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    To every child who feels afraid when the storms come—
when the thunder is loud and your heart feels uncertain—
may you discover that God is always near.
To the ones learning to trust, even when fear is real,
and to the quiet prayers whispered in the dark—
this story is for you.
And to the loving voices who remind us we are never alone—
thank you for guiding hearts closer to God in every storm.
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Chapter 1: The First Rumbling
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The first rumble came softly—so softly that Noah almost thought he had imagined it.

He was lying on his bed, staring up at the ceiling, watching the slow spin of his fan. The evening air felt heavy, thick in a way that made everything seem quieter than usual. Even the crickets outside, which normally chirped without stopping, seemed to have paused—as if they, too, were waiting for something.

Noah turned onto his side, pulling his blanket up to his chin.

Then it came again.

A low, rolling sound, like something far away dragging across the sky.

Thunder.

His stomach tightened instantly.

“No...” he whispered under his breath, as if saying the word could somehow stop it.

He sat up slowly, listening.

For a moment, there was nothing. Just silence again.

Maybe it was just a truck passing by. Maybe it wasn’t thunder at all.

But then—

A faint flash lit up his window.

And a second later—

BOOM.

This time it was louder.

Closer.

And unmistakable.

Noah’s heart began to beat faster.

The familiar feeling crept in—the one he knew all too well. It started in his chest, like a small knot tightening, and then spread outward until his whole body felt tense.

He hated storms.

Always had.

Ever since he was little, thunder had felt too big, too loud, too unpredictable. It wasn’t like rain, which could be gentle and calming. Thunder felt angry. It felt sudden. It felt like something breaking through the sky without warning.

Another flash.

Another boom.

Noah quickly swung his legs off the bed and padded across the room to his window. He pulled the curtain back just a little.

Dark clouds stretched across the sky, thick and heavy, swallowing what little light remained from the evening. The trees outside swayed gently, but he could tell it wouldn’t stay gentle for long.

A drop of rain hit the glass.

Then another.

Then more, faster now—tiny taps that quickly turned into a steady rhythm.

“It’s starting,” he muttered.

He let the curtain fall back into place and stepped away from the window.

His chest felt tighter.

He glanced at his bedroom door, which was slightly open. A warm glow of light spilled in from the hallway.

He hesitated.

He was eleven years old.

Eleven.

Not a little kid anymore.

He shouldn’t be scared of storms.

He knew that.

Everyone told him that.

But knowing it didn’t make the fear go away.

Another loud crack of thunder shook the air.

Noah flinched.

That settled it.

He pushed the door open and stepped into the hallway.

“Grandma?” he called softly.

No answer.

He walked down the hall, the wooden floor creaking slightly under his feet. The smell of something warm—maybe tea or soup—drifted from the kitchen.

“Grandma?” he called again, a little louder this time.

“I’m in here, Noah,” came her gentle voice.

Relief washed over him.

He followed the sound into the kitchen, where his grandmother stood by the stove, stirring something in a pot. The soft yellow light made everything feel calmer somehow, like the storm hadn’t reached this part of the house yet.

She turned and smiled when she saw him.

“There you are,” she said warmly. “I was just about to call you for some tea.”

Another rumble echoed outside.

Noah swallowed.

“Did you hear that?” he asked, even though the question felt unnecessary.

His grandmother chuckled softly. “I think the whole neighborhood heard that.”

Noah shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “It’s... it’s going to be a big storm, isn’t it?”

She turned back to the pot, stirring slowly. “It might be. The clouds looked quite heavy this evening.”

Noah wrapped his arms around himself. “I don’t like it.”

She glanced at him again, her eyes soft with understanding. “I know you don’t.”

He looked down at the floor. “I try not to be scared, but... I just am.”

Another flash lit up the kitchen window, followed quickly by a sharp crack of thunder.

Noah flinched again.

His grandmother set the spoon down and walked over to him.

“Hey,” she said gently, placing a hand on his shoulder. “Come sit with me.”

They moved to the small wooden table by the window. She poured two cups of tea, the steam curling upward in soft swirls.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The rain outside grew heavier, tapping loudly against the roof and windows.

Noah stared at his cup.

“Why does God make storms?” he asked suddenly.

The question seemed to hang in the air between them.

His grandmother didn’t answer right away.

She took a small sip of her tea, as if thinking carefully.

“Well,” she said slowly, “storms are part of how the world works. They bring rain that helps plants grow, fills rivers, and keeps everything alive.”

Noah frowned. “But... why do they have to be so scary?”

She smiled gently. “That’s a good question.”

He looked up at her, his eyes searching. “If God is good... why would He make something that makes people feel like this?”

Another boom echoed outside, louder than before.

Noah’s hands tightened around his cup.

“I mean,” he continued, his voice a little shaky, “if God is supposed to protect us... why does it feel like everything is out of control during a storm?”

His grandmother leaned back slightly in her chair, her expression thoughtful.

“Sometimes,” she said, “it’s not that God is causing fear... but that we’re learning to trust Him in the middle of it.”

Noah shook his head a little. “But it doesn’t feel like that. It just feels... loud. And dark. And... like anything could happen.”

She nodded. “That’s honest.”

He looked at her, surprised.

“God isn’t afraid of your questions, Noah,” she added gently. “He isn’t upset when you say how you really feel.”

Noah blinked. “He’s not?”

She shook her head. “Not at all. In fact, He already knows what’s in your heart. Talking to Him about it just brings you closer to Him.”

Another flash.

Another rumble.

Noah’s eyes flicked toward the window.

“Closer?” he repeated quietly.

“Yes,” she said. “Sometimes the things that scare us are the very things that help us realize how much we need Him.”

Noah frowned slightly. “I don’t like needing something because I’m scared.”

His grandmother smiled softly. “Most people don’t. But it’s in those moments that we learn something important.”

“What?” he asked.

“That we’re not meant to face everything alone.”

Noah sat quietly, thinking.

The storm outside continued to build. The wind had picked up now, and the rain sounded heavier—like it was pouring all at once instead of falling in drops.

He glanced at the window again.

Another flash of lightning split across the sky.

He quickly looked away.

“What if something bad happens?” he asked.

His grandmother reached across the table and placed her hand over his.

“We’re safe here,” she said calmly. “This house is strong.”

“But what if...” He hesitated. “What if it gets worse?”

She squeezed his hand gently. “Even if it does, God is still with us.”

Noah looked at her, uncertainty in his eyes.

“It doesn’t feel like it,” he admitted.

She nodded again, not arguing. “Sometimes feelings don’t tell us the whole truth.”

He sighed. “I wish I could believe that.”

“You can,” she said softly. “But it might take time.”

Another loud crash of thunder made Noah jump slightly in his chair.

His grandmother didn’t move.

She simply sat there, calm and steady.

“How are you not scared?” he asked.

She smiled. “Oh, I used to be.”

“You did?”

“Very much,” she said. “When I was about your age, storms made me hide under blankets and cover my ears.”

Noah’s eyes widened. “Really?”

“Really,” she said with a small laugh. “But over time, I learned something.”

“What?”

“That God wasn’t just with me when things were quiet and easy... He was with me in the loud, scary moments too.”

Noah leaned forward slightly. “How did you know?”

She thought for a moment.

“I didn’t always know,” she admitted. “But I started talking to Him. Even when I was afraid. Even when I didn’t understand.”

Noah looked down again.

“Talking... like praying?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He hesitated. “What if I don’t know what to say?”

She smiled warmly. “Then you say exactly that.”

He looked up. “That doesn’t sound like a very good prayer.”

“It’s a very real one,” she said.

Another flash lit up the room.

Noah took a deep breath.

“I don’t know...” he murmured.

His grandmother gently pushed his cup a little closer to him. “You don’t have to figure it all out tonight.”

The storm roared outside, louder now, as if it
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