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    To every child who has ever felt their faith grow quiet—
when prayers seemed unanswered and hope felt distant—
may you discover that God is closer than you think.
To the hearts learning to trust again,
one small step, one quiet prayer at a time—
this story is for you.
And to those who gently remind others that faith can grow again—
thank you for being a light in someone's journey back to belief.
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Chapter 1: When Faith Feels Far Away
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Amara used to believe that faith was as natural as breathing.

It had once been the simplest thing in the world—closing her eyes at night, folding her hands beneath her chin, and whispering softly into the quiet darkness, “Dear God...” She never doubted that someone was listening. She never questioned whether her words mattered. Faith, to her, was not complicated. It was not something she had to think about or analyze. It simply was.

But now, things felt different.

The change had not come suddenly, like a storm crashing through her life. It had come slowly, quietly—like the fading of a song you didn’t realize had stopped playing until the silence felt too loud.

Amara sat on the edge of her bed, her school uniform still neatly pressed, her shoes lined up perfectly beside the wall. The late afternoon sunlight filtered through her window, casting golden stripes across the floor. It was the kind of peaceful scene she used to love—the kind that once made her whisper, Thank You, God, for today.

Now, she just stared at it.

Her Bible lay on her desk, unopened. A thin layer of dust had begun to gather along its edges, something she hadn’t noticed until recently. Once, she had read it every morning before school. Sometimes she had even woken up early just to spend time with God, her heart full and eager.

Now, she couldn’t remember the last time she had opened it.

It wasn’t that she didn’t want to believe anymore.

It was that believing suddenly felt... hard.

She let out a slow sigh and leaned back, her eyes drifting to the ceiling.

“What happened?” she whispered, though no one was there to answer.

It had started three weeks ago.

Three weeks since everything had begun to feel different.

Three weeks since her prayer had gone unanswered.

Amara closed her eyes, and the memory came rushing back—clear and sharp, like it had happened just moments ago.

Her little brother, Daniel, had been sick.

At first, it seemed like something small. A fever. A cough. Their mother had said it was probably nothing serious. “Just a cold,” she had reassured them, brushing Daniel’s hair gently as he lay curled up on the couch.

But the fever didn’t go away.

It got worse.

And worse.

Soon, Daniel was too weak to get out of bed. His laughter—once loud and full of life—had faded into quiet whimpers. The house, which used to be filled with his energy, now felt heavy and still.

Amara had never been so afraid.

That night, she had knelt beside her bed, her hands trembling as she prayed harder than she ever had before.

“Please, God,” she had whispered, her voice breaking. “Please make him better. You can heal him. I know You can. Just... please.”

She had believed it with all her heart.

She had believed that God was listening.

She had believed that by morning, everything would be okay.

But morning came... and Daniel was worse.

By afternoon, he was taken to the hospital.

By evening, Amara sat in a cold waiting room, her fingers tightly clasped together, repeating the same prayer over and over in her mind.

Please. Please. Please.

She didn’t know how much time had passed when the doctor finally came out.

Her parents stood up quickly. Amara followed, her heart pounding so loudly it felt like it might burst.

The doctor spoke softly, carefully.

Words like “infection,” “serious,” and “monitor closely” floated through the air.

Amara didn’t understand everything.

But she understood enough.

Daniel wasn’t better.

And God hadn’t answered her prayer.
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Amara opened her eyes, her chest tightening as the memory faded.

Daniel was home now. He was recovering. The worst had passed, the doctors said. He would be okay.

Everyone kept saying it was a miracle.

But Amara didn’t feel like it was.

Because those long, terrifying days—when Daniel had been at his weakest—had changed something inside her.

She had prayed.

She had believed.

And still, God had been silent.

“Why didn’t You help right away?” she murmured softly, her voice barely audible.

Her gaze shifted to her desk again.

The Bible.

The journal she used to write prayers in.

The small cross that hung above it.

They all felt... distant.

Like they belonged to a different version of her.
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“Amara!”

Her mother’s voice echoed from downstairs.

“Dinner is ready!”

Amara blinked, pulling herself back into the present.

“I’m coming,” she called, though her voice lacked its usual brightness.

She stood up slowly and made her way downstairs.

The smell of food filled the house—warm and comforting. It should have made her feel safe.

Instead, it made her feel strange.

Daniel was already sitting at the table, swinging his legs slightly. He looked better now—his cheeks had regained some color, and his smile, though still a little tired, had returned.

“Amara!” he said excitedly when he saw her. “Guess what? I walked all the way to the gate today!”

“That’s great,” she said, forcing a small smile as she took her seat.

Their mother placed plates on the table, her face filled with quiet gratitude.

“Let’s pray,” she said gently.

Amara’s heart skipped.

Pray.

It used to be her favorite part of dinner.

Now, it felt... uncomfortable.

Her father bowed his head. “Dear God, thank You for bringing Daniel back to us safely. Thank You for Your healing and Your mercy...”

Amara lowered her head too, but her eyes remained open.

Her fingers rested on her lap, still and unmoving.

She didn’t know what to say anymore.

Did God really hear them?

Had He heard her when she cried out that night?

Or had she just been talking into silence?

“Amen,” her family said together.

“Amen,” Amara echoed softly, though the word felt unfamiliar on her tongue.
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Later that night, Amara lay in bed, staring at the ceiling again.

The room was quiet.

Too quiet.

She turned onto her side, pulling the blanket closer around her.

Her thoughts wouldn’t stop.

What if God doesn’t always listen?

What if my prayers don’t matter?

What if... I was wrong about everything?

The questions felt heavy, pressing down on her chest.

She squeezed her eyes shut.

“No,” she whispered. “That’s not true.”

But even as she said it, doubt lingered.

For the first time in her life, faith didn’t feel certain.

It felt fragile.
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The next day at school, Amara tried to focus on her lessons.

But her mind kept drifting.

Her teacher’s voice became background noise as her thoughts wandered back to the same questions.

During break time, her best friend, Leah, sat beside her under their favorite tree.

“You’ve been quiet lately,” Leah said, studying her face. “Are you okay?”

Amara hesitated.

She wanted to say yes.

She wanted to pretend everything was fine.

But something inside her wouldn’t let her.

“I don’t know,” she admitted.

Leah tilted her head. “What do you mean?”

Amara picked at the grass, her fingers tracing small patterns in the dirt.

“Have you ever prayed for something... and it didn’t happen?” she asked softly.

Leah thought for a moment. “Yeah, I think so.”

“What did you do?”

Leah shrugged. “I don’t know. I just... kept praying, I guess.”

Amara frowned slightly.

“That’s it?”

“Well... yeah,” Leah said gently. “Why?”

Amara swallowed.

“Because I prayed,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I really believed God would help. But He didn’t. Not when I needed Him to.”

Leah didn’t answer right away.

She just listened.

And somehow, that made it easier for Amara to keep talking.

“It felt like... like He wasn’t there,” Amara continued. “Like I was just talking to myself.”

The words hung in the air between them.

Leah reached over and squeezed her hand.

“I don’t think He left you,” she said quietly.

Amara looked up at her, her eyes searching.

“Then why did it feel like that?”

Leah didn’t have an answer.

And for the first time, that silence felt heavier than any words could have.
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That evening, as the sun began to set, Amara stood by her window.

The sky was painted in shades of orange and pink, the clouds glowing softly in the fading light.

It was beautiful.

She knew it was.

But instead of feeling wonder, she felt... distant.

Disconnected.

She placed her hand against the glass, her reflection staring back at her.

“I want to believe again,” she whispered.

Her voice trembled slightly.

“I just don’t know how.”

The room remained silent.

And for the first time, that silence didn’t just feel empty.

It felt like a question waiting to be answered.

But the answer had not come yet.

Not yet.

And so Amara stood there, caught between what she used
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