
The Hurt Feelings



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE HURT FEELINGS

    

    
      First edition. June 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Anila Asif.

    

    
    
      Written by Anila Asif.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1:

Chapter 2:

Chapter 3:

Chapter 4:

Chapter 5:

Chapter 6:

Chapter 7:

Chapter 8:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1:


[image: ]


Game Time
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Adam and Mia ran across the sunny park, laughing as they kicked a bright red soccer ball between them. The trees swayed gently in the breeze, and the grass was soft under their feet. It was their favorite game and their favorite place to play.

“Pass it to me!” shouted Adam, running ahead.
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​

Mia giggled and kicked the ball toward him. “Here it comes!”

The ball rolled a little too far, and Adam had to chase it. He frowned. “Ugh! That was a bad pass,” he muttered.
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They kept playing, but Adam began to grow impatient. He missed a shot and stomped his foot.

“This isn’t fun anymore,” he grumbled.

Then, without thinking, he said something mean. “You’re not even good at soccer, Mia.”

Mia stopped running. Her smile faded, and her eyes dropped to the ground. Adam didn’t notice at first. He just kicked the ball hard and walked away toward the swings, still upset.

​[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2:


[image: ]


The Mean Words
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Mia stood still.

Her hands were by her sides. She looked at the grass and blinked fast, trying not to cry.

Adam didn’t turn around. He sat on the swing, kicking the dirt with his shoes.

The wind blew gently, but it didn’t feel warm anymore. After a minute, Mia quietly picked up her backpack.
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​“I think I’ll go home now,” she said softly. Her voice was barely louder than a whisper.

Adam heard her, but he didn’t say anything.

Mia walked down the path alone. Her shoulders were low, and her steps were slow.

Adam watched her leave. His stomach felt a little funny. He looked down at the ground and thought about what he had said.
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A Quiet Walk Home
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The sun was still shining, but it didn’t feel warm to Adam anymore.


He sat on the swing,




dragging his shoes slowly




through the dirt.




Back and forth. Back and




forth.




He didn’t feel like playing




now.



He looked over at the soccer ball, sitting alone in the grass. Nobody was laughing.
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​

Nobody was cheering. It felt... quiet. Too quiet.

Adam thought about Mia. She hadn’t said anything mean back. She hadn’t yelled. She had just looked sad. And then she left. He remembered her smile from earlier. How excited she had been to play. How she always passed the ball to him.

"Why did I say that?" Adam whispered to himself.

​He didn’t really think Mia was bad at soccer. He was just frustrated because he missed his goal. He wanted to win.

But instead of being a good teammate, he had said something mean. And now, he felt worse than ever. Adam picked up the soccer ball and walked slowly

toward the park gate. With each step, he felt heavier— not in his body, but in his heart.

​

As he walked down the

sidewalk, he saw the petals of a purple flower flutter past him in the wind. Mia liked picking flowers.

“I should never have said that,” Adam whispered again. “I think I hurt her feelings.”

He looked at the sky. The

clouds had started to stretch across the sun, casting soft shadows on the ground.
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Adam’s house was just

around the corner, but his mind was still back at the park.

He didn’t know exactly what to do yet... but he knew he had to fix it.
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Talking to Mom
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When Adam got home, he dropped his soccer ball by the door and walked inside slowly.

The house was quiet, and the smell of something sweet—maybe banana bread —was coming from the kitchen.
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“Hi, sweetie!” called Mom from the stove. “How was the park?”

​

Adam didn’t answer right away. He stood in the doorway, holding onto the strap of his backpack. Mom turned around and looked at him closely.

“Everything okay, Adam?” Adam walked to the table and sat down. He rested his chin in his hands.

“I said something mean to Mia,” he mumbled. “She left the park. I think I made her really sad.”

​Mom came over, pulled out the chair beside him, and sat down quietly.

“Do you want to tell me what happened?” she asked gently.
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Adam nodded. “We were playing soccer, and I got upset because I missed the goal. Then I told Mia she wasn’t good at soccer. But... she didn’t do anything wrong.”

Mom listened carefully. She didn’t interrupt. She just held his hand.
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​“It sounds like you were feeling frustrated,” she said softly. “That’s okay. Everyone feels that way sometimes. But it’s

important to choose kind words, even when we’re upset.”

Adam nodded again, tears starting to fill his eyes.

“I didn’t mean to hurt her feelings,” he whispered.

“I believe you,” said Mom. “But even when we don’t mean it,

​

words can still hurt. That’s why we
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