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    For the one who's felt invisible lately—

the overthinker, the late bloomer,

the girl quietly holding on when no one sees.

This story is for you.

Because God sees. God knows.

And He's not done writing your story yet. 💌



    



  	
        
            
            "Sometimes, the quietest prayers receive the loudest answers—

not in thunder, but in letters, timing, and love you didn't see coming."

— Jade Baldoni
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Chapter One: The Letterbox and the Lull 
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Chicago in November felt like God set the temperature to "meh" and walked away. You know that in-between kind of cold—not dramatic enough for snow angels and soup commercials, but just disrespectful enough to sting your ears and whisper doubts about your life choices? Yeah. That kind. The sky was moody too, painted in murky greys that couldn't quite commit to a thunderstorm or a sunny comeback. Just... bleh. Like even the atmosphere was having a spiritual crisis and needed a nap and a warm hug. 

I stood barefoot in my kitchen, wearing a hoodie two sizes too big and balancing a container of leftover Thai noodles that had officially lost the will to live. This was reheating number three. At this point, they had less nutritional value than cardboard and more emotional baggage than my last relationship. 

I had other food. Technically. There were quinoa packets glaring at me from the pantry with all the superiority of a life coach in yoga pants. But Pad Thai didn’t judge. It understood. It whispered, “I got you,” in a warm, peanuty accent. 

Behind me, my apartment looked like a Pinterest board for Sad But Functional. One half-dead snake plant I named Moses (because he was barely hanging on but still leading something). Piles of books I swore I’d read. Candles burned down to the wick like they’d tried their best and gave up. The only thing thriving was the dust. 

Faith-wise? I’d describe myself as spiritually anemic. I still believed in God, sure. I still prayed, kind of. But my prayers had become quiet and vague—more like leaving voicemails on heaven’s answering machine. “Hey, it’s me. Still here. Um... yeah. Okay. Amen.” 

God and I were on speaking terms, but He felt like a distant penpal I hadn’t written to in months. The kind you tell yourself you’ll get back to, but somehow life and lethargy and late-night TikToks keep getting in the way. 

I shuffled toward the door in mismatched socks, scratching my head as the microwave gave a pitiful ding behind me. I cracked open the mailbox mostly out of muscle memory. It squeaked, slightly offended, as if to say, Oh, so now you remember me? 

I hadn’t checked it in days. Weeks maybe. Nothing ever came except bills I pretended not to see and the occasional pizza flyer that said “We Miss You,” which felt both needy and manipulative. 

But today? Today, something was there. 

Not a bill. Not a Domino's love letter. Not even one of those IKEA catalogs that gaslight you into thinking you need a $90 lamp called "FJÖRLIV." 

No stamp. Just a folded letter, hand-delivered, addressed in elegant, almost calligraphic script: 

To the Resident. 

It smelled faintly of eucalyptus. Or maybe ink. Or old prayer journals from someone way holier than me. I stood there for a second, blinking. It felt sacred. Like I was holding something ancient and brand new all at once. My heart did a little backflip it hadn’t attempted in months. 

I tiptoe-ran back inside, half-hoping I was being filmed for a romcom, and sat cross-legged on the floor. The Thai noodles were officially forgotten—sorry, guys, your time had passed. 

The envelope was thick and creamy, the kind of paper you imagine angels taking notes on. I opened it carefully, afraid to smudge something divine. Inside, just a single page, handwritten: 

I went skydiving in Queenstown, New Zealand. I was terrified. But as I fell, I realized: 

Faith is just freefalling with your eyes closed, trusting God’s wind to carry you. 

Psalm 31:24 — “Be strong and take heart, all you who hope in the Lord.” 

- J. 

That was it. A story. A verse. A letter. No explanation. No context. 

Just... a whisper from the unknown. 

I stared at it so long, the words started to blur at the edges. There was something about the way it was written—poetic, raw, almost confessional. It felt like it wasn’t just for “the resident.” It was for me. Like God had popped His holy head into my story and said, “Hey. I haven’t forgotten you.” 

I didn’t even think. My body moved before my brain caught up. I grabbed a neon sticky note from the fridge, the kind meant for grocery lists and passive-aggressive roommate reminders, and scribbled: 

Nice tale, J. What’s next? 

No signature. No emoji. Just those six words. 

I don’t know why I did it. It felt both absurd and necessary, like throwing a message into the sea and expecting God to fish it out and write back. But something in my chest cracked open, just a little. And that tiny opening? That was hope. 
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