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Springfield, Missouri, wasn’t exactly the kind of place where anything truly unexpected happened. At least, that’s what Darcy Harris always thought as she tugged on the sleeves of her oversized sweatshirt and stared out her bedroom window. The autumn sunlight made her bedroom glow a soft golden, but all she could think about was how her stomach was doing that twisting, nervous dance it always did when she worried about what other people thought of her.

Her little brother, Max, was bouncing a foam basketball against the wall behind her, squeaking with every impact. “Darcy! Come on! You promised to beat me in ‘Who Can Make the Silliest Face’!” he shouted.

Darcy groaned and buried her face in her hands. “I’m busy!” she mumbled, though her voice betrayed a hint of laughter. Inside, she loved being silly. She could make anyone laugh at home—Mom, Dad, Max, even Grandma on her Zoom calls. But outside her house? Forget it. School hallways were full of eyes, whispering sounds, and invisible judges. She had learned long ago that her jokes didn’t always land with strangers—or worse, that people might quietly judge her for her size, her shortness, her clumsy stumble over words.

“Busy? You’re always busy!” Max rolled his eyes. “You’re just scared!”

Darcy shot him a look that would have been fierce if it weren’t softened by the fact that Max was only nine. “I am not scared,” she insisted. But deep down, she knew he wasn’t entirely wrong.

She had spent the morning helping her mom bake cinnamon rolls, a rare Saturday indulgence, and even tried out a few jokes while kneading the dough. She had whispered them to herself first, giggling softly, then shared one with Mom. Mom had laughed so hard that a little powdered sugar fell onto her nose. Darcy had felt proud, warm inside, like she had discovered a secret treasure.

But the real world—the church, school, anywhere outside—was different. There, her mind was a storm of self-conscious thoughts. What if someone laughed at her? What if they whispered about her behind her back? What if her jokes weren’t funny and everyone just stared at her, waiting for her to trip over herself?

Darcy shook her head to try to clear the anxiety. She didn’t want to think about it right now. She wanted to be home, safe, in her own little world of giggles, cinnamon rolls, and Max’s ridiculous faces.

Her mom’s voice drifted up from the kitchen. “Darcy! Can you come here for a second?”

Darcy shuffled in, dragging her feet. Mom had a stack of church bulletins in her hands, a bright, excited smile spreading across her face. “Guess what!” she said. “The church is holding a talent show next month. They’re encouraging everyone—kids, teens, adults—to sign up. They even mentioned a comedy segment for the younger ones!”

Darcy froze. Her heart started pounding in a way that felt like it could knock her out of her chair. Comedy segment? That was her. That was exactly her. But the moment excitement flickered, it was swallowed by a flood of terror. What if she signed up and looked stupid? What if people laughed at her in the wrong way?

Mom didn’t notice her hesitation. “You should totally do it, Darcy! You’re funny! I can already see you up there, making everyone laugh!”

Darcy’s stomach twisted again. She nodded slowly, not trusting her voice. “Maybe...” she whispered.

Her mom, sensing her doubt, leaned down and placed a hand on her shoulder. “Darcy, honey, you know that the only approval that matters is God’s. He gave you that gift of humor for a reason. Don’t let fear keep you from sharing it.”

Darcy bit her lip, trying to hold back a wave of mixed emotions. She wanted to believe Mom, she really did. But the thought of standing in front of the church, of dozens of eyes silently watching her every move... her mind jumped ahead to the whispers she imagined she’d hear, the judgments she thought they’d make.

She looked down at her hands and whispered a small, shaky prayer: God, please help me. Please help me be brave... and funny.

Max, apparently oblivious to her turmoil, bounced the ball into the doorway and grinned. “See? You can do it! You’re funny! You just have to believe it!”

Darcy couldn’t help but smile at him. Maybe Max didn’t understand exactly how terrifying it felt to be up in front of people. Maybe he didn’t need to. But for the first time that day, a tiny spark of courage flickered in her chest.

A spark that could, maybe, just maybe, grow into something bright enough to light up the whole stage.

She took a deep breath. She didn’t know exactly how it would go. She didn’t know if her jokes would land or if she’d freeze halfway through. But one thing she did know: she wanted to try.

Even if the fear didn’t disappear, she would face it. She would step out onto that stage and see what God could do through her laughter, her courage, and her heart.

And somehow, even in the quiet of her bedroom, with Max bouncing a foam ball in the background and the smell of cinnamon rolls in the air, Darcy Harris felt just a little bit... brave.
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Darcy sat cross-legged on her bedroom floor, her notebook open in front of her. She tapped the pen against the page, biting her lip as she stared at the half-written jokes she had scribbled down earlier. Some of them made her giggle softly when she read them aloud, a quiet sound that filled the room with her little bubble of courage. But even as she laughed, a familiar whisper of doubt crept in. What if nobody laughs? What if they all think I’m dumb?

Max was sprawled across her bed, reading a comic book upside down, though he pretended he was perfectly right-side up. “You’re overthinking it, Darcy,” he said, not looking up. “Just say the joke. If it’s funny, it’s funny. If it’s not, it’s not, and nobody dies.”
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