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Welcome to ‘Stronger with Feelings’! This book is a special guide just for boys like you, who want to understand their feelings better. Every story inside is about real-life moments that show how important it is to express emotions. Boys do cry, and that’s okay.

Sometimes it is hard to know what we are feeling, especially when we feel sad, scared, or even angry. But it is very normal! In fact, boys cry too, and that is completely fine. Each chapter tells the story of different boys facing their feelings, whether it is about playing sports, saying goodbye, or dealing with big changes in their lives.

In Chapter 1, The Big Game & the Bigger Tears, you will meet a boy who learns that losing can hurt but also teach us important lessons. In Chapter 2, The Scraped Knee and the Soft Side, another boy finds out it is okay to cry when he gets hurt.

Each chapter is a little adventure that helps you see that feelings are a big part of being human. They show us that we can be strong, brave, and kind, even when we shed tears. Just like the heroes in stories, it is okay for boys to show their emotions!

From fun sleepovers and family days to moments that make your heart feel heavy, this book explores it all. By reading these stories, you will see that you are not alone in your feelings. It is okay to ask for help, to hug a friend, or to talk about what is bothering you.

Remember, being strong is not about holding everything inside, and it is definitely not about pretending to be tough when you are not. It is about being honest with yourself and others about what you feel. So, let us dive into these stories together. Get ready to learn, laugh, and grow because there is strength in expressing your emotions, and it is perfectly okay for boys to cry too. Enjoy the journey through the world of feelings!
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Chapter 1: The Big Game & the Bigger Tears

[image: image]


Liam was a soccer-loving 7-year-old with wild, curly brown hair that bounced as he ran. He adorned a bright blue jersey with the number 10 pressed on the back, which shimmered under the golden sunlight. His shorts were a shade darker, perfectly matching his knee-high socks that were pulled up tight. The soccer field was his kingdom, a vast emerald green carpet dotted with tiny white daisies, swaying gently in the warm breeze.

Today was the big day, the school championship. The air buzzed with excitement as friends and families filled the bleachers, their cheers echoing like a symphony to his ears. All around, colorful banners hung from the goalposts, fluttering like flags in a victory parade, making the atmosphere feel even more electric.

With every kick of the ball, Liam felt his heart race. He darted around the field, dodging other players like they were mere shadows, his sneakers kicking up bits of grass with each powerful stride. His teammates shouted encouragement, their voices blending into a chorus of hope. But as time ticked away, Liam knew the moment had come, he had to take the penalty kick.

The referee blew the whistle, and suddenly, it was just him and the ball. He took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the world on his small shoulders. He placed the ball carefully on the spot, hearing the soft thud it made against the ground. His mind raced back to all the practices, his coach’s stern yet caring voice ringing in his ears: Be tough, do not cry.

He focused on the goal, the net shimmering like a web in the sunlight. The goalkeeper stood there, solid and imposing, ready to block his every move. Liam ran forward, his heart pounding in his chest. With one swift kick, he sent the ball soaring but it veered just to the left, hitting the post with a loud thud and bouncing away.

As disappointment washed over him like a cold wave, he felt tears welling up. He fought them back fiercely, remembering his coach’s words. But then, he felt a warm presence beside him. It was his dad, kneeling down to his level, his eyes filled with understanding.

Liam, his dad said softly, I once cried after losing a championship match. It hurt so much to come so close and then fall short. The words wrapped around Liam like a comforting blanket as he looked into his dad’s kind eyes, realizing that feeling sad was a part of being human.

In that moment, the weight of expectations lifted. Tears spilled down his cheeks, not of shame but of release. His dad’s arm wrapped around him in a warm embrace. It is okay to cry, my boy. It shows you care, it shows you are brave.

Liam realized that losing did not make him less of a player or a person. It was a painful lesson, but also a part of growing up. Crying was not a sign of weakness, but a way to let out all those bottled feelings inside. With a deep breath, he wiped his tears, ready to face whatever came next with the strength he did not know he had.
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Chapter 2: The Scraped Knee & the Soft Side
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The sun hung high in the sky, casting a warm golden glow over the park. Ezzra, a lively boy with tousled sandy hair and bright green sneakers, stood ready at the starting line, his heart racing with excitement. His small frame was clad in a striped red and white t-shirt, which fluttered slightly in the gentle breeze. Beside him stood Zain, his best friend, with his jet-black hair neatly combed and a matching blue t-shirt that seemed to shimmer in the sunlight.

On your mark, get set, go! The words echoed like a starting gun, sending Ezzra and Zain sprinting off, their laughter drifting behind them like colorful balloons. The lush grass beneath their feet felt soft and springy, tickling their toes as they raced toward the tree standing proudly in the distance, its branches stretching out like welcoming arms.

With every stride, Ezzra felt like he could fly. The world around him blurred into a vibrant mix of green and blue. But just as he was about to reach the tree, disaster struck. His foot caught on a hidden root, and suddenly, Ezzra was tumbling forward, time slowing down as he fell. The ground rushed up to meet him, and he felt the sharp sting of the earth against his knee.

A gasp escaped his lips as he hit the ground. Pain shot through his leg, and as he looked down, he saw his knee grazed and bleeding, tiny droplets of red contrasting sharply against the green grass. Stinging eyes filled with tears, making the world blur even more.

Ezzra struggled to catch his breath, trying to shake off the pain. He wanted to be strong, just like the heroes in his favorite video games, but the sting was too much. He bit his lip, trying to hold back the tears that threatened to spill.

Zain, noticing his friend on the ground, rushes over. His eyes widened with concern. Ezzra, are you okay? Zain knelt down, his voice gentle and soothing as a soft breeze. It is okay if it hurts. You do not have to pretend.

Ezzra looked into Zain’s kind eyes, feeling the warmth of friendship surrounding him like a cozy blanket. The comforting words stirred something deep within him. That was it. He allowed himself to cry, the tears streaming down his cheeks, carrying away the sting of pain. Instead of feeling embarrassed, Ezzra found comfort as Zain sat beside him, placing a reassuring hand on his back.

Do not worry, Zain said, while plucking a dandelion from the grass and handing it to Ezzra. Dandelions are tough and grow back even after being picked. Just like you.

Ezzra looked at the yellow flower, marveling at its brightness against the darker hues of the park. The sight brought a smile to his face, even through the tears. He realized that it was okay to let out feelings, that he did not have to be tough all the time.

As they sat together, the sounds of
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