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A Note Before You Begin

There's one surprise waiting for you.

Scan the code below to unlock your free companion journal, with Dream Pages, Goal Trackers, a Courage Log, a Practice Board, and a personal lesson page inspired by each of the seven girls.

It's ready when you are.
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​The Spark Inside You
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Dear brave girl,

Some days feel like nothing goes right, don’t they? Maybe the crayon breaks in the middle of drawing, or the spelling test word just won’t stick, or the skateboard refuses to stay under your feet no matter how many times it’s tried. Frustration builds up like a little storm inside, making it hard to keep going. 

Sometimes it’s tempting to just fold the arms, stomp the feet, and say, “Forget it!” But here’s a little secret: those “oops” moments are actually the start of something amazing. Every tumble, every mistake, every mix-up is like a tiny clue, showing how strong, brave, and clever someone can really be.

This book is full of girls who know that secret. Girls who fall, frown, and feel nervous but who also discover that a little courage and a lot of trying can turn tricky moments into victories. They’re not perfect. Some giggle when things go wrong. Some pouts. Some even wish for an invisible cloak. But they all keep going. And slowly, slowly, impossible things start to feel possible.

Each story is like a mini adventure. One day might be about learning to skate without falling over. Another day might be about finishing a tricky art project, sharing a story in class, or asking for help for the very first time. The stories are short, lively, and easy to read, with a little humor tucked in and surprises along the way. Big feelings like nervousness, excitement, or pride show up everywhere, and small choices, like trying again or saying, “I need help,” can make a huge difference.

After each story, there’s a pause. A little moment to think, doodle, write, or try something in real life. There might be questions like, “What’s something tricky that happened this week?” or challenges like keeping track of tiny victories, one bead at a time, in a practice jar. Some activities invite sharing, while others are quiet and reflective. These little exercises are ways to notice growth, celebrate courage, and remember that even small steps count.

Picture Ella wobbling on her skates, trying again and again. Every tumble feels like failure at first. But then, curiosity sneaks in. What does this wobble teach? How does it feel to try just one more time? Slowly, frustration turns into pride. Or picture Sara, holding her story, unsure about sharing it because it isn’t perfect. When she finally reads it aloud, she discovers something magical: courage doesn’t need applause. Sometimes, it grows quietly, right inside.

Not every day is easy. Sometimes a friend does better, or a challenge seems huge, or a new skill feels impossible. That’s okay. Those moments are exactly when hidden strength grows. One tiny choice, asking for help, practicing one more time, or celebrating even a small win, can change everything. These stories show that bravery doesn’t always shout, it sometimes whispers like a secret of confidence in the heart.

The pages are sprinkled with illustrations. They highlight reflections, mini challenges, and little bursts of encouragement. They’re not just pictures; they’re invitations to pause, imagine, and step deeper into the story. Every illustration, every pop makes the adventures feel playful, lively, and fun.

By the last story, one thing is clear: confidence doesn’t appear all at once. It grows slowly, like a tiny plant reaching for the sun. Resilience is built from little acts of trying, falling, and getting back up. Bravery is about doing something hard anyway, even when it feels scary.

And here’s something extra: these stories aren’t just for reading alone. They can be shared with friends, siblings, parents, or teachers. Talking about adventures, laughing at the mistakes, or cheering for someone’s courage makes the lessons even stronger. Sometimes reading together even inspires trying something new as a team, because curiosity and bravery grow faster when shared.

Step into these stories and feel the nerves in the first attempts, the excitement in small victories, and the pride in trying one more time. Growing is about learning, trying, and daring to do something that feels a little scary. Mistakes aren’t failures, they’re clues. Effort isn’t wasted, it’s how strength grows. And every challenge is a chance to find a little more courage, a little more confidence, and a little more sparkle inside.

The spark inside you is ready to grow, brighter and braver with every page turned. So, let’s begin.
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​Trying Again
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Ella sat cross-legged on her bedroom floor, staring at the shiny roller skates in front of her. Pink and purple streaks shimmered under the sunlight; tiny sparkles dancing across the plastic like little stars. Her fingers traced the edges nervously. Today was the day; the park ramp.
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She’d been watching the older kids all summer. They made it look effortless, zooming down with their arms stretched out like wings, landing tricks she couldn’t even name. Yesterday, one of them had called out, “You should try it!” and Ella had nodded, her heart pounding, pretending she wasn’t terrified.

Now that the moment was here, her stomach twisted into knots. What if she couldn’t do it? What if everyone realized she didn’t belong there?

“Ella, breakfast is getting cold!” Mom called downstairs.

“Coming!” She shouted, but stayed frozen, staring at the skates.

Finally, she tugged them on. The straps clicked into place, snug against her ankles. In her mind, she saw herself gliding smoothly, confidently, like she’d been skating for years. That’s who she wanted to be today.

The walk to the park felt like marching toward a test she hadn’t studied for. Kids whizzed past on bikes and skateboards, their laughter echoing through the morning air. By the time she reached the ramp, her hands were trembling.

The wooden structure looked enormous up closely; much bigger than it seemed from her usual spot on the sidelines. A girl with neon green wheels carved a perfect arc down the slope, spinning at the bottom before rolling away. Ella’s chest tightened.

Maybe I’m not ready. Maybe I should just watch today.

But then she remembered what her big sister had said last week: “You’ll never feel ready. You just must start.”

Ella gripped the railing, took a shaky breath, and stepped to the top.

Her first push was a disaster.

The wheels caught awkwardly beneath her. Her arms windmilled in wild circles. For one breathless second, she thought she might stay upright; then gravity yanked her down. Hard.

The impact knocked the wind from her lungs. Her knee scraped against rough wood, her palm stinging as it caught her fall. Tears pricked her eyes, and heat flooded her cheeks. Around her, wheels clattered, and voices laughed, not at her, probably, but it felt like they were.

She wanted to rip off the skates and run home. Instead, she sat there, breathing hard, blinking back tears. This is so stupid. I’m so stupid.

But as she pressed her palm against the scrape on her knee, something shifted. She’d been so focused on landing perfectly that she hadn’t paid attention to anything else. Where had her weight been? Too far back. Where were her knees? Locked stiff instead of bent. Her arms? Flailing uselessly instead of balancing her.

The fall showed her exactly what went wrong.

Ella looked up at the ramp again. It was still terrifying. But now it felt like a puzzle instead of a monster.

She stood, brushed the dirt from her shorts, and climbed back to the top.

The second attempt was better, barely. She made it three feet before her wheels slipped sideways, and she caught herself on the railing, heart hammering. But this time she’d bent on her knees. This time she felt the difference.

On the third try, she made it halfway before losing her balance.

On the fourth try, she reached the bottom. It wasn’t graceful, she stumbled off the ramp and nearly crashed into a trash can, but she’d done it. Her legs shook. Her grin was enormous.

“Nice!” Someone called. Ella looked up to see the girl with green wheels giving her a quick nod before skating away.

That tiny acknowledgment felt like winning a trophy.

By noon, Ella’s confidence had grown, but so had her ambition. She wanted to try the move she’d been watching all summer, the one where you carve left at the bottom and spin to a stop. It looked so smooth when the older kids did it.

She positioned herself at the top, visualizing the movement. Push off, gain speed, shift weight left, pivot on the back wheels, land clean.

You can do this.

She pushed hard, faster than before. The wind whipped her hair back. The ramp blurred beneath her. Halfway down, she prepared to shift left. But she’d built up too much speed.

Her body tilted wrong. The wheels skidded. She tried to correct, overcorrect, and suddenly she was careening toward the edge of the ramp with no way to stop.

Time seemed to slow down. She saw the metal pole at the ramp’s edge getting closer, saw kids jumping out of her path, heard someone shout “Watch out!”

At the last second, she threw herself sideways. She hit the ground in a tangled heap, rolling twice before coming to a stop in the grass beside the ramp. Pain shot through her shoulder. Her elbow burned. For a moment, she just lay there, staring at the sky, stunned.

“Are you okay?” A boy around her age appeared above her, eyes wide with concern.

Ella nodded slowly, even though she wasn’t sure. She sat up carefully, testing each limb. Nothing felt broken, but her shoulder throbbed, and her elbow was bleeding more than her earlier scrapes.

The fall had been bad. Really bad. The kind that makes you want to quit.

Kids had stopped skating to watch. Someone’s mom was hurrying over with a first-aid kit. Ella felt her face burning hotter than her injuries. She’d wanted to look confident, capable, and cool. Instead, she’d nearly crashed into a metal pole in front of everyone.

The mom helped her clean the scrape, applying bandages while asking if she needed to call Ella’s parents. Ella shook her head, mumbling that she was fine, thanks, and limped to a bench at the edge of the park.

She wanted to cry. Not from the pain, though that hurt, but from the crushing embarrassment. Everyone had seen her fail spectacularly. This was worse than not trying at all.

For ten minutes, she just sat there, watching other kids skate, convinced she’d never be as good as them.

But then something caught her attention.

A boy, the same one who’d checked on her, was attempting a trick on the ramp. He rolled down, tried to jump, and completely wiped out, sprawling across the wood. Ella winced in sympathy.

He got up, laughing, and immediately went to try again. He fell again. Got up again. Adjusted something in his approach. Tried again.

On his fifth attempt, he landed it—barely, wobbling on the landing, but he landed it. His whole face lit up.

Ella stared. He’d failed four times in a row and hadn’t even hesitated to keep going. He didn’t look embarrassed. He didn’t care about who was watching. She looked down at her bandaged elbow, then back at the ramp.

I built up too much speed. I shifted my weight too late. I panicked instead of staying low.

The fall had been scary, but it had taught her exactly what went wrong. And unlike the boy, she’d only tried once. She’d given up after one bad attempt.

Ella stood up. Her shoulder still ached, but it was a dull throb now, manageable. Her legs felt steadier than she expected.

She walked back to the ramp.

The boy with the persistent trick attempts noticed her returning. “You’re going again?”

“Yeah,” Ella said, surprised by how firm her voice sounded. “I messed up because I went too fast too soon. I need to build up to it.”

He grinned. “Nice. Hey, wanna see something cool? If you keep your center of gravity lower when you speed up, it’s way easier to control.”

He demonstrated, crouching slightly as he gained momentum. Ella watched carefully, noting how his knees stayed bent, how his arms stayed close to his body instead of flailing out.

“Can I try?” she asked.

“For sure.”

This time, Ella didn’t aim for the fancy spin. She focused on speed control; pushing off firmly but not recklessly, staying low, feeling how the wheels responded to small shifts in her weight.

She made it down smoothly. Not flashy, but controlled. “Yes!” the boy cheered. “Now try it again but lean into the turn at the bottom. Not too hard, just test it.”

Ella climbed back up. Her muscles were tired, her injuries stung, but something else hummed beneath the exhaustion: curiosity. Determination. The feeling of a puzzle piece clicking into place.

She tried again, this time attempting a gentle lean at the bottom. It wasn’t the dramatic spin she’d imagined, but she felt the wheels carve slightly left. A tiny curve before she rolled to a stop.

Progress.

Over the next hour, Ella practiced the same movement over and over, each time pushing slightly harder, leaning slightly more. The boy, whose name was Marcus, gave her tips between his own attempts. Other kids rotated through the ramp, and Ella realized something surprising: everyone was practicing something. Everyone was trying, failing, adjusting, trying again.

She wasn’t the only one learning. She’d just been the only one sitting on the sidelines, too scared to look imperfect.

By the time the afternoon sun stretched long shadows across the park, Ella had managed a real carving turn, not the full spin she’d dreamed of, but a smooth, controlled arc that felt intentional instead of accidental.

Her final attempt of the day, she pushed off with confidence she hadn’t felt that morning. She stayed low as she gained speed, felt the sweet spot where momentum and control balanced, and leaned into the turn at the bottom. Her wheels carved left, she pivoted slightly on her back foot, and she came to a controlled stop.

Not perfect. But good.

Marcus skated over, hand raised for a high-five. “That was sick!”

Ella slapped his hand, grinning so wide her cheeks hurt. “I can’t believe I actually did it.”

“You crashed hard and came back. That’s the coolest part.”

Ella looked at the ramp one more time before heading home. That morning, it had seemed like a test she’d fail. Now it just looked like a place to practice, a place where falling was part of learning













Reflection Questions
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Mini Challenge: Your Practice Tracker
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Growth Mindset Takeaway


Affirmation to Remember
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