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    To every child who has ever wondered if the Lord Jesus hears them - He does. He's always near. May you learn to recognize His whisper and find courage, identity, and peace in the gentle presence of the Holy Spirit.
 
And to the parents, teachers, and mentors who help children grow in faith - thank you for nurturing little hearts and helping our children hear His voice.

      

    


Author’s Note

Before you were born, God already knew you.

He formed you with care, wove your personality with purpose, and set a path before you that only you can walk. In Jeremiah 1:5, God says, “Before I formed you in the womb I knew you; before you were born I set you apart.” That means you are not here by accident—you are here on purpose, for a purpose.

But the enemy works hard to confuse that purpose, especially through our insecurities, pain, or pressure to fit in.

Even from a young age, the Holy Spirit is ready to be our teacher, comforter, and guide—if we allow Him. He whispers truth in love, helps us see clearly, and gently leads us back to God’s heart.

People and situations become valuable lessons when we walk closely with Him. May this story help children learn that the Holy Spirit is not just for grown-ups, but for them too—right now.
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Chapter One: The New Girl


























[image: ]


Lily Morgan sat on the edge of the blacktop, legs crossed, lunchbox unopened. The early autumn breeze tugged gently at her braids, and the sound of fourth graders laughing and shouting echoed across the schoolyard.

No one was laughing with her.

She tugged the zipper of her hoodie higher. “God,” she whispered, barely audible over the crunch of leaves, “why do I feel so invisible?”

This was her third week at Riverbend Elementary. New town, new school, new house. New everything.

And not in a good way.

She stared at the other kids near the swing set — a tight group that moved like a flock of birds, chirping and swooping and laughing in unison. They didn’t look mean, but they didn’t look interested in her, either. Every day, she tried to smile, to wave, to join in. And every day, she walked away with the same ache in her chest.
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LUNCH SAT UNTOUCHED in her lap. Her mom had packed her favorite — turkey and cheddar with a little note tucked inside that read: “You are brave, and you are loved! - Mom.” She knew it was true. At least, she wanted it to be.

Lily blinked quickly, trying to shake away the tears that were building up. She didn’t want to cry. Not again.

That’s when she felt it.

Not saw. Not heard exactly. But felt. Like a warmth behind her ribs. Like a hug without arms.

“You are not alone.”

Lily’s head shot up. She looked around. No one was near.

“Hello?” she said, confused.

“Don’t be afraid, Lily. I’m here. I see you.”

Lily’s heart started to beat faster. The voice wasn’t loud. It wasn’t even out loud. But it was real.

“Are... are You God?” she asked under her breath, eyes scanning the yard.

“I’m the Holy Spirit. I live in you, because you belong to Jesus. I’m always with you.”

Lily remembered what her mom had told her last summer, after she gave her life to Jesus at Vacation Bible School. “The Holy Spirit is your Helper. Your Friend. He doesn’t just watch you — He walks with you.”

She had believed it then. But she had never expected to feel it like this.

“Why do I feel so lonely then?” she whispered. “Why doesn’t anyone talk to me?”

“Being seen by Me is greater than being seen by a crowd. I haven’t forgotten you.”

It wasn’t just comforting. It was personal.

Lily sat still for a while, the warmth in her heart slowly spreading. She picked up her sandwich and took a bite. Her stomach had been too nervous to eat before — but not now.

Maybe she wasn’t as alone as she thought.
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AFTER SCHOOL, Lily climbed into the backseat of her mom’s minivan.

“How was today?” Mom asked.

Lily shrugged.

“That good, huh?”

Lily offered a half-smile. “Still quiet. But... something weird happened.”

Mom raised an eyebrow. “Weird good or weird bad?”

Lily thought for a moment. “Weird... holy.”

Now her mom really looked intrigued. “Go on.”

Lily hesitated. “I think... I think the Holy Spirit talked to me. Like, actually talked to me.”

Mom smiled, but not in a you’re-making-this-up kind of way. “What did He say?”

“He said I wasn’t alone. That He was with me.”

Mom reached across the seat and squeezed Lily’s hand. “He always is. Jesus promised that.”

They were quiet for a while, the hum of the engine filling the space.

“Do you think it’s really Him?” Lily asked.

“Sweetheart,” Mom said, her voice gentle, “the Bible says, ‘My sheep hear My voice, and I know them, and they follow Me.’ That’s John 10:27. So if you belong to Jesus, you can hear the voice of the Holy Spirit. And He’s always gentle, always truthful, always loving.”

Lily leaned her head against the window. A tiny smile crept across her face. “Then I think He really did speak to me.”
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LATER THAT NIGHT, Lily lay in bed, the covers pulled up to her chin. Her Bible rested on her lap, the pages turned to a spot with a pink sticky note.

Mom had left a note there too.

“But the Helper, the Holy Spirit, whom the Father will send in My name, He will teach you all things...” — John 14:26

Lily whispered the verse aloud. “Teach me all things...”

She looked up at the ceiling. “Holy Spirit, I don’t really know how to do this. But... I want to know You more.”

For a moment, all was quiet.

Then that same warmth came again — soft, steady, like the whisper of wind on skin.

“Then let’s walk together. One step at a time.”

Lily closed her eyes.

And for the first time since moving, she drifted off to sleep not with fear or sadness... but with hope.

[image: A child lying in bed holding a book

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: A Voice Like Comfort
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Saturday mornings used to be Lily’s favorite. Cartoons, pancakes, and sunlight dancing across her window. But now, mornings felt quieter. Not sad exactly—just different.

She sat at the kitchen table, twirling her spoon in a bowl of cereal. Her mom hummed worship music in the background while flipping pancakes on the griddle. The smell of syrup and cinnamon filled the air, but Lily didn’t feel hungry.

Her dad peeked in from the garage. “Morning, Lilypad,” he said, grinning. “Wanna help me wash the car later?”

Lily nodded. “Maybe.”

He winked. “I’ll save you the good sponge.”

When he left, Lily looked down at her cereal again. It was soggy now.

“Mom,” she asked suddenly, “how do you know when the Holy Spirit is talking to you and not just... your own voice?”

Mom turned down the burner and set a plate of pancakes in front of her.

“That’s a good question,” she said, sitting beside her. “His voice always lines up with scripture. And it brings peace—even if He’s correcting something.”

Lily tilted her head. “What if I can’t tell the difference?”

“Don’t worry. You’ll learn,” her mom said gently. “He’s patient. He’s your Counselor. He doesn’t just speak once and leave. He stays. He teaches.”

Lily smiled faintly. “I hope so. I think He’s trying to talk to me. But I don’t know what to say back.”

“Start simple,” Mom replied. “He’s your
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