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  Preface


It’s OK Not To Be OK  was written for the children who feel unheard, the ones who carry their pain quietly, and the adults who sense something is wrong but don’t always know how to reach in.
At its heart, this book confronts the reality of cyberbullying—how it creeps into everyday life, how it isolates, controls, and silences, and how easily suffering can be hidden behind screens and smiles. It explores what happens when hurt goes unnoticed, when voices aren’t believed, and when silence becomes heavier than the words left unsaid.
Published by Inspiring Futures Media, this book is not here to lecture or alarm. It exists to open conversations that are often avoided, to give language to feelings that are hard to express, and to remind young people that struggling does not mean failing. Feeling overwhelmed, afraid, angry, or confused does not make you weak—it makes you human.
Written for readers aged 10 to 18+, It’s OK Not To Be OK speaks directly to young people navigating online pressure, bullying, and emotional harm, while also offering parents, carers, and educators insight into what those experiences can look like from the inside. It is designed to be read, shared, and talked about—because silence is where harm grows, and understanding is where healing begins.
This book does not promise easy answers. What it offers instead is recognition, reassurance, and a starting point. It encourages empathy over judgment, listening over assumption, and action over inaction. Above all, it reminds us that no child should feel invisible, and no struggle should be faced alone.
It’s OK Not To Be OK is the beginning of a wider conversation—one that continues in It’s OK To Struggle, where these themes deepen and the realities become harder to ignore. But for now, this book stands as a first step: an invitation to notice, to care, and to speak up.
As you turn these pages, my hope is simple—that someone feels seen, that someone finds the courage to talk, and that someone listening chooses to act. Because it is OK not to be OK—but it is never OK to suffer in silence.
E.J. Marsh






  
  A Friendly Face


Jamie doesn’t plan his route home so much as drift along it, the way leaves learn the shape of a river. Past the bakery with the fogged-up glass. Past the bus stop where older kids tip their heads back and laugh like they’ll never run out of air. Past the alley that smells of damp cardboard and old chip oil. He keeps his hood up even though the rain has only threatened and never arrived. The hood isn’t for rain. It’s for making the world a little smaller. 
His phone buzzes in his pocket. He doesn’t look. If he doesn’t look, the words wait—stiff, silent, trapped behind the screen. As soon as he looks, they turn to voices. He can hear voices even when no one is there.
He reaches the crossing by the newsagent and taps the metal button with his knuckle. The red man holds his hand up, as if to say: not yet. A delivery van rumbles past, rattling the loose grate over the drain. Somewhere behind him a dog barks twice, precise as a whistle. When the green man blinks on, Jamie steps off the curb and keeps his eyes on the opposite side, like he can pull himself across with a stare.
“Careful there, mate.”
The voice is easy and ordinary, the sort that comes with a half-smile built in. Jamie glances left. A man stands beside the lamppost: faded jacket, trainers with creases at the toes, hair that doesn’t decide whether to lie flat or not. He isn’t blocking the path. He isn’t even close. He’s just noticed, that’s all.
Jamie tightens his grip on his backpack strap. “I am.”
“Good.” The man’s smile is small, not the big kind adults use when they’re trying too hard. He nods toward the newsagent. “You just miss the queue if you go now. After-school rush starts in about…” He checks the sky like it’s a clock. “Two minutes.”
Jamie doesn’t answer. He doesn’t owe strangers answers. He steps up onto the opposite curb and hears the man pace a beat or two behind, not matching his steps, not crowding either. At the shop door Jamie pauses. The bell on the string hangs sideways, tired of ringing.
“You go ahead,” the man says, shifting back. “I’m only after a paper.”
Inside smells like dust and sugar. Jamie grabs a chocolate bar with the blue wrapper he always picks and puts it on the counter. The man comes in the moment after, flicking a folded coin from one hand to the other while he waits with his paper under his arm.
“Cheers, Geoff,” the man says to the shopkeeper, who barely looks up as he clinks change into the tray.
Outside, the man pushes the door with his elbow so Jamie doesn’t have to juggle the handle. “You’re Jamie, aren’t you?”
Jamie’s feet stop. He doesn’t mean them to. “How do you know my name?”
“I’ve seen you at the school pitch,” the man says lightly. “I stand by the fence sometimes when I’ve got a spare ten minutes. My nephew—” He lets the word hang like it’s nothing special. “—Kyle. Year up from you.”
Every muscle in Jamie’s back tries to become a wall. He swallows. “Kyle.”
“Mm.” The man’s face doesn’t change. He doesn’t say the name like it’s a threat or a warning or anything at all. He just says it. “I’m Martin.” A little nod, as if he’s introducing himself to the afternoon. “Nice to meet you properly.”
Jamie doesn’t reach for a handshake, and Martin doesn’t offer one. He just adjusts the paper under his arm. “Anyway. See you around.”
The man—Martin—steps aside so a pair of kids with fizzy drinks can tumble past, and when Jamie glances back after three steps, Martin is already looking at the traffic, waiting, like the crossing has more to say.






  
  Shadows Online


Jamie’s fingers hover over the tablet screen, the light from the device casting a faint glow on his face. He’s not playing games or watching videos like he used to. Instead, he scrolls through the group chat, rereading the same messages over and over. 
Kyle:
"You’re such a loser." 
Kyle: 
"Bet you won’t even show your face tomorrow. Scared?" 
Kyle: 
"Everyone knows you’re weird. Just stop trying." 
Jamie’s chest tightens. He doesn’t reply—he hasn’t for days. Each time he types something, he deletes it before hitting send. No matter what he says, cyberbullying has made sure Kyle will twist it into something worse. 
The emojis mock him. 
The laughing faces, the clowns, the thumbs-down. They seem harmless, but they sting more than words ever could.
Online harassment isn’t just about words—it’s the silent pressure, the fear, the anxiety that follows you everywhere. 
He wishes he could just leave the group, but he knows the bullying won’t stop—it’ll only get louder at school. 
Downstairs, Mum and Dad sit at the kitchen table, their voices low but urgent. 
Mum:
"He’s barely spoken all week. And have you seen him? He’s not eating properly, and he doesn’t even touch his football anymore." 
Dad:
"I know. I tried talking to him yesterday, but he just shrugged me off. I think something’s going on at school—or online. You’ve seen how glued he is to that tablet, but now it’s different. He’s not laughing at videos or showing us memes anymore." 
Mum:
"What if someone’s bullying him? You know how kids are these days—it’s not just in the playground anymore. It’s everywhere. And the worst part? You can’t even see it happening." 
Dad exhales sharply, leaning back in his chair. "We need to tread carefully. If we push too hard, he’ll shut us out completely. But we can’t just stand by, either. Tomorrow, I’ll try to sit with him while he’s on his tablet. Maybe he’ll let something slip." 
The next morning, Jamie sits at the dining table, his tablet propped up against a cereal box. His parents watch him closely as he scrolls. The usual chatter of breakfast is replaced by an uneasy quiet. 
Mum:
"Jamie, love, what are you looking at?" 
He shrugs, not looking up. "Just stuff," he mutters. 
Dad leans over slightly. "Can I see?" 
Jamie pulls the tablet closer to his chest, his movements sharp and defensive. "It’s nothing, okay?" 
Mum and Dad exchange a glance. Mum places a gentle hand on Jamie’s arm. 
Mum:
"You know, if something’s bothering you, you can tell us. We’re here for you." 
Jamie’s eyes flicker with something—fear? Shame? Anxiety?—but he doesn’t say a word. He pushes his chair back abruptly and leaves the table, his cereal untouched. 
That evening, Jamie locks his bedroom door and sinks onto the bed. The tablet sits beside him, its screen lighting up every few seconds with new messages. 
Kyle:
"What’s wrong? Cat got your tongue?" 
Kyle:
"Go on, cry about it. Everyone knows you’re too scared to do anything." 
Jamie swipes the notifications away, but the impact of cyberbullying lingers, the words echoing like a taunt. 
He opens the group chat, hesitates, and then types: "Leave me alone." 
His thumb hovers over the send button, but he deletes the message before it can go through. 
In the quiet of his room, Jamie feels the weight of the shadows creeping in. He hugs his knees to his chest, wondering if tomorrow will be any different—or if it will only get worse. 
Downstairs, Mum and Dad sit together, their worry growing heavier with each passing day. 
Mum:
"We need to do something. He’s shutting us out more and more." 
Dad:
"We will. But we have to do it carefully. Tomorrow, let’s sit him down together and make sure he knows he doesn’t have to face this alone." 
The clock ticked towards midnight — and with it came the message that would change everything.






  
  A Passing Glance


The pitch is slick with yesterday’s rain, the grass a darker green under the floodlights. Jamie stands at the fence, fingers curled through the wire, while the shouts of the game carry sharp across the field. 
Kyle is out there, legs pumping, voice cutting louder than anyone else’s. He’s supposed to be chasing the ball, but every chance he gets, his head turns toward the sidelines. Toward Jamie. A glare. A smirk. Words mouthed across the distance, meant only for him.
Jamie drops his eyes to the mud by his shoes. The fence rattles faintly as someone leans against it a few feet down.
“Good night for it,” a man says, casual, like the weather is all that matters.
Jamie glances over. The man from the shop. The one who called him careful. Martin. Hands in his jacket pockets, shoulders easy. He doesn’t look at Jamie long, just enough to nod like they already know each other.
Jamie swallows, turns back to the pitch. “Mm.”
Martin’s eyes follow the play. He calls nothing out, doesn’t cheer, doesn’t shout advice. Just watches. When Lucas makes a run up the wing, Martin mutters, “Good lad. Fast.”
Jamie glances at him, uncertain if it was meant for him to hear.
Kyle shoves a boy off the ball. The whistle goes. The coach barks his name. Kyle shrugs, jogs off, and his eyes find Jamie again. This time the smirk stretches wider, meaner.
Jamie’s stomach knots
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