
Michael Frazier

The inner Voice





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Michael Frazier


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Michael Frazier asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Michael Frazier has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  
    
      [image: Publisher Logo]
    

  





  This book is dedicated first to God, whose voice guides, corrects, and calls us home with patience and grace. I am deeply thankful for the leaders in Christ who shaped my walk through faithful service and example. Dewain Joiner, Lorne Crabtree, and Eddie Potts have shown unwavering dedication to their churches and to the truth of the Gospel. Their leadership and sacrifice have left a lasting mark on my life.






  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        I. THE INNER VOICE
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 1: WHEN THE NOISE GETS LOUD
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 2: WHEN FEAR SOUNDS LIKE WISDOM
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 3: WHEN SHAME PRETENDS TO BE HUMILITY
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 4: WHEN CONTROL SOUNDS LIKE RESPONSIBILITY
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 5: WHEN PRIDE SOUNDS LIKE CONFIDENCE
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 6: WHEN GUILT SOUNDS LIKE CONVICTION
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 7: WHEN DOUBT SOUNDS LIKE DISBELIEF
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 8: WHEN DISTRACTION SOUNDS LIKE PEACE
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 9: WHEN COMFORT SOUNDS LIKE CALLING
        
      

    
      	
        DAY 10: WHEN GOD’S VOICE SOUNDS LIKE PEACE
        
      

    
      	
        II. PART TWO
        
      

    
      	
        THE VOICE THAT INTERRUPTS
        
      

    
      	
        THE VOICE THAT WAITS
        
      

    
      	
        THE VOICE THAT CALLS YOU BACK
        
      

    
      	
        Also by Michael Frazier
        
      

    
    


  


I

The Inner Voice

Each chapter is a new day. A new way to distinguish Gods voice among all that goes on in our lives.  Take a day to read and reflect.







  
  
  DAY 1: WHEN THE NOISE GETS LOUD

  
  








Scripture

“Be still, and know that I am God.” Psalm 46:10




Devotional

Most of us already hear an inner voice.

The problem is not silence. The problem is sorting.

Fear has a voice. It speaks quickly and repeats itself.

Shame has a voice. It sounds like memory pretending to be wisdom.

Ego has a voice. It flatters and rushes and demands certainty.

And then there is the question we rarely say out loud.

What if God’s voice is in there too?

Scripture never tells us that God’s voice will be obvious. It tells us it will be recognizable. That is a learned skill, not a supernatural shortcut. People who walk closely with God do not hear Him louder. They hear Him clearer.

Stillness is not about stopping your thoughts. It is about noticing which ones remain when the noise runs out of breath.

God’s voice does not compete.

It waits.

Today is not about hearing God clearly.

It is about realizing how much noise we use to avoid listening at all.




Short Story

The Parking Lot




The grocery store parking lot was alive in the way places get when everyone is moving but no one is really going anywhere.

Engines idled. Doors slammed. Shopping carts rattled across uneven pavement like they had complaints of their own. Somewhere close, a child laughed too loud, the sound sharp and sudden, like it slipped out before it was checked.

Ethan sat in his truck with the key still in the ignition and the engine turned off.

Milk rested on the passenger seat, already sweating through the thin plastic bag. Bread leaned against it, slightly crushed, as if it had given up the fight.

He had meant to be inside for ten minutes. Milk. Bread. Maybe eggs if he remembered. Normal errands. Proof of a normal life.

Somewhere between the dairy case and the self checkout, his chest had tightened.

It did not hurt. That was what scared him.

Pain would have made sense. Pain had rules. This was pressure. A slow, deliberate weight that settled behind his ribs and stayed there, unmoving, like it had always planned to show up eventually.

He left his cart by the gum display and walked out without looking back.

Now he sat here, hands resting on the steering wheel, not gripping it, not relaxed either. Just hovering. Unsure what came next.

The radio played quietly. Some song he half recognized. The kind that used to mean something but now felt like a voice from another room. He turned the knob down until the music dissolved into soft static. Then, after a moment, he turned it off completely.

Silence rushed in too fast.

It felt invasive. Like someone stepping closer than invited.

His breathing sounded wrong in the quiet. Too loud. Too uneven. He rested his forehead against the steering wheel and closed his eyes, as if blocking out the world might give him control over his own thoughts.

“Get it together,” he muttered.

The words sounded thin.

Ethan had built his life on motion. Movement kept him functional. Workdays bled into each other. Podcasts filled the drive. Sports radio filled the gaps. At home, the television stayed on even when he was not watching it. Silence felt like a door he was not ready to open.

Stillness was dangerous.

Stillness was where thoughts lined up.

A car horn blared nearby. He flinched hard enough to make himself laugh once, short and humorless.

This is stupid, he told himself. You are a grown man unraveling over groceries.

His body did not care.

His jaw stayed tight. His shoulders stayed raised. His chest refused to loosen.

He opened his eyes and stared through the windshield. A thin crack ran from the lower corner upward, spidering toward the center. He had noticed it months ago. Had promised himself he would fix it. Somehow, other things had always felt louder.

His phone buzzed.

He did not pick it up.

It buzzed again. Then stopped.

The silence came back heavier, like it had been patient.

His foot began tapping against the floorboard without permission.

“What is wrong with you?” he whispered.

The question did not need an answer. It had been following him for months.

He had grown up around faith. Sunday mornings. Scripture on refrigerator magnets. Prayers that sounded confident because they had been practiced. He knew the words. He just did not know how to hear anything behind them anymore.

Be still.

The verse floated up uninvited.

He almost laughed. Stillness felt like the last thing he needed. Stillness was exactly where the pressure lived.

“What do You want from me?” he asked the empty cab.

The question surprised him. He had not prayed like that in years. Not directly. Not honestly. His prayers had become safer. More controlled. Gratitude without expectation. Requests without vulnerability.

Nothing answered him.

No voice. No warmth. No sudden clarity.

What came instead was memory.

He was twelve, sitting on the front steps of his parents’ house, angry about something that felt enormous at the time and meaningless now. His father had come out and sat beside him without saying a word. They had listened to cicadas and distant traffic. At some point, the anger had drained out of Ethan without announcement. He had leaned his shoulder against his father’s arm, not asking permission.

No advice had been given.

No solutions offered.

Just presence.

Ethan leaned back against the seat.

His breathing slowed, not because the pressure vanished, but because it stopped rising. Like a wave that had reached its height and decided to fall back into itself.

“I don’t know how to do this,” he said quietly.

He did not specify what this was. Life. Faith. The noise in his head. All of it.

Still no voice answered him.

But the silence no longer felt empty.

His phone buzzed again.

He picked it up this time.

A text from his sister.

You okay? You didn’t answer earlier.

He stared at the screen longer than necessary.

Not really, he typed.

Then deleted it.

Still here, he typed instead.

That felt truer.

He sent it.

The milk shifted slightly as he moved, the plastic bag rustling. The sound grounded him more than he expected. Ordinary. Real.

He turned the key in the ignition. The engine started, familiar and steady. Before pulling out, he sat there one more moment, letting the noise return on his terms.

The parking lot looked the same. Crowded. Loud. Impatient.

Nothing outside had changed.

But something inside him had.

He did not know if what he had felt was God. Or memory. Or his own nervous system finally giving him a break.

What he knew was this.

The loudest voices had quieted first.

And something else had remained.




Reflection Question

When the noise finally quiets, what voice do you notice still standing?




Prayer

God, teach me how to recognize Your voice by its steadiness, not its volume.








  
  
  DAY 2: WHEN FEAR SOUNDS LIKE WISDOM

  
  








Scripture

“For God has not given us a spirit of fear, but of power, love, and a sound mind.” 2 Timothy 1:7



Devotional

Fear rarely announces itself honestly.

If it did, we would resist it more often.

Instead, fear disguises itself as caution. It borrows the language of wisdom. It says things like be careful, wait until you are ready, do not risk it, you cannot afford to be wrong.

Fear does not sound panicked.

It sounds reasonable.

That is why it is so hard to tell the difference between fear and God’s guidance. Both ask us to pause. Both warn us about consequences. Both can sound quiet and thoughtful.

But there is a difference.

Fear shrinks your world.

God expands it.

Fear asks what might go wrong.

God asks who you are becoming.

Today is not about eliminating fear. Fear is a human response. Today is about recognizing when fear has taken the microphone and convinced you it is protecting you, when in reality it is keeping you small.

God’s voice does not remove risk.

It gives courage a direction.



Short Story

The Bridge


Marisol hated the bridge long before it gave her a reason to.

It stretched over the river just outside town, a long spine of concrete and steel that connected the quiet side streets to the part of the city where decisions were made. The lanes were narrow. The railings were low. When trucks passed, the whole thing trembled like it was remembering something terrible.

She took the long way
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