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    To every child who has ever felt afraid to try—
when your heart raced and your voice felt small—
may you discover that courage begins with one step of faith.
To the quiet prayers whispered in moments of fear,
and the brave choices made despite trembling—
this story is for you.
And to the families, teachers, and friends
who encourage us to be brave and trust God—
thank you for helping us choose faith over fear.
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Chapter 1: The Fear That Follows Me
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The Quiet Kind of Fear

If you had asked anyone at school to describe Noah Bennett, they probably would have said something like this:

“He’s quiet.”

“He’s nice.”

“He’s really good at drawing.”

And all of those things were true.

But there was something else about Noah that most people didn’t see—not clearly, anyway.

Noah was afraid.

Not the kind of afraid that made you scream or run away.

Not the kind of afraid that showed up in obvious ways.

Noah’s fear was quieter than that.

It followed him.

Everywhere.
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The Way Fear Shows Up

It showed up when the teacher asked a question and Noah knew the answer—but didn’t raise his hand.

It showed up when his friend Ethan suggested trying something new at recess, and Noah said, “Maybe next time.”

It showed up when the class laughed—not at him, but near him—and he wondered if somehow, it was about him.

Fear whispered things into his mind.

What if you say it wrong?

What if they laugh?

What if you mess up?

And those whispers were loud.

Louder than his thoughts.

Louder than his confidence.

Sometimes, it felt like fear was the one making decisions for him.
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A Morning Like Any Other

That morning started like most others.

Noah sat at the kitchen table, slowly stirring his cereal even though it didn’t need stirring. The spoon clinked softly against the bowl as he stared down at it.

“Are you going to eat that,” Lily asked, “or just mix it forever?”

Noah blinked. “Oh... yeah.”

He took a bite.

Lily, his younger sister, sat across from him, already halfway through her breakfast.

“You’re thinking again,” she said.

“I’m always thinking,” Noah replied.

“Yeah, but this is your worried thinking face,” she said, squinting at him playfully.

Noah tried to smile.

“I’m fine,” he said.

Lily raised an eyebrow.

“Are you sure?”

Noah nodded.

But he wasn’t.
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School Feels Safe... Until It Doesn’t

School was usually predictable.

And Noah liked predictable.

The same classroom.

The same desk.

The same schedule.

Predictable felt safe.

But sometimes, even in a place that felt safe, something would happen that made his chest tighten and his thoughts race.

That morning, it happened right after math.

“Alright, class,” Mr. Harris said, clapping his hands once. “Before we move on, I have an announcement.”

Noah felt something shift inside him.

Announcements weren’t always bad.

But they weren’t always good either.

Mr. Harris smiled.

“Next week, we’re going to begin our class presentations.”

The word hit Noah like a sudden gust of wind.

Presentations.

His stomach dropped.

“You’ll each choose a topic,” Mr. Harris continued, “and prepare a short presentation to share with the class.”

Noah’s grip tightened around his pencil.

“You’ll have a few days to prepare,” the teacher added, “and I’ll be here to help you along the way.”

Around the room, students reacted in different ways.

Some looked excited.

Some looked curious.

A few groaned quietly.

But Noah—

Noah felt frozen.
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The Fear Grows Louder

Presentation.

The word echoed in his mind.

Stand in front of the class.

Talk.

Everyone looking at you.

Listening.

Judging.

What if he forgot what to say?

What if his voice shook?

What if he messed up?

What if—

“Noah?”

He blinked.

Mr. Harris was looking at him.

“Yes?” Noah said quickly.

“I asked if you had a topic in mind,” the teacher said gently.

“Oh,” Noah replied, his mind scrambling. “Um... not yet.”

“That’s alright,” Mr. Harris said with a smile. “You’ll have time to think about it.”

Noah nodded.

But his heart was pounding.

Time didn’t make it feel better.

Time made it feel closer.
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The Longest Day

The rest of the day felt different.

Noah tried to focus on his work, but his thoughts kept drifting back to the same thing.

The presentation.

He imagined himself standing at the front of the class.

His hands shaking.

His voice cracking.

Everyone watching.

He could almost hear it—

The silence.

The pressure.

The possibility of getting it wrong.

At recess, Ethan ran up to him.

“Hey! Want to try the new climbing wall?” he asked.

Noah hesitated.

Normally, he might have said yes.

But today, his mind was already full.

“I think I’ll just stay here,” he said.

Ethan shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

As Ethan ran off, Noah sat on the bench, staring at the ground.

Fear wasn’t just about the presentation anymore.

It was everywhere.
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The Voice Inside

On the walk home, Noah’s thoughts grew louder.

You can’t do this.

You’re going to mess up.

Everyone will notice.

Why even try?

He kicked a small stone along the path.

He had felt this before.

Not just today.

Not just with presentations.

But with a lot of things.

Trying new games.

Speaking up.

Doing something unfamiliar.

Fear always showed up.

And most of the time—

It won.
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Lily Notices

When Noah got home, Lily was waiting.

“So?” she asked. “How was school?”

Noah dropped his bag by the door.

“It was fine,” he said.

Lily tilted her head.

“That doesn’t sound like ‘fine,’” she said.

Noah sighed.

“We have to do a presentation,” he admitted.

Lily’s eyes lit up.

“That’s cool!”

“No, it’s not,” Noah said quickly.

“Why not?”

“Because I have to stand in front of everyone and talk,” he replied.

Lily shrugged. “So?”

“So?” Noah repeated. “Lily, what if I mess up?”

“What if you don’t?” she asked.

Noah paused.

He hadn’t thought of that.

Not really.
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Fear Feels Real

That evening, Noah sat at his desk, staring at a blank piece of paper.

He was supposed to be thinking of a topic.

But instead, he was thinking about everything that could go wrong.

His pencil hovered over the page.

Then dropped.

“I can’t do this,” he muttered.

The words felt heavy.

Real.

True.

Fear had a way of making things feel final.

Like there was no other option.
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A Gentle Reminder

A soft knock came at the door.

“Hey,” his mom said, stepping inside. “How’s it going?”

Noah shrugged.

“I don’t know what to do,” he said.

She sat beside him.

“What’s on your mind?”

He hesitated.

Then told her everything.

The presentation.

The fear.

The thoughts that wouldn’t stop.

She listened quietly.

Then said something he didn’t expect.

“That sounds really hard.”

Noah looked up.

“You’re not going to tell me it’s easy?” he asked.

She smiled.

“No,” she said. “Because it doesn’t feel easy to you.”

He nodded.

“Fear can feel very powerful,” she said gently.

“It does,” Noah admitted.
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But Fear Isn’t the Boss

His mom leaned forward slightly.

“But do you know something important?” she asked.

Noah shook his head.

“Fear feels powerful,” she said, “but it doesn’t get to decide who you are.”

Noah frowned.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said, “just because you feel afraid doesn’t mean you are weak. And it doesn’t mean you can’t do something.”

Noah thought about that.

“It doesn’t feel that way,” he said.

“I know,” she replied. “But feelings aren’t always the same as truth.”
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A New Thought Begins

Noah looked down at his paper again.

“What if I try... and mess up?” he asked.

His mom smiled softly.

“Then you’ll learn,” she said.

“And what if people laugh?”

“Then you’ll still be okay,” she replied.

Noah took a deep breath.

For the first time all day, something felt different.

Not easier.

But possible.
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The Fear Is Still There

That night, as Noah lay in bed, the fear didn’t disappear.

It was still there.

Still whispering.

Still reminding him of everything that could go wrong.

But now—

There was something else.

A small, quiet thought.

Fear doesn’t get to decide who I am.

He wasn’t sure he fully believed it yet.

But it was there.

And maybe—

That was the beginning.
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Key Lesson:

Fear can feel powerful, but it doesn’t define who we are.
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