail is here.” Her husband emerged from his office. May had sequestered herself in the living room couch with their granddaughter.

“But May, you left the kids outside.”

“Oh, I did?” She did not look up.

David made his way to the car to help Dean and Annette with their bags. “Ah, forgive your mother; she is totally infatuated with her first grandchild. She forget her manners.”

“Hi Dad,” Annette hugged her father. 

“Oh Ann, leave those, let the men get the stuff. Go on inside.”

“Thanks Dad.” Annette grabbed her handbag and Abigail’s baby bag. She headed off in search of her mother.

“Well Dean, what have you got here?” David observed all the ‘kochuments’ coming out of the trunk and exclaimed, “Oh my, who needs all of this?”

Dean looked up and laughed at his expression, “Dad, you would be surprised how much one little baby needs. Clothes and diapers alone fill that suitcase over there.”

“Well, let’s get to it then. I don’t remember packing this much for Annette when she was a baby.”

After they deposited the bags upstairs in the guest room, Dean and David joined the women in the living room. Annette was sitting on the beige loveseat. Abigail’s chubby cheeks were making light work of her mother’s breast milk. Her tiny fist occasionally tugged at her mother’s breast, as if the supply was not enough. Annette had partially covered her chest with a white baby towel. Her way of maintaining some modesty in front of her parents. 

Annette’s smile softened as her daughter’s eyes drooped. Abigail inhaled deeply and her cheeks stilled.

“Poor thing, she must be pooped.” David whispered; trying his best not to stir his granddaughter.

“Would you like to put her down for a nap, dad?” Annette enquired.

“Why sure. I would love to spend time with my favourite girl.”

Annette looked up with a look of fake hurt. “Well, Ann you can’t always expect to be my favourite.” He kissed her on the forehead and carefully took a sleeping Abigail. “Not after giving us this angel.”

He held the baby firmly against his chest. David was careful not to have his granddaughter’s face on his old red polo shirt. He shifted her, until her face rested on the baby towel instead. Annette watched as her father went off to his room. He was oblivious of anyone else as he cooed softly over Abigail. David was always happy to spend time alone with his granddaughter, even if she was asleep. Meanwhile, May was in the kitchen. She crept out earlier to finish the chicken soup.

Annette gazed lovingly at her husband. He had stretched out on the sofa. She knew he was tired from the journey. Stifling a yawn, with her fist, Annette stretched her legs and creaked her toes. She wasn’t sure she could hold off from a nap for much longer. 

Dean looked up and caught her examining him. He extended his hand towards her. She rose from her seat and walked over to the sofa. He shifted, so that she could lie partly on his chest. Annette gladly kicked of her slippers and joined him on the couch.

That is where Annette’s mother found them asleep, fifteen minutes later. She smiled and sought out her husband in the bedroom. He too was fast asleep. Abigail was on her side of the bed, barred from the edge by two pillows. She felt grateful for her family.

Later that afternoon, they dined together. Then, they ventured out to visit Annette’s aunt and uncle in Negril. Annette’s father drove Dean’s Prado. When they arrived, Abigail immediately charmed her granduncle and grandaunt. They spent most of the evening fawning over the baby.

The older folks urged the young couple to enjoy the sunset on the beach, while they took care of the baby. Annette and Dean left through the back door, which lead to the beach. 

They explored just a short distance of the seven mile beach. After walking in silence for ten minutes, they found a quiet spot. There was a soft patch of grass to sit on. An outcrop of trees provided some shelter. This ensured some privacy from beachcombers.

“Do you remember when we used to visit here often?”

“Yes,” Ann smiled and rested her cheek on her husband’s arm. “We haven’t done it in a while.”

“Life got busy.”

Dean was grateful to be able to go off alone with his wife. They had gotten married five years earlier. He remembered meeting Annette while visiting Montego Bay on business. She worked as a bank teller at the NCB bank. 

When he got to the counter, he couldn’t stop staring at her face, her lips, her eyes. Her lips were painted in a deep purple lip glaze that distracted him. She wore her creamed hair long back then. Her makeup was flawless and she had a ready smile for him. He used every joke he knew to win her favour, then he asked her out for lunch that day. She agreed. Dean only had to wait 30 minutes for her to take her lunch break.
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