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    To every child who feels afraid when life changes—
may you discover that God is always with you, guiding every step.
To the hearts learning to trust,
even when the path is uncertain—
this story is for you.
And to the parents, grandparents, and mentors
who patiently teach faith, courage, and trust—
thank you for helping young hearts grow strong in God.
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Chapter 1: When Everything Changes
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The first sign that something was wrong came on a quiet Tuesday afternoon.

Ethan Carter sat at the kitchen table, carefully arranging his colored pencils in perfect order—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, purple. He always lined them up this way. It made things feel right. Predictable. Safe.

Outside the window, the late afternoon sun stretched across the backyard, casting long shadows over the fence he had climbed a hundred times. His soccer ball rested near the oak tree, exactly where he had left it the night before. Everything was as it should be.

Everything was normal.

Until his mom called his name.

“Ethan, can you come here for a moment?”

Her voice sounded gentle—but different. Softer than usual, as if she were holding something fragile.

Ethan frowned slightly. He didn’t like when things sounded different.

“Coming!” he replied, though he stayed seated for a second longer, nudging his blue pencil until it was perfectly straight.

Then he stood and walked into the living room.

His mom was sitting on the couch, her hands folded together. That was the second sign.

She only did that when she was nervous.

“Hey, buddy,” she said with a small smile. “Can you sit with me?”

Ethan sat down slowly, his stomach tightening. Something wasn’t right. He could feel it.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

His mom took a breath.

“Well... I have some news.”

Ethan’s chest felt tight now.

“We’re going to be moving,” she said gently.

The words seemed to hang in the air.

Moving.

Ethan blinked.

“What do you mean... moving?” he asked, his voice quieter than before.

“I mean,” she continued, “your dad got a new job in another town. It’s a really good opportunity for our family. So... we’ll be moving there in a few weeks.”

A few weeks.

Ethan’s heart began to race.

“No,” he said quickly, shaking his head. “No, I don’t want to move.”

His mom reached for his hand, but he pulled it back.

“I like it here,” he said, his voice rising. “My friends are here. My school is here. Everything is here!”

“I know,” she said softly. “I know this is hard.”

Hard?

It didn’t feel hard.

It felt impossible.

“I’m not going,” Ethan said firmly. “You can’t make me.”

His mom gave a small, sad smile. “I wish it were that simple.”

Ethan stood up suddenly, his chair scraping against the floor.

“This isn’t fair!” he shouted.

Then he turned and ran to his room, slamming the door behind him.
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Ethan threw himself onto his bed, his face buried in his pillow.

Moving.

The word echoed in his mind like a loud, unwanted noise.

He didn’t want to move.

He couldn’t move.

Everything he knew was here—his best friend Liam, his favorite teacher, his soccer field, the ice cream shop on the corner, the exact path he walked home from school every day.

How could they just... leave it all behind?

It didn’t make sense.

It wasn’t right.

Ethan rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling.

His room felt different now.

Not because anything had changed—but because everything was about to.

His bookshelf, his desk, his neatly arranged toys—they suddenly didn’t feel permanent anymore.

They felt temporary.

Like they were already halfway gone.

A lump formed in his throat.

“I don’t want this,” he whispered.
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That evening, Ethan barely spoke during dinner.

His dad tried to explain the new job—how it would help the family, how the new town had great schools, how there would be new opportunities.

But Ethan didn’t want to hear about opportunities.

He wanted things to stay the same.

“I don’t care if it’s a good job,” Ethan muttered, pushing his food around his plate. “I just want to stay here.”

His dad sighed. “I understand, son. Change is never easy.”

“It’s not just ‘not easy,’” Ethan said, his voice tight. “It’s terrible.”

His mom reached over and gently touched his arm. “Ethan, we’re going through this together. You’re not alone.”

But he felt alone.

Very alone.
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That night, Ethan couldn’t sleep.

He lay in bed, staring at the ceiling again, his mind racing with thoughts.

What if he didn’t make any friends?

What if his new teacher was mean?

What if the kids at the new school didn’t like him?

What if everything went wrong?

The questions kept coming, one after another, like waves crashing against the shore.

Ethan sat up suddenly.

He needed to do something.

He couldn’t just lie there and let everything fall apart.

If things were changing... then he needed a plan.
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The next morning, Ethan woke up early.

Very early.

Before his parents were even awake.

He grabbed a notebook and a pencil and sat at his desk.

If he couldn’t stop the move... then he would make sure everything went perfectly.

That was the only way.

He opened the notebook and wrote at the top of the page:
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PLAN FOR MOVING
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He underlined it twice.

Then he began to write.

* Pack all belongings in labeled boxes

* Organize clothes by type and color

* Create schedule for unpacking

* Research new school

* Practice introducing myself

* Plan daily routine

Ethan paused.

This felt better.

Not perfect—but better.

If he could control the details... then maybe the move wouldn’t be so bad.

Maybe nothing would go wrong.

He kept writing.
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Over the next few days, Ethan threw himself into his plan.

He sorted his books by size and genre.

He packed his toys carefully, wrapping each one in tissue paper.

He labeled every box in neat, clear handwriting.

He even created a checklist for each day.

Morning tasks.

Afternoon tasks.

Evening tasks.

Everything had a place.

Everything had a time.

Everything was under control.

Or at least... it felt like it was.
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But no matter how much Ethan planned, something still felt wrong.

The house was slowly changing.

Boxes began to appear in every room.

Walls that once held pictures were now empty.

The familiar started to disappear.

And the unknown crept closer.

One afternoon, Ethan stood in the living room, looking at a stack of boxes.

“This doesn’t feel like home anymore,” he said quietly.

His mom, who was taping up a box nearby, looked at him.

“I know,” she said gently.

Ethan crossed his arms. “I don’t like it.”

She walked over and knelt beside him.

“Ethan,” she said softly, “can I tell you something?”

He shrugged. “I guess.”

She smiled a little. “There’s a verse I’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”

Ethan sighed slightly. He knew what that meant.

But he didn’t stop her.

“‘Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding,’” she said. “That’s from Proverbs 3:5.”

Ethan looked away.

“I don’t understand this,” he said. “So how am I supposed to trust it?”

His mom nodded slowly. “That’s a very honest question.”

Ethan frowned. “It just doesn’t make sense. Everything is changing, and I don’t know what’s going to happen.”

She placed a hand on his shoulder.

“Sometimes,” she said, “trusting God doesn’t mean we understand everything. It means we believe He’s taking care of us—even when things feel confusing.”

Ethan shook his head.

“But what if things go wrong?” he asked.

His mom smiled gently.

“Then God will still be with you,” she said. “He doesn’t leave just because things are hard.”

Ethan didn’t respond.

He wanted to believe her.

He really did.

But deep inside, a question kept whispering:

What if that’s not enough?
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The day of the move came faster than Ethan expected.

Too fast.

The house was filled with the sound of footsteps, voices, and the rumble of boxes being carried out.

Ethan stood in his room, now almost empty.

His bed.

His desk.

A few remaining boxes.

That was all.

He walked over to the window and looked outside one
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