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The Bubble Begins
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Benny sat cross-legged on the

soft, green carpet of his bedroom, surrounded by colorful blocks. The afternoon sun poured through the window, making his fur glow like honey. He was working hard—tongue slightly out in concentration—as he carefully stacked one block on top of another.

"This one goes here... and that one goes there...
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"  he whispered to himself, placing a tall red block at the very top of his growing tower. Just as Benny reached for the last piece—a shiny blue block —the tower wobbled. Wobble... wobble... CRASH! The entire structure tumbled to the floor with a loud clatter. Benny's eyes widened. His cheeks flushed hot. His tiny paws clenched into fists.

“Nooooo!” he shouted, his voice shaking with frustration.
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​He jumped up and stomped the floor hard. His eyebrows scrunched together, and a frown took over his face. Benny didn’t understand why something so small could make him feel so big and stormy inside.

“I worked so hard!” he growled, his chest puffing up like a balloon.

He didn’t know what to do with the feelings bubbling up inside him. He only knew they felt heavy, hot, and impossible to ignore.
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Angry All Around
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The next morning, Benny woke up still feeling a little grumpy.

He huffed as he brushed his

teeth.

He groaned when he couldn’t

find his favorite red socks. Even his toast looked “too brown,” and he pushed it away.

At school, things didn’t get much better.
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During recess, Benny and his friends gathered for a game of Forest Freeze Tag. Lulu the Bunny tapped Benny lightly and giggled, “You’re frozen, Benny!”

But Benny didn’t feel like

laughing.

“I wasn’t ready!” he shouted,

his voice loud and sharp.

Lulu's ears drooped. Max the Raccoon stepped back and blinked in surprise.
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“It’s just a game...” Max

mumbled.

But Benny was already

stomping away, arms crossed tight. His bubble of anger was growing again—this time even bigger than before.

He sat alone on a tree stump at the edge of the playground, arms still folded, watching his friends play without him. His face felt hot. His chest was tight.

He didn’t understand why

everyone else seemed okay, while he felt like a pot about to boil over.

“Why do I feel this way?” Benny whispered. He didn’t have an answer.
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