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    To every child who has ever whispered a prayer in the quiet—
wondering if anyone was listening.
To the small voices, the hopeful hearts, and the tears no one sees—
God hears every word.
And to the little prayers that seem so simple,
yet carry the power to change everything.
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Chapter 1: The Day Everything Felt Too Big
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Noah Carter had never thought of himself as someone who worried too much.

He liked simple things—building forts out of blankets, racing his bike down Maple Street, and reading adventure books where heroes always seemed to know exactly what to do. In those stories, problems were big, but the people facing them were bigger.

But today, everything felt the opposite.

Today, the problem was bigger than anything Noah had ever known.

And he felt smaller than ever.
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It started that morning when Noah woke up to a house that didn’t sound right.

Usually, mornings were filled with familiar noises—the hum of the toaster, his mom softly singing in the kitchen, the clinking of dishes. But today, the house was quiet. Not peaceful quiet. The kind of quiet that made your stomach twist without knowing why.

Noah sat up in bed and listened.

Nothing.

He slipped out from under his blanket and padded down the hallway, his socks brushing softly against the wooden floor. The air felt heavier, like even the house was holding its breath.

“Mom?” he called.

No answer.

His chest tightened a little.

He walked into the living room and stopped.

His dad was sitting on the couch, leaning forward, elbows on his knees, staring at the floor. His hair looked messy, like he’d been running his hands through it over and over again.

“Dad?” Noah said softly.

His dad looked up quickly, as if he’d forgotten Noah was there. For a second, something flickered in his eyes—worry, maybe even fear—but then he forced a small smile.

“Hey, buddy.”

“Where’s Mom?”

There was a pause.

The kind of pause that makes everything feel slower.

“She’s... at the hospital,” his dad said carefully.

Noah’s heart skipped. “Why?”

His dad hesitated again, then stood up and walked over. He placed a hand on Noah’s shoulder, squeezing gently.

“She wasn’t feeling well last night. The doctors just want to run some tests.”

“Is she okay?”

Another pause.

That same heavy, too-long silence.

“We’re... hoping so.”

Hoping.

Noah didn’t like that word.
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The ride to school felt longer than usual.

Noah sat in the passenger seat, staring out the window as trees and houses blurred past. Everything looked normal outside. People walked their dogs. Cars stopped at traffic lights. A kid on a scooter zipped down the sidewalk.

How could everything look so normal when something so not normal was happening?

His dad kept both hands on the wheel, gripping it tighter than usual.

“Do you want me to stay home today?” Noah asked quietly.

His dad glanced at him. “No, buddy. School’s important. I’ll pick you up early if anything changes, okay?”

Noah nodded, but it didn’t feel okay.

Not even close.
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School was worse.

Way worse.

Noah sat at his desk, staring at the math worksheet in front of him. The numbers blurred together, dancing around like they didn’t want to be understood.

“Okay, class,” Mrs. Anderson said cheerfully, “let’s try problem number three.”

Noah didn’t move.

Usually, he liked math. It made sense. There was always an answer if you followed the steps.

But today, nothing made sense.

He picked up his pencil and tried to focus.

If 24 ÷ 6 = ...

He stared at the numbers.

What if Mom wasn’t okay?

What if the doctors found something bad?

What if—

“Noah?”

He blinked.

Mrs. Anderson was standing beside his desk.

“Yes?” he said quickly.

“Are you with us?” she asked gently.

He nodded, even though he wasn’t.

“Do you need help?”

“No... I’m fine.”

But he wasn’t fine.

Not even a little.
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At recess, Noah sat alone on the bench near the edge of the playground.

Kids laughed and shouted around him. A soccer ball flew past. Someone yelled, “Pass it!” Another kid tripped and burst into giggles.

It was like watching a movie he didn’t belong in.

“You okay?”

Noah looked up.

It was Lily, his best friend.

She tilted her head, studying him. “You’ve been quiet all day.”

Noah shrugged, staring down at his shoes. “I’m just... tired.”

Lily didn’t look convinced. “You sure?”

He wanted to tell her.

He really did.

But the words felt stuck, like they were too big to fit through his mouth.

“My mom’s in the hospital,” he finally said, barely above a whisper.

Lily’s eyes widened. “What? Why?”

“They don’t know yet.”

“Oh.”

That was all she said at first.

Just “oh.”

But then she sat down beside him.

“My grandma was in the hospital last year,” she said after a moment. “I was really scared.”

Noah glanced at her.

“Was she okay?”

Lily nodded. “Yeah. But it took a while.”

A while.

Noah’s chest tightened again.

“I hate not knowing,” he said.

“Me too.”

They sat in silence for a moment.

Then Lily nudged him gently. “My mom says when she’s worried, she prays.”

Noah frowned slightly. “Prays?”

“Yeah. Like... talks to God about it.”

Noah looked out at the playground again.

He’d heard about prayer before. At church. From his grandma. Even from his mom sometimes.

But it always sounded like something adults did.

Something big.

Something... complicated.

“What if it doesn’t work?” he asked.

Lily shrugged. “I don’t think it’s about it ‘working.’ I think it’s just... talking.”

Talking.

Noah wasn’t sure he believed that.

But he didn’t say anything.
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The rest of the day dragged on.

Every minute felt longer than the last.

Noah kept checking the clock, waiting for the hands to move faster.

They didn’t.

Finally, the bell rang.

And just like that, everyone rushed out of the classroom, laughing and talking like nothing had changed.

But everything had changed.

For Noah, at least.
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His dad was already waiting in the car.

That wasn’t normal.

Noah’s heart started pounding as he climbed in.

“What happened?” he asked immediately.

His dad shook his head. “We’re still waiting.”

Waiting.

Another word Noah didn’t like.

“Can we go see her?” Noah asked.

His dad hesitated. “Maybe later. Let’s go home first.”

Home didn’t feel like home anymore.
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The house was just as quiet as it had been that morning.

Noah dropped his backpack by the door and walked slowly into the living room.

Everything looked the same.

The couch. The coffee table. The blanket his mom always used.

But it didn’t feel the same.

It felt... emptier.

Noah sat down and pulled his knees to his chest.

“What if she doesn’t come back?” he blurted.

The words surprised even him.

His dad sat down beside him quickly. “Hey. Don’t think like that.”

“But what if it’s true?”

His dad didn’t answer right away.

Instead, he wrapped an arm around Noah’s shoulders and pulled him close.

“We’re going to trust the doctors,” he said softly. “And we’re going to stay hopeful.”

Hopeful.

There was that word again.

Noah leaned into his dad, but the tight feeling in his chest didn’t go away.
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That evening, everything felt slow.

Dinner was quiet.

The TV stayed off.

Even the clock ticking on the wall seemed louder than usual.

Noah pushed his food around his plate, not really hungry.

“Try to eat a little,” his dad said gently.

Noah nodded, but it was hard.

Everything felt wrong.

After dinner, he went to his room and sat on his bed.

The sun was setting outside his window, painting the sky orange and pink.

Usually, he liked sunsets.

Today, it just made him feel more alone.
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He lay back and stared at the ceiling.

What was happening?

Why was this happening?

Why did it feel like everything was slipping out of his control?

He thought about his mom.

Her laugh.

The way she always tucked him in at night.

The way she said, “Everything’s going to be okay,” even when things were hard.

But what if this time it wasn’t okay?

The thought made his eyes sting.

––––––––
[image: ]


Noah rolled onto his side and reached for the small wooden box on his nightstand.

Inside were little things that mattered to him—a marble, a folded drawing, a tiny cross his grandma had given him.

He picked up the cross and turned it over in his fingers.

“God listens to every prayer,” his grandma used to say.

Every prayer.

Even small ones?

Noah wasn’t sure.

He sat up slowly, holding the cross tightly.

“I don’t even know what to say,” he whispered to himself.

Did you have to use big words?

Did you have to sound a certain way?

What if he said it wrong?

What if God didn’t hear him?

What if—

Noah stopped.

He was overthinking again.

Lily’s words echoed in his mind.

I think it’s just... talking.

Talking.

Maybe it didn’t have to
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