
 
Foreword 

 
I have written this with a biblical viewpoint, and I 
reference many biblical scriptures. There are medical 
and literary references included in this book which will 
be cited in the Notes chapter. This book is meant to be 
a help to those in need. This book is not intended to 
diagnose anyone, nor is it meant to replace any medical 
or mental health treatment that is being given by 
professionals. It is to be used as a secondary assist, not 
a replacement. I am not a medical professional nor do 
I possess a doctorate in theology. 

I have decided to write this book to not only help 
myself  through the study and research of  the 
scriptures but in hopes that it can help another person 
or persons. If  my words and the Word of  God can 
help even one person, then I have done my job. 

My goal for this book is that it makes its way to 
churches across the world, as well as to any bookstore 
that will sell it. There are many people who struggle 
with depression and not just in the United States. In 
many countries, people are less fortunate than 
Americans are and, thus, more prone to depression. 
My prayer is to get this in the hands of  anyone that 
needs help but cannot bring themselves to ask for it. 

As a disclosure, though this book contains ways 
to assist people to overcome their depression, there is 
no guarantee that this book will help any succeed in 
their journey. I will provide ways that have helped me 
but may not be for everyone. 

Anyone reading this book must realize that truly  
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wanting the help and being willing to try what is being 
taught is always best. Why obtain the knowledge if  it’s  
not being used? During my struggle with depression, 
many people said “Do this or that,” but I never listened 
nor applied the advice to my life. That made my 
struggle last longer. It was only when I was ready to act 
on the advice of  others that I was able to overcome my 
own depression. 
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Chapter 1 

You’re Not Alone: My Story 
 

My name is Martin Marquez, and I am a disabled army 
veteran. I have suffered from depression for many 
years even before I joined the United States Army. I 
grew up in a horrible childhood, not having true 
parents but only two adults who lived in the same 
house as me. Yes, they were legally my parents, but they 
never cared for me physically, emotionally, or 
spiritually. I raised myself  and my younger brother 
since I was eight years old as my parents didn’t cook, 
clean, or do anything for us. In that same way, raised 
my older sister as well. We constantly moved from 
place to place and school to school. As a result, I was 
unable to make friends. 

By the age of  fifteen, I had ran away from home 
twice. Once was when my former stepfather 
threatened to murder me. The other time was due to 
my mother slapping me simply because my brother was 
being naughty and causing an argument. Since I was 
the older brother, I was supposed to know better and 
not argue. So anything bad was always my fault 
according to her. When I was fifteen, my mother and 
former stepfather moved my brother and me to 
Mexico while my older sister went to live with my uncle 
and his wife. 

At seventeen, I came close to attempting suicide. 
I didn’t want to deal with the mess of  my life any 
longer, not having anyone that loved me or cared for 
or about me. When we moved to Mexico, I had to get  
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a job and give most of  my paycheck to my mother for 
rent. I was not allowed to finish high school. I learned 
Spanish by going to a class that taught English and just 
reversed the vocabulary. So in essence, I didn’t learn 
much, only enough to do my job and simple chores like 
going to the store. 

Three years after returning to the States, I joined 
the army at the age of  twenty-one. In 2005, I was 
deployed to Iraq where we were mortared and rocketed 
various times a day, every single day for twelve whole 
months. The only relief  I received was when I came 
back to the States for a short twelve-day rest and 
relaxation (R&R). I deployed two times after that to 
Afghanistan. Throughout my nine years in the active 
army and my three deployments, I nearly died many 
times and watched many of  my friends die. I was made 
to attend many ramp ceremonies, a memorial for the 
fallen soldier(s) where they play taps, conduct the nine-
gun salute, and carry the dead to some type of  aircraft 
to get him or her off  the battlefield. 

In 2009, twelve days before our daughter’s first 
birthday, my wife told me she wanted a divorce. I had 
a mental health breakdown and attempted suicide. I 
had attempted suicide a total of  five times, including 
one time in Iraq and two times after getting out of  the 
army. 

I had not only a horrible childhood but a 
traumatic adulthood for my beginning adult years. I 
dealt with adulterous wives who cheated, used me, and 
played me, hurting me all the way. 

As my second wife and I were finalizing our 
divorce, I became filled with an anger and hatred that  
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I had never experienced before. Even though I 
continued to go to church and read my Bible and pray, 
I began sinning in old ways and ways I had never done 
before. It was not until July of  2017 when I realized 
that I was enjoying my sin, looking forward to my 
addictions and daily finding reasons to hate every 
human being that I realized I was not saved. 

Then in tears, I got on my knees beside my bed 
all alone and asked God to forgive me of  my sins. I 
knew in my mind the “Romans Road” which is the 
biblical scriptures about salvation, and I believed in my 
heart, but at that time, I finally came to the realization 
that I was not truly saved. At that moment, in my 
despair, I cried and asked Jesus to cleanse me, live in 
me, and guide me. I prayed for what seemed like two 
hours on my knees until I fell asleep from exhaustion. 

When I woke up later, I had such a peace over me. 
The very next thing I did after waking up with red 
knees from kneeling on the carpet so long was to text 
my pastor, Pastor Nick Lundy of  Cross Roads Baptist 
Church (a fundamental Independent Baptist Church) 
and told him what happened. I was then scripturally 
baptized two Sundays later. Baptism comes from the 
Greek bap’-tis-mah which consists of  the practice of  
immersion, submersion, and emergence; in other 
words, to fully immerse under the water and come back 
out. It is a reference to the likeness of  the death, burial, 
and resurrection of  Jesus Christ. 

However, this did not cure me of  myself. My 
fleshly desires may have nearly disappeared, but I still 
struggled as I did not have anyone to disciple me. For 
the next year and a half, I struggled to get victory over  
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depression and post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD), 
a diagnosis from my time in combat. 

I had many symptoms of  these two illnesses. 
PTSD is not medically curable. You can only learn to 
manage the symptoms and learn to deal with the 
symptoms in a positive, constructive way. A person 
can, through help, counseling, and medication, learn to 
live a life seemingly without symptoms. At any time, 
triggers can cause the symptoms to return. A person 
with PTSD has had some brain synapses break, and 
they cannot be repaired. The only way PTSD is actually 
curable is through a miracle of  God. Yes, He can do 
all. He is the ultimate physician. Our God created the 
world and everything in it, and He can cure any and all 
diseases if  it be in His will to do so. God, in His infinite 
wisdom, may also choose to leave us this way, whether 
to teach us something or to use us for His glory in 
some way. 

When someone gets saved, they receive the Holy 
Spirit to live in them, but they must also choose daily 
to die to self  and push away all past practices. Some 
people who claim to be Christians pray to be filled with 
the Holy Spirit or to get more of  Him. However, at 
salvation, we receive Him and get all we will ever have. 
When we feel like we don’t have enough of  Him, it is 
only because we have too much of  ourselves. Our cup, 
per se, can only hold so much. The Holy Spirit is in us, 
but when we continually fill our life with junk, He is 
suppressed. With the inspiration of  the Holy Spirit, the 
apostle Matthew wrote: 

“No man can serve two masters: for either he will 
hate the one and love the other; or else he will hold to  
 

12 



the one and despise the other. Ye cannot serve God 
and mammon” (Matthew 6:24). 

We cannot serve our own selfish desires, 
regardless how pure we may think they are, and serve 
God at the same time. We can only choose one or the 
other. Anytime we put something above God or more 
important than God, then that becomes our god. 

After many years of  dealing with depression, I 
have learned from my own experiences as well as help 
from many friends and God-fearing men how to deal 
with these experiences and how to move past them. 
Mostly, I have learned by not wanting to live this way 
forever and by choosing to never quit. I have learned 
how to not always be the victim but, rather, how to be 
a victor. I still struggle time to time with these 
memories and sinful thoughts; however, I have begun 
to gain control over my own spirit. 

“He that hath no rule over his own spirit is like a 
city that is broken down, and without walls” (Proverbs 
25:28). 

I have struggled with keeping myself  in check. 
Temptations always come, and without the walls of  my 
spirit and heart, I cannot maintain my own integrity 
and testimony nor can I be used by God. I may not be 
where I want to be, but I am not where I once was and 
will continue to learn from God and other godly men 
how to heal and grow. 

I am now just beginning to come to a place in my 
life and my walk with Christ where I can be used by 
God. I will admit, I do not live perfectly. At times, I still 
struggle against my old temptations as something 
comes up. I still have the need to speak with my pastor  
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and a few trusted, godly men at my church for guidance 
and help. I believe that even the older more mature 
members need guidance at times, as we are not perfect 
beings but just sinners saved by grace. 

I have always had literary skills given to me by 
God as I have written and published poems and 
written other works. I am also in the process of  writing 
a fiction novel. However, none of  these have been 
God-honoring. They have all been for my own selfish 
desires or negative lusts. I have come to a point where 
I have realized that we all have different skills and gifts 
God has given us. I have decided to use my literary 
skills for a godly purpose to honor Him. 
With His blessing, I will pen as many works as He 
allows me to publish to help my fellow Christians and 
all other people who have the courage to read a 
biblically based, self-help book. None of  these are 
from my own wisdom as that would be proud and 
sinful; they are written with much scripture research 
and prayer. To help others is to help myself, and I am 
just happy to be a blessing to others as I try to make a 
difference for God. 
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