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TheaCat is a passionate teen-focused creator dedicated to creating valuable content that inspires young readers from the inside out.

Whether it’s a shy teen building an invention, a bold young person challenging unfair rules, a curious pupil asking tough questions at school, or a quiet little artist who changes the world through drawings, TheaCat brings to life heartfelt words that touch real feelings and fierce hope, these are reflections, these are safe places, these are sparks for change. 

TheaCat believes that teen readers don’t need noise to feel powerful.

Sometimes, strength comes from a whisper.

Sometimes, bravery starts with a question.

And sometimes, the quietest stories we read as teens are the ones that stay with us forever.

However, 

What are books? Books should be mirrors and windows.

Why do people read books? Books bring kindness and courage, which often go hand in hand. 

Any meaning for “TheaCat”?

Thea means goddess. And cats?

They do their own thing. They’re elegant chaos. Soft but sharp. Like the works TheaCat shares.

With a focus on authentic emotion, inclusive characters, and hope layers into every page, TheaCat is building a bookshelf where you finally see yourself. TheaCat is for young readers who are still discovering their own magic. TheaCat is for daydreamers, for the boundary-pushers, for the rule-questioners, and for the gentle revolutionaries.

With empathy, with honesty, with love, which is Thea, which is Cat, which is just for you  [image: ]
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For You, My Honey

Hello, Sweetheart 😊

Before you turn the page, before you meet the new friends waiting inside, I want to chat with you — just you.

Maybe today you're full of questions. Maybe you’re a little tired, or unsure of where you belong. Maybe you’re unhappy.

Maybe you’re trying to hold it all together. 

Whatever you’re feeling,

I want you to know something obvious: you are perfect in your own way. 

This book holds 11 stories. Each of them follows a stunning girl, not so different from you: 

She is learning how to listen to her inner voice, 

How to be gentle with herself, 

How to keep going when things get heavy,

How to believe that she matters.

You might not see yourself in every story. But maybe, in a quiet line, or in a soft moment, you’ll find something that feels familiar:

A thought you’ve had,

A fear you’ve carried,

A dream you’ve held.

These girls experience nervousness, darkness, and loss, even sometimes small. 

But each of them is growing — just like you are:

Gradually,

Kindly,

Day by day.

It’s okay to be insecure,

It’s okay to take your time.

The journey of becoming yourself is not easy,

There is still beauty within each step.

So take a deep breath: 

Let the world be a curious galaxy to explore,

Let the page be a shining universe to land. 

You are allowed to rest here, 

You are allowed to relax in between.

And as you read, I hope something gentle stays with you —

a truth, 

a smiling, 

a simple, lovely, and melted soul.

With all my heart,

— Someone who believes in you
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Echoes of Her Own Heart
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Learning to Listen to Herself Above the Noise
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Morning Sky

The sky outside Lila’s window was blush pink, streaked with clouds that looked brushed-on, like chalk dust on silk. On her windowsill, a small Yankee Candle flickered quietly, its light warm against the pale blue morning.

Lila sat cross-legged on her bed, still in her oversized school hoodie, sleeves pulled over her hands. Her notebook rested in her lap, unopened.

The words were there, somewhere. But she couldn’t hear them yet.

Downstairs, her mother was already moving around the kitchen. The clink of a mug. A kettle’s distant sigh. Then the soft knock at Lila’s door.

“Tea’s on the table, sweetheart.”

Her mom always made her tea on the first real day.

Lila slid off the bed and crossed the room, her socks whispering over the floorboards. She paused by the mirror, tying her straight, shoulder-length dark brown hair into a low ponytail.

The kitchen smelled of toast and something floral from the steam. On the table sat a sky-blue mug that read quiet flame in playful white letters. Her mom smiled and kissed the top of her head.

“Let your head wake up soft,” she said, just like she always did.

Lila took a sip. The warmth curled inside her like breath.

The Walk

By 7:25, Lila was out the door.

The street was still quiet. She walked with her bag over one shoulder, her notebook tucked neatly in the front pouch. The early light made the pavement look like it had just been washed. A few houses had kitchen lights on. One cat stretched across a garden wall, blinking at her lazily.

At the end of her road, she met Rosa. Rosa was older than Lila by a year and taller by a full head. She wore red headphones around her neck and a yellow scarf knotted once. She nodded in greeting but didn’t speak.

They walked most mornings together. Not talking. Just walking.

It was the kind of friendship that didn't need filling up.

At the school gates, Rosa peeled off toward her group. Lila headed toward the main building, steadying her breath. She reached into her jacket pocket for her poem, but remembered she’d tucked it into her locker the day before.

She swallowed.

It would wait.

Lunch Hall

Lila sat alone near the edge of the lunch hall, her tray in front of her untouched. The noise of the room moved around her in waves: chairs scraping, cutlery clinking, laughter rising and falling.

The tables had quiet rhythms of their own. Not strict groups, but soft patterns. Some kids gathered by their clubs. Some clustered by habits. A few drifted in and out, floating through the noise like paper boats.

She spotted the boy from homeroom. Curly hair, sleeves always rolled. He was drawing in the margins of his worksheet again. This time it looked like trees, but upside-down.

Someone bumped a bottle. A loud clang echoed like thunder in the high-ceilinged hall.

Lila flinched. Her tray rattled. But she didn’t get up.

Not yet.

After Class

The afternoon light slanted in through the tall school windows, softening everything it touched. Lila sat near the middle row in Social Studies, listening to the quiet tick of the clock.

Someone tapped a pen. Another zipped a bag too early. But the class mostly held its shape.

Next to her, the girl named Tara leaned back and whispered, “Do you get this part?”

Lila glanced at the diagram. “Sort of.” She pointed. “That one’s trade, and that one’s resources.”

Tara nodded. Then smiled. “Thanks.”

When the bell rang, Lila didn’t rush. She let the crowd swell, then thin, then moved.

Outside, the air had that late-day weight to it. She walked to the front gates, where Rosa was waiting with her little brother, Mateo, sitting cross-legged on the grass beside her.

“He made a rocket,” Rosa said. “Out of cardboard and pure chaos.”

Mateo looked up. “It has a jet, laser stickers, and wheels, which are just amazing.”

Lila grinned.

She needed that.

The Kitchen Light

The house was quiet when Lila got home — not silent, just still.

She dropped her bag by the shoe rack and made tea. Her sky-blue mug sat waiting. quiet flame. She liked the way it sounded today.

Later, Rosa came in with Mateo skipping ahead.

“Lila!” he shouted. “Guess what I made!”

They all sat at the kitchen table. Mateo explained his rocket. Rosa listened with the kind of attention that made everything seem important.

After dinner, Lila helped tape together a paper rocket from towel rolls and markers. Mateo beamed.

When the house quieted again, Lila sat by the window, her notebook open. She didn’t write straightaway. She just listened.

To the room. To the evening.

To herself.

One Sentence

The morning sky was cloudy silver. Lila wore her waterproof jacket, the one the colour of early morning fog. Her notebook sat in the front of her bag, easy to reach.

She didn’t feel different. But something in her had settled — like breath let go.

At school, she noticed things:

	A girl humming as she walked.

	Someone retaping a library book.

	A teacher’s hand on a shoulder, just for a moment.


In English, Miss Avery wrote a poem on the board:

We write to remember what’s real,

To name the pulse beneath the quiet.

When she asked what it meant, no one answered.

Until Lila did.

“Sometimes things stay in your head too long,” she said. “Writing gives them somewhere else to go.”

Miss Avery nodded. “Well said.”

Lila didn’t blush. Didn’t smile.

But something inside her rang.

A Place to Land

That afternoon, the house held the last warmth of the sun.

On the table was a folded note:

Saw this on your tray. Thought you’d want to keep it. — M.

Behind it: the napkin with the bird drawing. Still midflight.

She didn’t know who M was.

But she didn’t need to.

Not yet.

That night, she sat on her floor. Her socks half-off. The sky darkening.

She wrote:

Sometimes the smallest things are the loudest.

Like something folding open, just once.

She didn’t know what it meant yet.

But she underlined it anyway.

Initials

The napkin stayed in her bag.

In the hallway she noticed a boy tapping guitar chords on his thigh, a girl with paint on her sleeves, the boy from science with a rocket keychain.

In English, Miss Avery left a new poem:

If you saw me the way I really am,

I wonder if you'd still wave first.

Or sit next to me before the room filled up.

Or hand me the sky folded into paper, just because.

At the bottom: "I liked this one." — M

Lila folded the poem and slipped it into the inside pocket of her bag.

At lunch, she found a new napkin.

A small paper airplane, sketched in pencil.

Underneath it: M.

She didn’t smile. She didn’t speak.

She just held it.

Blue Thread

Lila walked into school with the note folded in the front pocket of her bag. She could feel its edges brushing her fingertips every time she reached for her timetable.

She wasn’t planning to leave it. Not just yet. But she liked knowing it was there.

In Science, the boy with the rocket keychain sat beside her again. He didn’t say anything. But he tapped his fingers in slow threes, the rhythm soft and sure.

When the teacher handed out handouts, their fingers brushed.

He looked up. Only for a second.

Lila blinked.

And looked back down.

At lunch, she sat in her usual spot near the windows. This time, she












Before the Bell
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