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    To every child who has ever wondered if God is really there—
in the quiet days, the ordinary moments, and the unseen places—
may you discover that He is closer than you think.
To the hands that choose to help,
the hearts that choose to care,
and the lives that quietly reflect God's love—
this story is for you.
And to those who serve others with compassion and faith,
thank you for showing the world that God still shows up every day.
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Chapter 1: The Ordinary Morning
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The alarm clock didn’t ring so much as it sighed.

It made a soft, tired buzz that seemed to drift through Caleb’s room like a whisper that didn’t expect to be heard. The sound blended into the pale light of early morning, slipping through the thin curtains and stretching across the wooden floor in long, quiet lines.

Caleb didn’t move at first.

He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling where a faint crack zigzagged like a tiny lightning bolt frozen in place. He had traced that crack a hundred times before. Sometimes he imagined it was a map—leading somewhere far away, somewhere exciting, somewhere not here.

But today, just like yesterday, it led nowhere.

The alarm buzzed again.

Caleb groaned and rolled onto his side, pulling the blanket over his head as if he could hide from the morning entirely. But the light kept pushing through, and the quiet hum of life outside his window—birds chirping, a distant car passing, someone calling out a greeting—refused to let him stay in that half-dreaming place.

“Caleb!” his mother’s voice floated up the stairs. “You’re going to be late!”

“I’m up!” he called back, though he wasn’t.

He stayed there for another few seconds, eyes closed, wishing—just for a moment—that something different would happen. Something unexpected. Something that would make this morning not feel exactly like every other morning before it.

Nothing did.

With a sigh, he pushed himself upright, rubbed his eyes, and swung his legs over the side of the bed. The floor was cool under his feet. The same cool. The same quiet.

The same everything.
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Downstairs, the smell of toast greeted him like an old friend who had nothing new to say.

His mother stood at the counter, flipping eggs in a pan with practiced ease. The radio played softly in the background, a cheerful song that didn’t quite match the slow rhythm of the morning.

“Finally,” she said, glancing over her shoulder with a smile. “I was about to come up there.”

“I said I was up,” Caleb muttered, sliding into his chair.

“You said that five minutes ago,” she replied, setting a plate in front of him. “And yet, here we are.”

Caleb shrugged and picked up his fork.

The eggs tasted the same as always. The toast was just as crispy as it had been yesterday, and the day before that, and the day before that. Even the glass of juice seemed to sit in the same spot on the table every morning, like it had never been moved.

“You’ve got your spelling test today,” his mother said.

“Yeah.”

“And math homework?”

“Done.”

“And your—”

“Done,” Caleb interrupted quickly.

His mother raised an eyebrow but smiled. “Alright then. Sounds like you’re prepared.”

Caleb nodded, though he didn’t feel prepared for anything—not really.

Prepared for school? Sure.

Prepared for another day that felt exactly like the last? Definitely.

Prepared for anything interesting to happen?

Not at all.
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The walk to school was just as predictable.

Caleb followed the same path he always did, stepping over the same cracked sidewalk near Mrs. Patterson’s house, passing the same tall oak tree that dropped acorns in the fall, and waving—out of habit more than anything else—to Mr. Jenkins, who watered his plants every morning without fail.

“Morning, Caleb!” Mr. Jenkins called.

“Morning,” Caleb replied.

Even the breeze felt familiar, like it knew exactly where to go and what to do, never surprising anyone.

Caleb kicked a small pebble along the sidewalk as he walked, watching it bounce and roll ahead of him. He imagined it was traveling somewhere important, somewhere far beyond this quiet town.

He gave it one last kick, sending it skittering into the grass.

Lucky pebble.
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School looked the same as always too.

The red brick building stood solid and unchanged, the flag waving lazily in front as students trickled in through the doors. Laughter echoed across the yard, backpacks thumped against lockers, and the bell rang with its usual sharp insistence.

Caleb slipped into his classroom just before it started.

“Cutting it close,” his friend Noah said, grinning from his desk.

“I’m always on time,” Caleb replied, dropping into his seat.

“Barely counts.”

“Still counts.”

Noah laughed and leaned back in his chair. “Anything exciting happen this morning?”

Caleb thought for a second.

“Nope.”

“Same,” Noah said. “I was hoping maybe a meteor would hit or something.”

Caleb smirked. “Yeah, that would be something.”

But even as he said it, he knew it wouldn’t happen.

Nothing like that ever happened here.

Mrs. Carter stood at the front of the room, writing the day’s schedule on the board in neat, careful handwriting. Everything about her was neat and careful—her clothes, her words, even the way she smiled.

“Good morning, class,” she said, turning to face them.

“Good morning, Mrs. Carter,” the class replied in a chorus that sounded more practiced than enthusiastic.

“Let’s get started.”

And just like that, the day began.

Spelling. Math. Reading.

Each subject flowed into the next like pages in a book Caleb had already read too many times. He answered questions, completed assignments, and followed instructions, all without really thinking about it.

His mind wandered.

It drifted to the stories he had heard at church—the ones about miracles.

About seas parting.

About blind eyes opening.

About impossible things suddenly becoming possible.

Those stories didn’t feel like this.

They didn’t feel like quiet mornings and spelling tests and walking the same path every single day.

They felt... bigger.

Different.

Alive.
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At lunch, Caleb sat with Noah and a few other classmates under the big tree near the playground.

“Did you hear about that story Pastor Daniel told on Sunday?” Noah asked between bites of his sandwich.

“Which one?” Caleb said.

“The one about the man who prayed and got healed right away.”

“Oh. Yeah.”

“That was crazy,” Noah said. “Imagine that happening here.”

Caleb nodded slowly.

Imagine.

He tried to picture it—something sudden, something undeniable. Something that would make everyone stop and say, “That’s God.”

But the image wouldn’t stay clear.

It faded, replaced by the familiar sight of kids running across the field, laughing and shouting, chasing a ball that rolled predictably from one side to the other.

“Do you think stuff like that still happens?” Caleb asked quietly.

Noah shrugged. “I guess. Pastor Daniel says it does.”

“Yeah, but... have you ever seen it?”

Noah paused.

“Not really,” he admitted. “But that doesn’t mean it doesn’t happen.”

Caleb poked at his food.

“I just... I don’t know,” he said. “It feels like all those things happened a long time ago. Like... back then was different.”

Noah frowned slightly. “Maybe we just don’t notice it.”

“Or maybe it’s not happening,” Caleb said before he could stop himself.

The words hung in the air for a moment.

Noah didn’t argue.

He just took another bite of his sandwich and looked out at the field.

That afternoon, as the final bell rang, Mrs. Carter clapped her hands to get everyone’s attention.

“Before you go,” she said, “I have an announcement.”

The room quieted.

“Next week, we’ll be starting a community service project.”

A few students groaned softly.

Mrs. Carter smiled. “I promise, it will be a good experience. Each of you will be assigned to a location where you’ll help out for a few days.”

Caleb’s interest barely flickered.

Community service usually meant something simple. Cleaning up a park. Sorting books in the library. Nothing exciting.

“We’ll be learning about helping others and making a difference in our community,” she continued. “I’ll be assigning your placements tomorrow.”

Noah leaned over. “Maybe we’ll get something fun.”

Caleb shrugged. “It’ll probably be the same kind of stuff.”

“Still better than math,” Noah said.

Caleb smirked slightly.

Maybe.

But even that didn’t feel like enough to make anything change.
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The walk home felt longer that day.

Not because anything was different—but because everything was exactly the same.

Caleb passed the same houses, the same trees, the same quiet streets. The sun hung in the sky like it always did, warm but not surprising.

When he reached home, his mother was in the garden, pulling weeds from the flower beds.

“Hey,” she said, looking up. “How was school?”

“Fine.”

“Just fine?”

“Yeah.”

She studied him for a moment. “Something on your mind?”

Caleb hesitated.

“Do you think God still does miracles?” he asked suddenly.

His mother blinked, surprised.

“Of course I do,” she said gently. “Why do you ask?”

Caleb shrugged. “I don’t know. It just... doesn’t seem like it.”

His mother set down her gloves and wiped her hands.

“Caleb,” she said, “sometimes we expect miracles to look a certain way. Big, loud, impossible things.”
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