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Introduction

Have you ever made a mistake and felt really bad about it? Maybe you said something unkind or hurt someone without meaning to. This story is about Ronnie—a boy who learns that saying “I’m sorry” is just the beginning of becoming a better person.

In the Bible, we’re taught to be kind, forgive others, and ask for forgiveness when we’ve done wrong. Ronnie’s journey shows us how God helps us grow when we choose to do what’s right, even when it’s hard. Just like Jesus teaches us to love others and be humble, Ronnie learns that true strength comes from caring, changing, and making things right.

This book is a reminder that God is always with us, cheering us on as we learn to be more loving, more honest, and more like Him.
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The Friendly Game Turns Sour
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The bell rang, and like clockwork, students spilled out of the school building and onto the playground. Ronnie zipped up his jacket and scanned the black top, already buzzing with energy. Kids dashed toward the swings; soccer balls flew through the air, and laughter echoed everywhere.
But one sound stood out.
“Ronnie! Over here!”
He turned to see his friend Michael bouncing a basketball, grinning as he dribbled it smoothly between his legs.
“You up for a game?” Michael asked.
“Definitely,” Ronnie said, jogging over.
They started with one-on-one. Ronnie took the ball first, trying his best to copy Michael’s fancy footwork. He bounced the ball between his legs, but it bounced off his foot and rolled away.
Michael laughed kindly. “Close! Try keeping your knees a little lower.”
Ronnie tried again but missed his shot.
Then it was Michael’s turn. He dribbled with ease and made a clean jump shot from just inside the painted line.
“Nice shot,” Ronnie said, but inside, a pinch of frustration tugged at him.
They kept playing. Each time, Michael scored another basket. Ronnie’s face grew tighter with every bounce of the ball. He hated losing, and Michael was making it look easy.
Finally, after another smooth basket from Michael, Ronnie grabbed the ball hard. Michael jogged toward him, ready for the next play.
But instead of passing the ball or setting up for another round, Ronnie shoved Michael—hard.
Michael stumbled backward and fell onto the grass.
For a moment, everything stopped. The air felt heavy. Ronnie stood frozen, the basketball slipping from his hands and bouncing once before rolling to a stop.
Michael sat up, brushing dirt off his pants. His voice was calm, but his eyes looked hurt.
“Why’d you do that?” he asked. “It’s just a game, Ronnie. We’re supposed to be having fun.”
Ronnie’s face turned red. He opened his mouth to speak, but couldn’t find the words.
Michael stood up. “You could’ve really hurt me. I don’t get it. I thought we were friends.”
Without waiting for a reply, Michael turned and walked away.
Ronnie watched him go, heart thudding in his chest. The joy of the game was gone, replaced by something sharp and uncomfortable.
He didn’t feel like a winner.
He felt... wrong.

	🟡 Reflection Questions:


	Why do you think Ronnie got upset?

	How would you feel if someone treated you that way?

	What could Ronnie have done instead of shoving Michael?


Ronnie stayed on the playground long after the bell rang. The teacher had to call him in twice before he finally dragged himself back to class.
He barely heard the math lesson. The numbers on the board swam in front of him, his mind stuck on the moment Michael walked away. The shove, the silence, the look on his friend’s face—it replayed over and over like a bad dream.
He knew he had messed up.
At lunch, he sat alone. Normally, he and Michael would sit together, trade snacks, and laugh over silly jokes. But today, Michael was across the cafeteria at another table. Ronnie kept glancing over, hoping their eyes would meet.
They didn’t.
That afternoon, his teacher, Mrs. Hall, gave a short talk after recess. “Remember,” she said, “how we treat others matters just as much as how we feel. Being upset is okay—but hurting someone because of it is not.”
The words hit Ronnie like a punch to the stomach.
After school, Ronnie’s mom greeted him at the door with a smile that quickly faded.
“Everything okay?” she asked.
Ronnie shrugged. “Sort of.”
He threw his backpack down and headed to his room. His mom didn’t push—just watched him go with a look of quiet concern.
In the silence of his room, Ronnie opened his notebook. He usually wrote comic strips or silly poems, but this time he flipped to a blank page and just stared at it.
Then he picked up his pencil and began to write.
*Today, I messed up. I let my anger get the best of me, and I hurt my friend. I didn’t mean to, but that doesn’t make it okay. I don’t want to be that kind of person. I want to fix this.*
He stopped writing and looked at the words. They weren’t perfect, but they were honest.
Ronnie folded the paper, slid it into his pocket, and sat back in his chair. He didn’t know what tomorrow would bring—but he knew what he had to do.
He had to say something.
He had to make it right.

The next morning, Ronnie walked to school with the folded note still tucked in his pocket.
His stomach felt like it was full of jumping frogs. He had thought about this moment all night, even practiced what he would say in the mirror. But now that he was actually walking into the building, his palms were sweaty and his throat was dry.
He spotted Michael near their classroom door, talking with another classmate.
Ronnie took a deep breath and walked up slowly.
“Hey, Michael...” he said quietly.
Michael turned. His expression was guarded.
Ronnie didn’t wait. He pulled out the note, unfolded it, and held it out with two hands.
“I wrote something. I know I messed up yesterday. I was angry, but that doesn’t make it okay. You didn’t deserve that. I’m really sorry.”
Michael took the note and read it in silence. The hallway noise seemed to fade around them.
Finally, Michael looked up.
“You really mean it?”
Ronnie nodded quickly. “I do. I didn’t like who I was yesterday. I want to do better. I don’t want to lose you as a friend.”
Michael looked at him for a moment longer. Then he smiled—just a little, but it was real.
“Okay. I forgive you,” he said. “I’m still kind of sore from falling, though.”
Ronnie chuckled nervously. “Yeah... sorry again.”
Michael grinned. “Come on. Let’s not be late for class.”
As they walked in together, Ronnie felt a weight lift off his shoulders. He had done the hard thing. And it mattered.
He didn’t know if everything would be exactly the same as before—but it was a start.
And sometimes, starting over was more powerful than pretending nothing ever happened.

Later that day, during recess, Ronnie and Michael walked out to the blacktop together.
Ronnie didn’t even care if they played basketball this time. He just felt better—lighter. Like he could finally enjoy being outside again.
Michael bounced the ball toward him. “You wanna play?”
Ronnie caught it. “Sure. But this time, I’m keeping my cool. No matter what.”
Michael smiled. “Sounds like a plan.”
They took turns shooting baskets. Ronnie still missed most of his shots, but now he laughed it off. When Michael scored again, Ronnie clapped. “Nice one!”
The other kids started to notice and joined them. Soon, the one-on-one turned into a team game. Everyone was laughing, cheering, and calling out plays.
At one point, Ronnie passed the ball to a younger student who’d never played before. “Here, you try,” he said.
The younger boy beamed. He didn’t make the shot, but Ronnie high-fived him anyway.
From across the playground, Mrs. Hall watched with a quiet smile.
Later that day, she pulled Ronnie aside.
“I saw how you treated your friend today,” she said. “That’s the kind of leadership we need more of.”
Ronnie looked down, humbled. “I’m just trying to be better.”
She nodded. “And you are.”
As the school day ended, Ronnie walked home with a smile on his face and pride in his heart. He had made a mistake—but he had owned it. And now, he was someone stronger because of it.
Someone kinder.
Someone who understood that real strength wasn’t about winning a game...
It was about choosing to make things right.
And that kind of strength lasts long after the final buzzer.

	🟡 Reflection Questions:


	How do we know Ronnie was really sorry?


	What changed between Ronnie and Michael after the apology?

	Why is it important to treat others kindly, even during games?
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Feeling the Weight of His Actions
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The weekend came quickly, but Ronnie didn’t feel excited about it.
Normally, he’d spend Saturday playing outside or visiting his cousin’s house, but this time, he stayed in his room. He wasn’t grounded—his mom hadn’t even brought up the incident—but something inside him made him want to slow down.
It was like his heart needed to catch up with everything.
He kept thinking about Michael. Not just about the shove, but how his friend looked at him afterward—hurt, confused, disappointed. It was a look that stuck in Ronnie’s memory like a photo.
He picked up his journal and flipped to a fresh page.
*I said sorry,* he wrote. *Michael forgave me. But why do I still feel bad sometimes?*
He stared at the words.
Then he added:
*Maybe because I know I have more to learn.*
Just then, his mom knocked lightly and peeked in. “Hey, Ronnie. Everything okay?”
Ronnie shrugged. “Yeah. Just thinking.”
She came in and sat on the edge of his bed. “You’ve been quieter than usual.”
Ronnie looked up. “Mom, have you ever done something you wish you could undo?”
She smiled gently. “Of course. Everyone has. That’s part of growing up.”
He nodded slowly. “Even if you say sorry, it still feels kind of... heavy.”
“That’s because you care,” she said. “And caring is a good thing. It means you’re becoming more aware of how your actions affect others. That’s called growing character.”
“Is it normal to want to make things even more right?”
She looked thoughtful. “Sometimes an apology is just the start. What matters next is how you act going forward.”
Ronnie sat with her words for a moment. Then he opened his drawer and pulled out a box of old basketball cards.
“I think I want to give Michael something. Not as a bribe or anything—but because I want him to know I mean it.”
His mom smiled. “That’s a very kind idea. Just be sure it comes from your heart, not guilt.”
Ronnie nodded. “Yeah. It does.”

On Monday morning, Ronnie tucked a small plastic case into his backpack. Inside were three of his favorite basketball cards—Michael’s favorite player was in there too. Ronnie wasn’t sure if Michael would even want them, but he had to try.
He reached school early, hoping for a quiet moment before the crowd arrived.
Michael was at his locker, adjusting his backpack straps.
“Hey,” Ronnie said, walking up.
Michael looked over. “Hey.”
Ronnie took a breath and handed him the plastic case. “These are for you. Not because I think you have to forgive me again or anything. Just... I wanted to give you something that matters to me. Because you matter to me.”
Michael opened the case. His eyes widened. “Is this... Allen Bronson?”
Ronnie smiled. “Yep. Your favorite, right?”
Michael turned the card over, then closed the case



	🟡 Reflection Questions:


	What did Ronnie learn about himself this week?


	How can we show good character, even when no one is watching?

	What’s one way you’ve grown from a mistake you've made?
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