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Read this First
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In a world overwhelmed by noise, sickness, and silent tears, there remains a voice that never fades—God’s. He speaks gently through the quiet, powerfully through pain, and faithfully through every story of our lives.

This book was born from that still voice.

Each story you are about to read has been prayerfully written for those walking through seasons of suffering—whether it be physical illness, emotional pain, or the loneliness that often comes with it. These are not just tales. They are whispers of hope, echoes of truth, and reminders that you are not alone.

The characters in these pages may be fictional, but their struggles are real. They represent the countless patients lying in hospital beds, healing in silence at home, or simply battling wounds the world cannot see. Each story ends with a Bible verse—God’s eternal promise—and a reflection to anchor your heart when everything else feels shaky.

My hope is that through these pages, you will discover that even when life hurts, faith still holds. That even when your body feels weak, your spirit can rise in strength. And even when darkness surrounds you, God’s light will never leave you.

Let this book be your companion on the difficult days. Let these words be a balm to your soul. And let Jesus, the true Healer, meet you in the middle of every story—yours most of all.

With love and prayer,
N. Josphine
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Dedicated to
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To the ones who cry in silence,
who feel invisible in crowded rooms,
and carry wounds no one else can see—
this book is for you.
May these stories be like soft lamps in your darkest hour,
reminding you that even when you feel alone,
you are seen, loved, and never truly forgotten by God.





With all my heart,
N. Josphine

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Opening Prayer Before the Stories Begin
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“A Prayer for the Journey Ahead”

Dear Lord,
As I begin these pages, I come to You with an open heart.
You know the quiet aches I carry, the fears I hide, and the hopes I still hold on to.
With every story I read, let Your presence surround me.
Let me feel that I am not alone — that You walk beside me, even though the valley of pain.
Speak to me through these words. Heal the places in me that I can’t even name. Give me rest when I am weary, strength when I feel small, and peace that passes all understanding.
Help me to trust You — not only with my future, but also with my present pain. Use every story to remind me that You are a God who sees, who loves, and who never abandons.
Let this not just be a book, Lord, but a quiet place where I meet You. I surrender my fears, I welcome Your comfort, and I believe healing is possible — even here, even now.
In Jesus' name,
Amen
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Story 1: “The Last Bench”
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Ruth sat on the last bench of the hospital chapel, her hands trembling. Her six-year-old son, Eli, was battling a rare infection. The doctors had said there was little hope. Friends stopped visiting. Her husband had flown back to Dubai for work. The silence around her was heavier than grief — it was despair.

She didn’t have fancy prayers. All she could whisper was, “God, please don’t take him.”

Every day, she sat in that same corner. Nurses watched her light the same candle. She never cried in public. But one night, as the chapel emptied and the lights dimmed, Ruth collapsed to her knees and wept like a storm breaking open.

“Are You even real?” she cried aloud.

At that moment, an old woman — who Ruth hadn’t noticed before — walked toward her and held her hands gently. “Child, God isn’t only in the healing. He’s in the waiting too.”

Those words stuck.

Days turned into weeks. Slowly, Eli’s fever broke. His breathing normalized. The doctors were surprised — cautiously optimistic. One of them even called it “unexplained recovery.”

But Ruth knew. God had not just healed her son; He had healed something inside her too — the hopelessness.

A year later, she still sits on that last bench once a month. Not in desperation, but in deep gratitude.

Bible Verse:

“The Lord is near to the broken-hearted and saves the crushed in spirit.”
— Psalm 34:18 (ESV)
Meaning: God’s presence is closest when we feel most shattered. He is not distant in suffering — He draws nearer.

Moral of the Story:

Faith doesn’t always roar. Sometimes, it’s a whisper from the last bench, heard by a God who never left. Healing is not always immediate, but hope begins the moment we trust that He is near.
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Story 2 “When the Sky Didn’t Break”
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Rina sat at the edge of her rooftop, not to jump—but to breathe.

It had been two months since she lost her job and three weeks since her father’s sudden passing. Her savings were disappearing. The fridge had nothing but tap water. Everyone said, “Have faith,” but faith doesn’t fill an empty stomach. Or so she thought.

She looked at the sky and whispered, “If You’re really there, do something. I’m tired of surviving.” But no thunder rolled. No angels sang. No money fell from heaven. Just silence.

Later that evening, a knock came at her door. It was her neighbour’s 12-year-old son, holding a paper bag. “Ma made too much dinner again,” he grinned. “She said you could use some.”

Rina’s hands trembled as she took it. Dal, rice, a boiled egg, and a note inside:
"You're not forgotten. God sees you."
That night, the sky didn’t break. But her heart did. Not from despair—but from the soft, holy ache of being seen.

Bible Verse:

“So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God.
I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.” - Isaiah 41:10 (NIV)
Meaning:

Even when life feels unbearably quiet, God is not absent. This verse reminds us that His presence doesn’t always thunder—it often whispers through unexpected kindness, through neighbours, through daily mercies. He is not only the God of miracles but also the God of moments.

Moral of the Story:

Sometimes, God's answer doesn’t come with lightning or loud declarations—but through small acts of love that remind you: you're not alone. Keep breathing. Keep believing.
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Story 3: “The Empty Chair”
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Every Sunday, Eleanor set the table for three — herself, her husband, and her daughter Grace. She used the same floral tablecloth and always placed Grace’s chair facing the window. But it had been six months since Grace died in a car accident on her way home from college.

The chair remained untouched. Empty. Still.

Friends told Eleanor to move on, to pack away her daughter’s things, maybe even remove the chair. But Eleanor couldn't. It wasn’t denial — it was remembrance. It was the only place where silence spoke louder than words.

One Sunday morning, Eleanor sat down for breakfast, her hands trembling. Her appetite was gone, but she had made toast anyway — Grace’s favourite, with cinnamon and honey.

As she looked at the empty chair, something stirred in her spirit.

“You are not alone,” a quiet voice whispered within her.

Tears flowed freely now, not just from grief, but from a strange, tender comfort. In that moment, she realized: her daughter may no longer be at the table, but God was. She felt His presence stronger than ever — filling the room, wrapping her sorrow in warmth.

That Sunday, Eleanor placed a fourth plate on the table. Not for Grace, but for the One who had never left her side.

Bible Verse:

“The Lord is close to the broken-hearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.”

— Psalm 34:18 (NIV)

Meaning: In our darkest moments, God doesn’t keep His distance. He comes closer — gently, quietly, to rescue
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