


Adilla Davis had a
= problem.

Not a giant problem.
Not a call-the-fire-department
problem.
Not even a Mom-is-standing-in-the-
doorway-with-her-hands-on-her-hips

problem.

This was a little problem.
But to Adilla, it felt
very, very big.

She couldn’t find her = &

pink sneaker. "%
Not both sneakers.
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e Mom called -
from downstairs. ./

“It's almost time t0 o T3
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Adilla sat in the middle of

her bedroom floor and stared
at the sneaker on her foot.

Then she stared at her other foot.

One foot was ready for school.
The other foot was wearing a sock.
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s Adilla called back. -




She even looked underneath
a pile of drawings she had
promised Mom she was going "
to pick up yesterday. \Z

aker. 3




= Adila sighed.

Lo She was always %% | e
3. losing something. & il P~ “Could God really hgﬂl'?
88 Usually (/4 B gl oneting that quiet
* " ‘.; her Shoes' '~ ‘ VR : She hadn’t closed her eyes.
Y- & AR .. She wasn't kneeling. &~
N« “God,” she whispered, &8 ~ Ve | She wasn't at church.
‘ “p[ease help me SORY - . Dad wasn’t preaching. |
1 ﬁnd my shoe.” at. . | Mom wasn’t praying. |

Then she stopE_ed-
Her eyes got big

It was just Adilla...

sitting on her messy
bedroom floor...

B With one shoe.”;



. reached around

Adillo. lOOked- e A ting hand 8 Then another.
I Gt the corner. '
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I And there was l l Ny m"x“
_four-year-old bt * ‘ . ..wearing

Sevyn... sl | S J Adids




| Behind him 3
_ came Summer, §
. trying very hard 52

L ot to laugh. W

.

Adilla tried
to look mﬂd. / ,I




she looked at |
that enormous 3

pink sneaker $

A e |

As she hurried
downstairs,

Adilla whispered, 3

~ ..and started
v laughlng too < '

She, pu\\a

s\t

her f oot...,

4 it off. =
dit ontﬂ |

 ..and grabbed -
her backpack.

And then

o8 h
§° she wondered again...
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L “Dnd He hear
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>t Ardendale Elemeriidrg, e
Adilla forgot all about 2
the question.

Something Adilla

. was certain no -0
fourth grader should SCEREETY
% ever have to hear. :
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whatever a

| ; do,ngling Pﬂrﬁdple «. .

about the moon,
the stars, or | WesSUPPeE
practically - i
anything in the
whole wide world...
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Ms. Simpter laced
a paper on Mtl a’s desk.

Adilla lov. _u at the
first question.
Then the second.
Then the third.

Her stomach felt funny. 3

She knew some of
the answers.
But not all of them.

' Adilla didn’t raise her hand. 4
She didn’t tell Travis.

She didn’t say anything
out loud at all

. She just looked down
- at her paper and thought '-




That was it.
Three little words.

Nobody heard them.
Not Travis.
Not Ms. Simpter.
Not the girl sitting
across from her.

But Adilla
remembered
that morning.

Please help me
find my shoe. ;
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I And somehow,
- talking to God inside ¢
. her heart made her
feel like she wasn't 3
sitting there by
herself.

= o Adilla took a
breath.

She read the first 5
question agan.







. ~ Adilla noticed a little girl
sitting al

Everybody else was playing. !
But the girl wasn’t. |

Adilla didn’t know
what had happened.

- She didn’t know what to say. ._

And since Adilla wasn’t much

of a talker anyway, walking

over and asking a hundred -

questions definitely wasn’t
her plan.

" She just watched for a moment. °

Then quietly, inside herself,
she said,
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uGod..please 3

help her.”

Adilla didn’t know exactly
what the girl needed.

But she figured
God did.

And suddenly Adilla
realized something.

She had talked to God
when she needed a shoe.
She had talked to God
when she needed help.
She had talked to God

when somebod(tf else
looked sad.

And she hadn’t made
one long prayer all day.
Not one.
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- turned toward the door. £

2)) Cld . d

He stopped.-
“Yeah, b(lbg?”

Adilla thought
for a second.

«Can God hear
a whisper?”




Dad smiled.

“He can hear you even
when the words never 3
make it out of your mouth” 3

Adilla’s eyes widened.
“Even then?’
“Even then.”

After Dad left, Adilla

pulled her blanket
beneath her chin.

She didn’t say anything.

She just thought
about her day.

Her shoe.
Her English work.
The little girl sitting alone. 3
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Then Adilla smiled.

Because maybe prayer
wasn’t only something
that happened |
when everybody
bowed their heads.

Maybe prayer
didn’t have to be big.

Maybe it didn’t have
to be long.

Maybe talking to God
could happen right in
the middle of an

ordinary day.
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Adilla closed her eyes.

And this time
she didn’t even whisper. 3}

“Goodnight, God.” "

And somewhere
inside her little heart,
Adilla knew—

He heard
that too.
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