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Chloe’s mom glanced at her curiously. Chloe tapped the
home button and laid her phone on the table face-down.
Her skin felt electrified as she finished her meal. She paid
special attention to each bite as she chewed, careful not to
choke. Surely she had read the message from Sis. Ava
wrong. The urge to pick up her phone and reread it
tempted her, but what if she’d understood it correctly?

Her mom glanced at her again.

Chloe took a slow drink of tea. Her palms and wrists
itched. She rubbed her hands against her denim skirt.

Her brother, Jack, sat across the table, oblivious to her
turmoil as he shoveled mac and cheese into his mouth
with one hand while tapping the game on his phone with
the other. He never even glanced her way.

Traitor.

Had he said something to Sis. Ava? He must have. How
else would she know Chloe sang? She wanted to kick him
under the table, but she knew Mom would notice. She
cleared her throat. “Could you take me to practice the
parallel parking again after dinner?”

“Sure,” he replied without taking his eyes off his phone.

“Thanks.” Chloe pushed the food around her plate. Her
stomach felt queasy. “Excuse me.” She gave her mom a
soft smile as she stood.
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“You've barely eaten enough to feed a bird.”

“I'm tull. I ate a snack earlier.”

Jack stood abruptly, slipping his phone into his back
pocket. “Hold up. I'm ready.” He picked his plate up and
raked the rest of his food into his mouth. With bulging
cheeks, he motioned toward the front door.

Chloe discarded her leftovers into the dog bowl and
rinsed both their plates.

)

“What did you say to Sis. Ava?” Chloe demanded when
they were a block away from the house.

“Nothing. Why?”

“Because!” Chloe felt the burn along the side of her neck
and left ear as she wrestled her phone from her skirt
pocket. She tapped the message and turned it toward him.
“She sent this.”

“What does it say?”

“Hey, Chloe, I was wondering if you would sing a solo
at the youth rally this month? Just let me know.”

“Really? That'’s great. I think you should do it.”

“I. Don’t. Sing.” The sound of his laughter infuriated
her. “What’s so funny?”
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“You sing all the time.”
“Not for people!”

)

Chloe sat alone in her room and stared at her phone.
She tried not to think about the third grade talent show,
but the memory forced its way into her mind. She could
still hear Brian Daniels’s mocking laughter as he repeated
her blundered line ad nauseam.

She shook her head, frustrated.

Brian Daniels wouldn’t be at the youth rally. He didn’t
go to any of the churches that hosted it.

But Janie Adams did. And she had been just as
relentless as Brian in her daily attempts to humiliate
Chloe. Marie Sanders would be there too. Even though
Marie hadn’t mocked Chloe after the show, she had been
quick to laugh with those who did.

Chloe turned to the keyboard rigidly. Sis. Ava’s response
had been quick when Chloe declined the invitation. “Will
you pray about it before you decide? I felt heavily
impressed to ask you.”

Why would God want her to do this? Didn’t he know
how much she had been hurt? He had to know that’s why
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she stopped talking at school. And she never did another
talent show. Ever.

She tapped a single key, lost in thought, remembering
the agonizing months she spent worrying that God would
ignore her prayers if she didn’t speak them out loud.
Night after night, she had hidden in her room and tried to
muster the courage to speak her prayers aloud.

Chloe began to play the keyboard and hum along.

It had been so hard to set her voice free, even here, in
the privacy of her own room.

“Even if my voice is shaking.” And it was shaking. But
the sweet calm that came when she played was worth it.
“Still, I know your love’s unchanging.” Moisture collected
behind her eyes. Love swelled within her. She continued
to sing. “In secret places, you would meet me. You held
me when the tears would fall. You taught my heart to rise
in worship. Though no one hears me sing at all.”

That’s the way she liked it. Her praise and worship was
special, just between her and God. She didn’t want to sing
for other people. “Now I stand because you stayed. You
healed the fear that once enslaved. Jesus, I sing for you
alone. This is the song, this is the song of my soul.”
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Jack clapped enthusiastically from the doorway,
startling her. She twirled on her stool and clasped her
hands in her lap.

“Wow. That’s even better than the last one.”

She felt her cheeks flame hot. “How long have you been
there?”

“Long enough to know that’s a hit. Are you going to
sing it at the rally?”

She shook her head. “No way. I'm not singing at the
rally.”

Jack’s brow creased. “Why? You're so good.”

“I don’t want to.”

“What if God called you to it?”

Her throat tightened. “He wouldn’t do that.”

Jack crossed his arms. “What about the talents?
Remember the parable? God doesn’t like it when we hide
our talents. You have a beautiful voice. God gave you that
for a reason.”

The tears pushed forward. “Why would he ask me to do
something he knows I can’t do?”

Jack shrugged. “Maybe it’s like that servant that was
afraid when they were surrounded, because he couldn’t
see God’s army standing with them for the battle. Maybe
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you just can’t see what God will do with your talent.
Maybe you're just supposed to trust him.”

When she didn’t respond, he called her by her
childhood nickname. “It’s a good song, Coco. Pray about.”

Pray about it.

Everyone kept saying that.

She DIDN'T talk to people. Why would she sing to
them?

Pray about it.

)

Disappointment weighed heavily on Chloe’s mind as
she got dressed and went downstairs. After praying about
the youth rally well into the night, she expected to wake
up with a distinct answer. Yet nothing had changed. She
still didn’t want to do it. She had asked God why he
would want her to do something that terrified her so
much, and he had not responded.

“Quit scratching.” Chloe’s mom gripped her wrist and
pulled it away from her neck. Leaning in, she examined
the skin. “I don’t see a bite or rash.” She turned Chloe’s
hand over and surveyed the forearm. “Hives?” Her eyes
settled on Chloe’s. “What’s wrong?”
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Tears pricked the back of her eyes. Chloe blinked and
shrugged. “Sis. Ava asked me to sing at the rally.”

Her mom cupped her hand under Chloe’s chin. “God
gave you a beautiful voice.” She leaned down and kissed
Chloe’s forehead and remained eye to eye with her. “It is
the world that robbed you of your confidence. Don’t be
too quick to decline, Chloe.” She smiled and stepped
away. When she returned, she had coconut oil in her hand.
“File your nails down some more. You've almost drawn
the blood.” She rubbed coconut oil into Chloe’s neck,
hands, and forearms.

“Thanks, Mom.”

“You're welcome.” Her mom'’s voice faded as she
stepped out of the room. She came back with a small book
in her hand. “Look, I want to show you something.”

Chloe leaned toward her to get a better look. It was a
small devotional for busy moms. Her mother opened it
near the middle and turned it around, pointing at the top
of the page. Chloe read today’s date at the top. “Okay.”

Her mom tapped the passage below the date. “Read it.”

Chloe pulled the book a little closer. “I will praise thee
for ever, because thou hast done it: and I will wait on thy
name; for it is good before thy saints. Psalm fifty-two and
nine.” Chloe bit her lip.
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“Well?”

“Nice.” She had to concentrate to keep from scratching
in front of her mom. Her wrist and neck itched intensely.

“That’s not a coincidence. Here. Keep it with you.” She
pushed the book toward Chloe.

“I'm not a busy mom.”

“Nope, but you are a child of the King.” Her mom
picked up her coffee cup and disappeared into the kitchen.

Chloe carried the small book to her room.

)

Chloe knelt down at the foot of her bed to pray again.
She looked up all the verses in the Bible about weakness
after class let out. She read about the sufficiency of God’s
grace and how perfect his strength was in weakness.
Nothing allayed her fear; but every time she picked up her
phone to text Sis. Ava and explain that she couldn’t sing a
solo, she felt an overwhelming disappointment in herself
as though she had failed at something. She had reread the
verse in her mom’s devotional and the passage below it
that encouraged readers to praise God because of what he
had already done and not because of what the person was
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able to do. Maybe singing at the rally wasn’t about her
voice or the performance at all.

She fell asleep thinking about the prophet’s servant,
frightened and exclaiming that the enemy had them
surrounded until the prophet prayed and asked God to
open the servant’s eyes and reveal the Lord’s army.

o

Chloe woke up early on Saturday morning. She read her
mom’s devotional and prayed. As she dressed, she caught
herself humming and made her way over to the keyboard.
Tapping keys lightly, searching for the right chord, she
found herself expanding the song she had worked on last
week.

“I used to hide behind the silence, letting others make a
joyful noise. My heart so longed to sing your praises —
but I let fear drown out my voice. In secret places, you
would meet me.” Chloe continued to play and sing. Her
heart soared with each new word that flowed. A tear slid
down one cheek as she repeated the line she was working
on. “This is the song... this is the song of my soul.” She
sang the line again before switching the keyboard off.

Jack’s presence in the doorway startled her as she
turned. His eyes were moist and his voice caught when he
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spoke. “Did you—" he cleared his throat. “Did you decide
to do it?”

Chloe nodded.

“Are you going to sing that song?”

She glanced back at the keyboard and shook her head.
“No. Just Amazing Grace, I think.”

“But Chloe, that song is perfect.”

She shrugged. “It’s not finished.”

“I can help you finish it.” He stepped into her room,
rubbing his palms together. “I can play and let you just
focus on singing.”

“I don’t have time.” She sank onto the foot of her bed.
“And, besides, it's hard enough to sing without...” Her
voice trailed off and she scratched at her wrist.

Jack knelt in front of her. “You wouldn’t have to worry
about mixing up the words if you wrote them.”

Fury shot through her spine. “Jack!” She shoved him
hard enough to knock him off his feet.

“Hey!” He held both hands up in surrender. “I'm
serious. I wasn’t making fun.”

“Well, it isn’t funny!” She tightened her hands into fists.
“I didn’t say it was. I just mean, you wouldn’t have to
worry about it.” He rose to his feet and took one of her
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hands in both of his. “Chloe, it's about worship, not
performance.”

His words cut through the memory of Brian Daniels’s
laughter. “What did you say?” She met his gaze with a
bewildered stare.

Jack leaned down. “I said it’'s about worship. Not
performance. And that song you just sang was pure
worship.”

She felt the smile forge its way across her face even as
the apprehension rose into her chest. “You really think
s0?”

“Yeah.” He raked his fingers through his hair and
shrugged, grinning back at her. “It's way better than the
one you wrote a few months ago.”

Her mind whirled. “It’s just for Jesus.”

“You can tell. That’s what makes it so perfect.”

“You'll really help me? Will you play at the rally, too?”

“Sure.” He laughed. “I would be honored.”

She squealed. “Am I crazy? Can I really do this?” She
crossed her hands over each other and pulled them to her
heart.

He tousled her hair. “Yes, you are, and yes, you can.”

“I'm terrified.”

“You'll do fine. I have faith in you.”


http://ApostolicFiction.com

She frowned. “I'm stuck on this one part. I can’t quite
get it right.”

“Okay.” He pulled her stool out and sat at the keyboard.
“Let’s work on it.”

)

Chloe stood beside the platform door. Her nerves
returned to taunt her. She tightened her grip on Jack’s
arm.

“You'll do fine,” he whispered, leaning down.

“Did I tell you about my dream?” Was it okay to talk
while someone else was singing? Oh, Jesus, forgive me.

Jack shook his head.

She rose on her tiptoes to whisper in his ear. “We went
to the old mill to practice driving, and the whole parking
lot was full of chariots.”

“Chariots?”

She nodded and hurried on. “Made of some kind of
special metal. Golden, but they seemed to glow and burn
in the sunlight.”

“Burn?”

“Yeah. It was like a gazillion candle flames. That’s not
important. Listen.”

“Okay.” Jack stifled a smile.
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“The chariots drove by us. Each one held someone I
knew. The first one was you, which was weird, because
you were in the car with me, but then you were in the
chariot, too. And you said, ‘“That song is perfect, Coco.””

“It is pertect.”

“Listen!” Chloe smacked his arm and continued. “The
next one was Mom, and she said something about God
preparing me for this. Then Sis. Ava came by and thanked
me for singing. And it just kept on. People from church.
People from school. And you won’t believe who else.”

“Who?”

“Marie Sanders.” Chloe grinned. “She came by and said
this was an answered prayer.”

“Wow.” Jack smiled back.

“I know! It’s just like that verse in Psalms”

“Which verse?”

“Fifty-two and nine. Mom showed it to me last week. It
says, ‘I will praise thee for ever, because thou hast done
it.”

The song on the platform ended. Chloe bowed her head
and squeezed Jack’s arm. She inhaled deeply and prayed.
“This is for you, Lord. You’'ve already done enough. In

Jesus’ name, Amen.”
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“Amen” Jack opened his eyes and looked at her as the
announcer said her name and her church. “It’s about
worship, not about performance.”

A wave of nausea and dizziness washed over her as
they stepped out onto the platform. She felt her brother’s
arm steady her. “Just pure worship. It's not about them.
It's about him.”

“Right.” She managed a weak smile. Her throat felt dry.

Jack handed her a microphone and stepped behind the
keyboard. Why hadn’t she just played the keyboard
herself? Then she wouldn’t have to stand here exposed. A
sea of faces swam before her and her nausea strengthened.
The opening of the song came, but she missed it. Jack
continued to play.

The opening of the song came back, and Chloe met it
with a trembling voice. “I used to hide behind the silence,
letting others make a joyful noise. My heart so longed to
sing your praises — but I let fear drown out my voice. In
secret places, you would meet me. You held me when the
tears would fall. You taught my heart to rise in worship,
though no one heard me sing at all.”

Chloe spotted Marie Sanders in the crowd. Her golden
brown eyes widened as Chloe’s gaze met hers.
Apprehension took a firm hold on Chloe’s heart and
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squeezed. Marie lifted praying hands to her chin and
smiled toward the ceiling. Was she crying? The fear and
apprehension drifted away as Chloe watched Marie lift
her hands in praise. Her lips trembled, and she made no
effort to hide her tears.

Chloe closed her eyes and pictured Marie Sanders in the
glowing chariot, candlelight flickering in her eyes as she
said this was an answered prayer. By the time Chloe
finished the second verse, she had forgotten the crowd
was there. “You're still the one who sets me free.”

Tears streamed down her face as she continued. She
opened her eyes and fixed them on the cross between the
doorways. “I won't let fear rewrite my story. I won’t let
silence steal your glory, even when my voice is shaking.
The Bible says your love’s unchanging. You gave me this
song to sing so I could praise the King of Kings.”

A calm confidence settled over her. This was what she
was meant to do. Her purpose in the church. Her role in
the body of Christ. Pure worship. It always had been. Her
voice wasn't perfect. She might miss the words sometimes.
But Chloe had stepped into the plans God had for her, and
she knew it with a certainty that could never again be
shaken.
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“This is the song of my soul. Your melody that made me
whole. Even when the fear returns, your fire in me will
burn. I will sing through every tear. It's your love that
brought me here. Jesus, you have made me whole. This is
the song... This is the song... This is the song of my soul.”

It wasn’t perfect. Chloe didn’t care. It was heartfelt, and
people all over the sanctuary were lifting their hands and
their voices in worship. It wasn’t about her. It never had
been. It was about lifting him up and giving him honor.
She looked around the room and she knew God was being
glorified.

As they left the platform, Jack wrapped an arm around
her and pulled her against him. Planting a kiss on the top
of her head, he simply said, “Proud of you, Coco.”

)

The song she sang felt like ancient history by the time
Chloe finished the after-service meal and headed for the
dessert table. The preacher had taken a deep dive into the
identity change that comes with following the Lord. From
Abraham to Paul, he had contrasted who they were before
with who they became after an encounter with the Lord.
Chloe had to stop writing once and shake out her hand as
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she took notes. He had spent a longer amount of time on
Jacob, lingering on the way Jacob wrestled with the angel
and walked away from that encounter blessed but
marked.

She wondered if her silence over the years had equated
to wrestling with God — throwing away her birthright,
like Esau. Truly praising God and fulfilling the great
commission required more than hiding in a bedroom with
secret praises. How could she tell others about the Lord
Jesus Christ if she didn’t even speak to them? She had
made her way to the altar as soon as the service ended and
prayed for forgiveness for her selfishness and fear. She
offered her voice to the Lord, in song or in speech, no
matter the situation or audience.

The peace that had settled around her at the altar was
still holding her now as she perused the cakes and pies in
search of the perfect slice.

“I've been praying for you.” Chloe knew who the soft
voice belonged to before she turned to look into Marie’s
golden brown eyes. Chloe could almost see the flicker of
candlelight reflected there. “For a few years now.”
Moisture sprang to Marie’s eyes. “We were just dumb
kids. I never meant to hurt you. Please forgive me.”
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Chloe offered a genuine smile. “I have. And thank you.
Your prayers helped.”

Marie smiled back. “I always loved your voice. I
thought I would never get to hear you sing again. Tonight
was an answer to my prayers in so many ways.” She
switched her purse to the other shoulder and linked arms
with Chloe. “God is so good! Let’s celebrate. What kind of
cake are you getting?”

Chloe pointed to a turtle cheesecake.

Marie scooped up two servings. “Can I join you?”

“Sure.”

)

Chloe sat cross-legged on her bed with her journal in
her lap. She drew the words in large, curling-vine letters
with blossoms scattered around them, filling the whole

page.

—-Psalm 52:9—-

7 will Jomise thee for ever, because thou hast done it:

And he most certainly had. Three weeks had passed,
and it still amazed her the way one prayer from one
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person wove perfectly into another prayer from another
person until God did just one thing and everyone’s
prayers were answered together. Only God could do that.
Ava had been praying for more youth involved in the
choir. Jack had been praying for more time to practice the
keyboard. Her mom had been praying that Chloe would
regain her confidence and her voice. Her dad had been
praying Chloe would make more friends. And Marie had
been praying for forgiveness.

Those were just the prayers Chloe knew about.

Who could bring that all together into a single song?

Only God.

Chloe hummed a new melody as she finished drawing
the decorative verse across the page.

And 7 will wait on tﬁy name; for it is gooof Eefm’e tﬁy saints.

THE END
M
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) Companion Devotional: The Song of Her Soul

Scripture: Psalm 52:9 (KJV)
"[ will praise thee for ever, because thou hast done it: and I will wait on thy name; for
it is good before thy saints."

- Reflect

Have you ever been asked to do something you were scared to try? Something that
made your stomach twist and your heart pound? Chloe felt that way when Sis. Ava
asked her to sing at the youth rally. But it wasn’t just about fear—it was about
remembering why we worship in the first place.

When we focus on performance, we worry about what others think. But when we
focus on worship, we remember what God has already done. That’s what Psalm 52:9
reminds us: we praise not for attention, but for God's past faithfulness.

L] Lesson

- “Because Thou Hast Done It” — God has already proven Himself faithful.
- “I Will Wait on Thy Name” — Waiting on God means trusting His timing.

- “For It Is Good Before Thy Saints” — Your worship encourages others.

3 Personal Challenge

[s there something God is nudging you to do? Like Chloe, maybe your story is more
about obedience than perfection.
,A Prayer Prompt

Jesus, thank You for what You've already done. Help me stop focusing on what I can’t
do and start trusting in what You've already done. I want to worship You with my
whole heart—even when my voice is trembling. Amen.
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/ Journal Prompt

1. Write about something God has already done in your life that you can praise Him
for today:

2. Write one thing you're scared to do but feel God might be asking of you:
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J}J’ Activity Sheet: The Song of My Soul

1. Verse Mapping

Break down Psalm 52:9 into parts. What does each part mean in your own words?
Use arrows or drawings.

2. Song Lyrics Brainstorm

Like Chloe, write a chorus or verse from your heart to God. Start with: “I will praise
You because...”
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3. Worship Over Worry Chart

Draw two columns. On the left, list things you worry about. On the right, write how
worship reminds you of God’s power in each one.

4, Bible Tie-In

Read 2 Corinthians 12:9 and Isaiah 40:31. How do these verses connect with Psalm
52:9 and Chloe’s story? Write or draw your thoughts.

5. Group Discussion Starters

What does 'pure worship' mean to you?

Have you ever let fear silence you?
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Why is praising God for what He’s already done powerful?
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