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Chapter 1: The Worst News Ever

Chapter 2: Goodbye Doesn’t Feel Right

Dear God,

I don’t know if You’re listening.

Everyone says You are. But I don’t feel it.

I’m still upset about the move. I don’t understand why this is happening. I don’t want to leave.

I had everything I wanted. And now it feels like it’s all being taken away.

If You are listening... I wish You would do something.

Or at least... help me understand.

Chapter 3: A Place That Feels Empty

Dear God,

I still don’t understand why I’m here.

This place feels empty. Everything feels slow and quiet and wrong.

I don’t have any friends here. No one talks to me. No one knows me.

I miss my old life. I miss my school. I miss Lila.

Why would You bring me somewhere like this?

It just feels like You took everything away.

Chapter 4: The Girl Under the Mango Tree

Dear God,

I met someone today. Her name is Akinyi.

She talks about You like You’re real. Like You’re actually there.

I don’t know if I believe that right now.

But she made me think.

I’m still upset. I still don’t understand why I’m here.

But... maybe I’ll keep talking to You. Even if I don’t feel anything.

I don’t trust You yet. But I’m still here.

Chapter 5: The Unexpected Invitation

Dear God,

Today was different.

I went to Akinyi’s home. It was simple... but it didn’t feel empty.

Her grandmother said blessings are not always loud.

I don’t know if I believe that yet.

But... maybe I haven’t been looking properly.

I’m still upset. But I’m also... thinking.

Maybe that’s something.

Chapter 6: When Things Fall Apart

Dear God,

Today was scary. And confusing.

The storm was strong. And it broke things.

But Akinyi didn’t break.

I don’t understand that.

People came to help. No one was told. They just came.

I’ve never seen that before. Not like this.

Work through people?

Chapter 7: Seeing With New Eyes

Dear God,

I think I’m starting to understand something.

Things didn’t go the way I wanted. But that doesn’t mean they went wrong.

I’ve been helping rebuild Akinyi’s home. And I’ve met people. Real people. Kind people.

I laughed today. I didn’t expect that.

I still miss my old life. But... I don’t feel as empty anymore.

Maybe You didn’t take everything away. Maybe You were giving me something different.

I’m not fully there yet. But I think I’m starting to trust You.

Thank You... for not giving up on me.

Chapter 8: The Blessing I Didn’t Expect

Dear God,

I think I understand something now.

When we moved here, I thought You had taken everything from me.

I was angry. I didn’t trust You. I didn’t even feel like You were listening.

But I was wrong.

You didn’t take everything away.

You gave me something different.

You gave me people.

You gave me Akinyi.

You gave me a place where I could learn to slow down... and actually see things.

You gave me moments I would have missed before.

And You taught me that blessings are not always loud.

Sometimes they are quiet.

And sometimes... they look like things I didn’t want at first.

But they become exactly what I needed.

Thank You... for the blessing I didn’t expect.
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    To every child facing changes they didn't choose—
when life feels unfair and nothing seems right—
may you discover that God is still working for your good.
To the hearts learning to trust, even when it's hard,
and to those who find hope in unexpected places—
this story is for you.
And to the people who become blessings in our lives
when we least expect them—
thank you for reminding us that God's plans are always greater.
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Chapter 1: The Worst News Ever
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Maya had always believed that Wednesdays were the most ordinary days in the world.

Not exciting like Fridays. Not lazy like Sundays. Not even stressful like Mondays. Wednesdays were just... there. Safe. Predictable. Nothing big ever happened on a Wednesday.

That was why, as she skipped down the familiar path toward her home, swinging her schoolbag and humming her favorite song, she never imagined that this would be the day her whole world would change.

The afternoon sun stretched golden fingers across the dusty road, and the air smelled faintly of roasted maize from a nearby vendor. Children laughed somewhere behind her. A boda boda buzzed past. Everything felt normal—comfortingly normal.

Maya smiled.

She had just had one of the best days ever.

At school, her teacher had announced that Maya’s story—*The Secret of the Hidden Garden*—would be read aloud during assembly next week. Her classmates had clapped, and even Brian, who never clapped for anyone, had muttered, “That’s actually good.”

And then there was Lila.

Maya’s best friend.

Lila had grabbed her hands at break time and spun her around, nearly making both of them fall over.

“You’re going to be famous,” Lila had declared dramatically.

Maya had laughed. “Famous for writing stories about talking trees?”

“Yes,” Lila had said seriously. “Those are the best kind.”

They had sat together under the big jacaranda tree, sharing mandazi and secrets, planning their next story. In it, they decided, they would be explorers. Brave ones. The kind who never got lost.

Maya sighed happily as she reached her gate.

Everything was perfect.

Or at least, it had been.

The first thing Maya noticed was the silence.

Usually, when she got home, she could hear something—her mother humming in the kitchen, the clatter of pots, or the radio playing softly. Sometimes her little brother, Kito, would be running around, shouting about superheroes or imaginary battles.

But today, the house felt... still.

Too still.

Maya pushed the gate open slowly. It creaked louder than usual, as if even it knew something was wrong.

“Hello?” she called, stepping into the compound.

No answer.

She walked to the door and slipped off her shoes. Her heart gave a small, strange thump.

Why was it so quiet?

“Mum?” she called again.

This time, her mother’s voice came, soft and tight. “Maya? We’re in the sitting room.”

Maya paused.

There was something in her mother’s voice—something she couldn’t quite name. It wasn’t anger. It wasn’t sadness either. It was... serious.

Too serious.

Maya slowly walked into the sitting room.

Her parents were sitting side by side on the couch.

That alone was unusual.

Her father was usually still at work at this time. But there he was, his hands clasped together, leaning forward slightly. Her mother sat next to him, her fingers twisting the edge of her kanga.

Neither of them smiled.

Maya’s stomach tightened.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, dropping her bag onto the floor.

Kito sat cross-legged on the rug, playing with his toy car. He looked up briefly, then went back to making engine noises, completely unaware that something important was about to happen.

“Maya,” her father began gently, “come sit with us.”

That was when the fear really began.

Her father only used that tone when something serious was happening.

Maya walked slowly toward the couch and sat down opposite them.

Her heart started beating faster.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asked quickly.

Her mother shook her head at once. “No, sweetheart. You didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Then what is it?”

Her parents exchanged a glance.

A long one.

Maya’s chest felt tight now, like she couldn’t get enough air.

Her father took a deep breath.

“We have something important to tell you.”

Maya didn’t like the sound of that.

Not one bit.

“We’re moving,” her father said.

The words hung in the air.

For a moment, Maya didn’t understand them.

Moving?

“What do you mean?” she asked slowly.

Her mother reached out and took her hand. “Your father has been given a new job.”

“That’s good, right?” Maya said quickly. “So we’ll stay here, just—”

“It’s in another place,” her father said gently.

Maya blinked.

Another place?

“How far?” she asked.

There was a pause.

Then her father said the words that shattered everything.

“A village.”

Maya stared at him.

“A... village?” she repeated.

Her mother nodded.

“Yes, sweetheart. It’s a quieter place. It will be good for us.”

Good for us.

Maya pulled her hand away.

“No,” she said immediately.

Her voice sounded strange—small, but sharp.

“No.”

“Maya—” her mother began.

“No!” Maya repeated, louder this time.

Kito looked up, startled.

“You can’t be serious,” Maya said, shaking her head. “You’re joking, right? This is a joke.”

No one laughed.

Her father’s eyes were kind, but firm.

“It’s not a joke.”

Maya’s heart dropped.

“No,” she whispered.

Everything inside her began to spin.

A village?

No internet.

No big school.

No Lila.

No jacaranda tree.

No assembly.

No stories being read aloud.

“No,” Maya said again, this time louder, standing up suddenly. “I’m not going.”

Her mother stood too. “Maya—”

“I’m not going!” Maya shouted. “I don’t want to! I like it here!”

Her voice cracked.

Tears burned behind her eyes.

“This is my home! My school is here! My friends are here!”

Her father stood now as well, calm but serious.

“We understand that this is hard—”

“No, you don’t!” Maya snapped.

The words came out before she could stop them.

“You don’t understand anything!”

Silence fell.

Heavy and uncomfortable.

Maya’s chest rose and fell quickly.

Her mother looked hurt.

Her father looked tired.

But neither of them got angry.

That almost made it worse.

“We didn’t make this decision lightly,” her father said quietly. “This job is important for our family.”

“What about me?” Maya shot back. “Am I not important?”

“You are very important,” her mother said, her voice trembling slightly.

“Then why would you do this to me?” Maya demanded.

Her throat tightened.

Her vision blurred.

“I don’t want to leave,” she whispered. “I don’t want to...”

Her voice broke.

Kito stood up, holding his toy car.

“Are we really moving?” he asked.

No one answered him right away.

“Yes,” their father said finally.

Kito’s face lit up.

“Will there be cows?” he asked excitedly.

Maya stared at him.

“Cows?” she repeated, disbelief flooding her voice.

“Yes!” Kito said, bouncing slightly. “And goats! And maybe chickens! That would be so cool!”

Maya felt something inside her snap.

“This is not cool!” she shouted. “This is the worst thing ever!”

Kito’s smile faded.

Maya turned back to her parents.

“When?” she demanded.

Her father hesitated.

“Soon,” he said.

“How soon?”

“A few weeks.”

Maya felt like the ground had disappeared beneath her feet.

“A few weeks?” she whispered.

That wasn’t enough time.

That wasn’t enough time to say goodbye.

That wasn’t enough time to prepare.

That wasn’t enough time to not feel like this.

“You’ve already decided,” she said slowly.

It wasn’t a question.

Her parents didn’t answer.

They didn’t need to.

Maya understood.

This wasn’t a discussion.

It was happening.

Whether she liked it or not.

Maya grabbed her schoolbag from the floor.

“I’m going to my room,” she said stiffly.

“Maya—” her mother called.

But Maya was already walking away.

Fast.

Before the tears could fall.

She slammed her bedroom door behind her.

The sound echoed louder than she expected.

For a moment, she just stood there, breathing hard.

Then the tears came.

Hot.

Fast.

Unstoppable.

“This is not fair,” she muttered, throwing her bag onto the bed.

She looked around her room.

Her posters.

Her books.

Her drawings pinned to the wall.

Everything felt suddenly fragile, like it could disappear at any moment.

“I’m not going,” she said again, wiping her eyes angrily.

But even as she said it, she knew.

She didn’t have a choice.

There was a soft knock on the door.

“Maya?” her mother’s voice came gently. “Can I come in?”

Maya didn’t answer.

The door opened slowly anyway.

Her mother stepped inside and closed it quietly behind her.

She sat on the edge of the bed.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

“I know this is hard,” her mother said softly.

Maya looked away.

“You always say that,” she muttered. “But you still do things that hurt.”

Her mother’s shoulders sagged slightly.

“We’re not trying to hurt you,” she said.

“Well, you are,” Maya replied.

Silence.

“I have friends here,” Maya continued, her voice shaking. “I have a life here.”

“I know,” her mother said.

“Then why would you take it away?”

Her mother hesitated.

“Sometimes,” she said slowly, “God
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