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Dedication

To every child who has ever looked up at the sky and wondered if God is near—He is.

To parents, grandparents, and teachers who guide little hearts toward faith—thank you for planting seeds of love that will grow forever.

And to all the dreamers who believe that even the smallest creature can do big things—this story is for you.

May Bella’s journey remind you that no matter how tiny your wings may seem, when you fly with God’s purpose, your heart will always reach heaven.

Preface

This story began as a whisper—a thought about how God’s messages reach every heart, no matter how small. Bella’s adventures remind us that God’s prophets were once ordinary people who listened and obeyed. 

Through their courage and faith, we see God’s light shining through the darkest moments. Each chapter is a window into His love, told simply so children can understand that God is always present and powerful. 

May these stories awaken wonder, strengthen faith, and inspire every you to trust that you too are part of God’s great and loving plan.
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Chapter 1: Bella’s Special Mission
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In a quiet valley, there lived a small white dove named Bella. Her feathers shone like new snow, and her eyes carried a gentle calm. She lived among olive trees where the air smelled sweet and warm.

Every day, Bella flew from branch to branch, finding joy in simple things. She loved the cool breeze that moved across the leaves and the gentle warmth that touched her wings. Her heart was peaceful, but deep inside she felt a whisper—something waiting, something greater than her quiet life.

One calm afternoon, as Bella rested beneath the shadow of an olive branch, the world seemed to pause. The wind softened, the trees were silent, and even the small insects stilled in the grass. Bella tilted her head, sensing something sacred in the air.

A voice came, soft but strong, filling her heart with peace.

“Bella, my little one.”

The sound was unlike anything she had ever heard. It was not from the wind or the earth. It came from deep within her spirit. Bella bowed her head, her feathers trembling with awe.

“Do not be afraid,” said the voice. “I am the Lord, the Maker of all. I have watched you since the first moment you flew beneath My sky. I have chosen you for a special journey.”

Bella’s heart beat faster. Her wings quivered with wonder. A journey? She was only a small dove who had never left her home. But the voice was calm, patient, and kind.

“I will send you to see the work of My prophets,” the voice continued. “You will travel through time and witness the moments when I spoke through My chosen ones. You will see their faith, their courage, and their love. Then, you will tell their stories to the world.”

Bella felt both joy and fear. She had never imagined leaving her valley. But she also knew that when God spoke, His words carried life. She looked toward the open sky, her heart ready to follow wherever He led.

The sunlight deepened. The leaves above her moved gently, and Bella felt warmth spread through her wings. It was not just the warmth of the sun—it was something holy, something alive. She took a deep breath and lifted herself into the air.

The valley below grew smaller as she moved higher. The olive trees formed tiny patches of green, and the stream wound its way like a silver thread. Bella’s wings carried her through air that felt new and bright, as if creation itself watched her first flight with purpose.

She did not know where she was going, but she trusted the One who had called her. Every beat of her wings echoed with courage she did not know she had. The wind seemed to whisper reminders of the voice she had heard: “I will be with you.”

As she flew farther, the sky began to change. Soft colors stretched across the horizon—gold, rose, and violet—blending into a beauty beyond her imagination. The air seemed to hum with unseen music, not loud, but deep and full of promise.

Bella’s heart felt light. For the first time, she knew she was not just a dove among trees. She was part of something far greater—a story written by God Himself. She would see His wonders, not for her own glory, but to tell of His power and love.

The day slowly turned toward evening. The valley disappeared behind her, replaced by rolling hills and rivers that gleamed in the fading light. Bella flew onward, her mind filled with thoughts of the words she had heard. She did not understand everything, but she trusted that she soon would.

Night came softly, laying its dark blanket over the land. Stars appeared—tiny, bright fires scattered across the heavens. Bella slowed her wings, resting for a moment on a strong branch of a tall cedar tree. The air was cool, carrying the scent of earth and sky.

She remembered the voice again.

“You will see My prophets.”

The thought comforted her. She did not know their names, but she could feel their importance in her heart. They were people who listened to God, people who carried His words into the world. Soon, she would see them with her own eyes.

The stars above looked endless. Bella thought about the God who had created every one of them—the same God who had spoken to her. The idea filled her with quiet awe. She tucked her head beneath her wing, whispering a soft prayer of thanks.

When morning came, the sun rose bright and gentle. Its light spread across the sky, turning the clouds to gold. Bella felt new strength in her wings. She knew her journey was only beginning.

As she moved through the morning air, Bella noticed how the world changed below her. Fields opened wide, rivers curved through green land, and mountains stretched tall and proud. Each new sight reminded her of how vast and wonderful God’s creation was.

Hours passed. Bella followed the sunlight, feeling guided by an unseen hand. She could sense that every movement had purpose. Every moment brought her closer to where she was meant to go.

She thought about what the prophets might be like. Were they strong? Were they kind? Did they hear God’s voice the same way she had? Bella’s heart filled with quiet wonder. She hoped she would understand their courage and bring their stories to life with truth.

The wind brushed past her wings, gentle and steady. It carried the scent of rain and new beginnings. Bella felt no fear now, only trust. She knew that wherever God sent her, He would be near.

The day grew long, and she found rest near a stream that sparkled beneath the sun. She drank the cool water and thought about her home in the valley. She missed its calmness, but her heart was sure—she could not turn back. She had a mission.

“Bella,” the voice returned, soft as before but closer now. “This is the beginning of many journeys. Do not grow weary. You will see My wonders and carry My message of love.”

Bella bowed her head, filled with peace. “I will go wherever You send me, Lord,” she whispered inside her heart.

The voice faded into the gentle hum of the day, but its promise stayed strong. Bella rose again, feeling the steady rhythm of her wings move with purpose. She was not just flying; she was answering a call.

Ahead of her, a bright light shimmered at the edge of the sky. It glowed softly, like morning breaking after a long night. Bella felt drawn toward it, knowing it was the path to her first destination.

The light grew brighter as she came closer. Her heart beat steady and sure. She did not know what awaited her beyond that shining gate of air and color, but she knew it was where God wanted her to be.

Behind her lay the valley of olive trees—the place where her journey had begun. Ahead of her stretched the story of prophets, miracles, and faith. Bella felt no fear, only peace.

“Go, Bella,” the voice said once more. “My light will guide you.”

With that, she flew into the brightness.
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Chapter 2: Noah and the First Flight of Hope
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Bella flew toward the bright light ahead. The air felt different—heavy, full of water and wind. Dark clouds gathered across the sky, and thunder rolled far in the distance. Rain began to fall in sheets, covering the earth below.

Through the rain, she noticed something unusual—a massive wooden structure floating upon the waves. It was larger than any home or tree she had ever seen. Its sides were strong, its roof firm against the downpour. Bella flew closer, her heart full of curiosity.

Inside the great vessel, animals moved and called out softly. Pairs of every kind—elephants, lions, deer, and birds—found shelter within. 

Near the doorway stood a man with a kind face and steady hands. His robe was damp from the rain, but his eyes carried peace. Bella knew at once this was Noah, the man God had chosen.

Noah looked out across the endless flood. He seemed calm, though the world outside was covered by deep water. He cared for the animals and trusted that God would keep them safe. Bella circled above the ark, watching his quiet strength.
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