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Preface 
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Have you ever had a voice in your head that tells you something might go wrong? 
Maybe it says you’ll get something wrong in class... or that no one will want to play with you... or that something embarrassing might happen?

That voice can feel very real. And sometimes, it can be loud. 
But here’s something important to know: 
That voice is not always right. 
In this story, you’ll meet Elena and a voice that loves to guess the worst. But you’ll also see what really happens and how things often turn out much better than expected. 
This book is here to help you feel a little braver, a little calmer, 
Because even when your mind says, “Something will go wrong...” 
You can still say, “Maybe it won’t.”
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Chapter 1: First Day = Worst Day
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Elena stood outside the school gates and did not move.

This was partly because she was thinking.

And mostly because her legs had decided they were no longer interested in helping.

“You could go in,” Elena whispered.

“No,” said The Voice.

Elena didn’t react. The Voice had been talking all morning.

“Why not?” she asked.

“Because this is your first day,” said The Voice.

“I know that.”

“Yes,” said The Voice. “And first days are where everything goes wrong.”

Elena looked through the small open gate.

Children filled the playground talking, laughing and running like they knew exactly where to go and what to do. Like they had done this a hundred times before.

She had not as this was her new school.

“I’ll just walk in,” Elena said.

“Walk?” said The Voice. “In front of everyone?”

Elena hesitated.

“...yes?”

The Voice paused.

That was never a good sign.

“You might walk weird,” it said.

“I do not walk weird.”

“You might today.”

Elena imagined it instantly.

She steps through the gate.

Trips.

Drops her bag.

Everything spills out in slow motion—books, pencils, her entire pencil case exploding like it’s trying to escape.

The playground goes quiet.

Someone points.

Someone else says, “Wow... look at her”

Elena blinked.

That probably wouldn’t happen.

Probably.

“You’re overthinking,” she muttered.

“I am thinking the correct amount,” said The Voice.

Elena took a breath.

Then another.

Then before she could change her mind, she walked through the gate.

Nothing happened.

No tripping.

No slow-motion disaster.

A few people glanced at her, then went back to what they were doing.

“Suspicious,” said The Voice.

Inside the school felt louder.

Chairs scraped. Voices echoed. Someone laughed somewhere far too confidently.

Elena checked her timetable again.

Room 12 which was year 5 they said.

She found it.

The door was open.

Which meant she could see inside.

Which meant they could see her.

“Absolutely not,” said The Voice.

“You said I had to come in.”

“I said you could stand outside safely,” said The Voice. “This is different.”

A teacher looked up.

“Hi! You must be Elena.”

Elena froze.

This was it.

The moment where she would somehow say her own name wrong.

“Say something normal,” she told herself.

“Don’t say it weird,” said The Voice.

“I won’t say it weird.”

“You might.”

Elena opened her mouth.

“I’m—El—uh—Elena.”

There was a pause.

Not a big pause.

Just a small one.

But it felt enormous.

The teacher smiled.

“Lovely to meet you, Elena. Come in, we’ve saved you a seat.”

“That went wrong,” said The Voice.

“No it didn’t.”

“You paused.”

“People pause.”

“You paused strangely.”

Elena stepped into the classroom.

This was worse than the playground.

At least outside, people were moving.

Here, everyone was sitting.

Which meant they could look at her properly.

“She’s new,” someone whispered.

Elena’s face went hot.

“Yes,” said The Voice. “They know.”

“Well, obviously they know. I am new.”

“Yes,” said The Voice. “But now it’s confirmed.”

She spotted the empty seat.

Middle row.

Not too close to the front.

Not too far at the back.

A safe seat.

Or at least, it looked safe.

“You could still sit down wrong,” said The Voice.

“That is not a thing.”

“It is today.”

Elena walked to the desk.

Put her bag down.

Sat.

Nothing happened.

No one gasped.

No one pointed.

No one said, “That was a strange way to sit.”

“Interesting,” said The Voice.

The lesson began.

Elena kept her head down.

If she didn’t draw attention to herself, nothing could go wrong.

This was a good plan.

A safe plan.

A completely reasonable plan.

“Exactly,” said The Voice.

The teacher asked a question.

A simple one.

Elena knew the answer.

Her brain said it immediately.

Her hand did not move.

“You could raise your hand,” she thought.

“No,” said The Voice.

“Why not?”

“Because you might be wrong.”

“I’m not wrong.”

“You could still be wrong.”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“It doesn’t have to,” said The Voice. “It just has to be possible.”

Someone else raised their hand.

They answered.

They got it slightly wrong.

The teacher just said, “Close, anyone else with a different answer?”

No laughing.

No gasping.

No disaster.

Elena blinked.

“That should have been worse,” she whispered.

“Yes,” said The Voice. “...that was unexpected.”

The bell rang.

First lesson over.

Elena was still alive.

Nothing had gone terribly, horribly, completely wrong.

Which was confusing.

Because it definitely should have.

“This is just the beginning,” said The Voice.

Elena picked up her bag.

“Maybe,” she said quietly.

Then she paused.

“...or maybe not everything goes wrong.”

There was a silence.

A rare one.

The Voice didn’t answer straight away.

Finally, it said:

“We’ll see.”
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