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    To every child who is learning to wait—
when answers feel delayed and hope feels small—
may you discover that God is always working,
even when you cannot yet see it.
To the patient hearts growing in quiet faith,
and to the ones still learning to trust—
this story is for you.
And to the grandparents, parents, and mentors
who gently teach us to believe in God's promises—
thank you for planting seeds that last a lifetime.
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Chapter 1: The Broken Promise
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Ethan Carter stood near the edge of the school field, his fingers curled tightly around the strap of his backpack. The late afternoon sun stretched long shadows across the grass, and laughter echoed from every corner of the playground. Parents lined the bleachers, cheering, clapping, waving—some holding cameras, others holding snacks and drinks for their children.

Ethan’s eyes scanned the crowd again.

He looked past the tall oak tree. Past the group of parents near the concession stand. Past the bleachers where his friend Noah’s dad stood, waving both arms wildly.

But not there.

His chest tightened.

“He said he’d be here,” Ethan whispered to himself.

Today was the school’s annual “Family Fun Day,” and more importantly to Ethan, it was the day of the relay race. He had practiced for weeks, running laps around the yard, timing himself, imagining the moment when he would cross the finish line—and see his dad cheering for him.

His dad had promised.

“I wouldn’t miss it for anything,” his father had said just two nights ago, placing a reassuring hand on Ethan’s shoulder. “I’ll be right there, front row.”

Ethan had believed him.

A whistle blew, snapping Ethan back to the present. “Racers, get ready!” Coach Daniels called.

Ethan walked slowly toward the starting line. His teammates were already in position, stretching, shaking out their arms, smiling nervously. Noah grinned at him. “Hey, my dad brought a huge camera. He says he’s gonna get the best shot when I win!”

Ethan forced a small smile. “That’s cool.”

He glanced one more time at the bleachers.

Still no sign of his dad.

The whistle blew again. “On your marks!”

Ethan crouched into position, his heart pounding—not with excitement, but with something heavier. Something sinking.

“Get set!”

He took a deep breath, but it didn’t help.

“Go!”

The runners burst forward. Ethan pushed off the ground, his legs moving fast, but his mind lagged behind. He could hear the cheers, but they felt distant, like they were meant for someone else.

He ran.

He passed the baton.

He ran again when his turn came back.

But something was missing.

When the race ended, Ethan didn’t even know which team had won. He walked slowly off the field, his shoulders slumped, his excitement completely gone.

Around him, kids ran into their parents’ arms. Laughter. High-fives. Proud smiles.

No one ran toward Ethan.

He stood still for a moment, watching.

Then he turned and walked toward the gate.

The ride home was quiet. Ethan stared out the window, watching trees blur past. His little sister Lila sat beside him, humming softly, swinging her legs.

“That was fun,” she said. “Did you see me in the sack race? I fell twice!”

Ethan didn’t respond.

Lila tilted her head. “Ethan?”

He shrugged. “Yeah. I saw.”

“You don’t sound happy.”

“I’m fine.”

But he wasn’t.

When they reached home, Ethan walked straight to his room and dropped his backpack onto the floor. He kicked off his shoes and sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the wall.

A promise is a promise.

That’s what his dad always said.

So why didn’t it matter today?

A soft knock came at the door. “Ethan?” It was Grandma Ruth.

“Yeah.”

She opened the door slowly and stepped inside, her gentle smile already fading as she took in his expression. “How was the race?”

Ethan looked away. “It was okay.”

She sat beside him. “Just okay?”

He hesitated.

Then the words came out all at once. “He said he’d be there. He promised, Grandma. He said he wouldn’t miss it, but he didn’t come.”

Grandma Ruth nodded slowly, listening carefully.

Ethan’s voice tightened. “I kept looking for him. I thought maybe he was late or something, but... he just didn’t show up.”

Silence filled the room for a moment.

“I’m sorry, Ethan,” she said gently. “That must have hurt.”

Ethan swallowed hard. “What’s the point of promises if people don’t keep them?”

Grandma Ruth folded her hands in her lap. “That’s a very important question.”

Ethan looked at her, frustration flashing in his eyes. “Everyone says promises are important, but people break them all the time. So why even believe them?”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she reached over and gently picked up a small Bible from Ethan’s bedside table.

“Can I show you something?” she asked.

Ethan shrugged. “I guess.”

She opened the Bible carefully, flipping through a few pages until she found the verse she was looking for. “Listen to this,” she said softly. “It’s from the book of Numbers, chapter 23, verse 19: ‘God is not a man, that He should lie; neither the son of man, that He should repent: hath He said, and shall He not do it?’”

Ethan frowned slightly. “What does that mean?”

“It means,” she explained, “that God is not like people. People make mistakes. They forget. Sometimes they even break promises. But God doesn’t. When God makes a promise, He always keeps it.”

Ethan looked down at his hands. “But my dad said he’d be there.”

“Yes,” Grandma Ruth said gently. “And I’m sure he meant it when he said it.”

“Then why didn’t he come?”

She sighed softly. “Sometimes life gets complicated, Ethan. Adults have responsibilities, and sometimes things happen that we don’t expect. That doesn’t always mean they don’t care.”

Ethan didn’t look convinced. “It still feels like he broke his promise.”

“I understand,” she said. “And it’s okay to feel hurt. Your feelings matter.”

Ethan’s eyes filled slightly, but he blinked the tears away. “I just... I really wanted him there.”

Grandma Ruth placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. “Of course you did.”

Another quiet moment passed.

“Ethan,” she continued, “do you remember the story of Noah?”

“Yeah. The ark and the flood.”

“Do you remember what God promised after the flood?”

Ethan thought for a moment. “That He wouldn’t flood the whole earth again.”

“That’s right,” she said. “And what did He place in the sky as a sign of that promise?”

“A rainbow.”

She smiled. “Exactly. And every time we see a rainbow, it reminds us that God keeps His promises.”

Ethan glanced up at her. “But that was a long time ago.”

“Yes,” she said. “And God has kept that promise ever since.”

Ethan was quiet again.

“So... God never breaks promises?” he asked.

“Never,” Grandma Ruth said firmly. “Not once.”

“But people do.”

“Yes,” she said gently. “People do.”

Ethan let out a long breath. “That’s kind of unfair.”

She chuckled softly. “It can feel that way.”

He leaned back slightly, resting his hands behind him. “So what am I supposed to do? Just pretend it doesn’t matter?”

“No,” she said. “You don’t have to pretend. But you can learn something important from this.”

“Like what?”

“That even when people fail us, God never will.”

Ethan stared at the floor, thinking.

“And sometimes,” she added, “when people fail, it helps us understand just how different God’s love and faithfulness really are.”

Before Ethan could respond, the front door opened downstairs.

Voices echoed faintly through the house.

Ethan’s heart skipped.

Footsteps moved quickly down the hallway.

Then came a knock.

“Ethan? Buddy, are you in there?”

It was his dad.

Ethan froze.

Grandma Ruth gave him a gentle, knowing look. “Go on,” she said softly.

Ethan hesitated for just a moment—then stood and walked to the door.

He opened it slowly.

His dad stood there, still in his work clothes, his tie loosened, his face tired—but his eyes filled with regret.

“I’m so sorry,” his dad said immediately. “I tried everything to get there on time. There was an emergency at work, and I couldn’t leave.”

Ethan didn’t speak.

“I know I promised,” his dad continued. “And I hate that I broke that promise. I really do.”

The words hung in the air.

Ethan looked at him, his emotions tangled—hurt, anger, and something else he couldn’t quite name.

“I kept looking for you,” Ethan said quietly.

His dad’s expression tightened. “I know. And I’m so sorry you had to go through that.”

Silence settled between them.

Then Ethan glanced back at Grandma Ruth, who gave him a small nod.

Ethan took a breath.

“It really hurt,” he said honestly.

“I understand,” his dad replied softly. “And you have every right to feel that way.”

Another pause.

Then his dad added, “Can you forgive me?”

Ethan looked down, thinking about everything Grandma Ruth had said.

People fail.

But God never does.

Slowly, Ethan nodded. “Okay.”

His dad let out a breath of relief and pulled him into a tight hug. “Thank you,” he whispered.

As Ethan stood there, something inside
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