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To Steve, Soren, and Fitz - my (oves, my (ife, my heart
For Ann Marie and Sarah Jane
For girls and boys everywhere - may you always
feel your courage and power
~ Rristen

[o Roman - my soul, my best friend and (ove
For all children - dream wide and be brave
Life is full of magical moments
~ Margarita



oren often played by herself.

She imagined she was swimming underwafer with dolphins.
whales and shiny fish of all sizes, shapes and colors. She iked
to collect rocks, do science experiments and math puzzles.

Soren was a (ittle different. Girls at school called her weird,

especially [arcy. Even though Soren (ikied being by herself.
she wished that the other girls would be kinder to her.

s Was it her frechles? Her glasses? Her green eyes?
She couldn't understand why she didn't fit in.
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Gne day at recess, Soren was on the soccer field, spinning
around and around, imagining she was inside a tornadol

> She stopped when she got foo dizzy.

-

Wobbling a little, she saw a group of girls peinting and
(aughing af her.

= “Why do you do such weird things?” Marcy called with a sneer. }@
“No one Li?ies you.”

Soren felt as smal( as a mouse. She said nothing and (oclied

down at her feet. A tear ro(led down her hot cheek,

How could someone say such mean things?
Soren sat down, feeling sad and (onely.
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That night Soren told Mom and Dad what had happened.

“Iry not to be too sad” said Dad. “You're perfect as you are, and you
shouldn't fry fo change fo fit in.”

Soren’s ittle sister Sarah Jane gave her a hug.

Tomorrow was Safurday. Soren was glad she'd be able to do (ots of

playing. She dreamt of the fun she'd have spending the day at her
fort in the forest behind her house.




The next merning, Soren wallied along the forest path while
playing with her (ittle dog Ruffles.

When they reached the fort, Soren sat down to write and draw in
her Bock of Dreams - a place for her secrets and deepest thoughts

Then, she focused on her fort. Soren made her fort’s roof stronger
by putting big and smal( branches on it. Ruffles helped too.

As the sun sanh (ower in the sky, Soren and Ruffles set off for home.
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Next {o the path was a (arge old tree that Soren had

seen many fimes before.

But as she passed the free. something caught her eye.
It (ookied (ike...could it be..?

Soren thought she saw a tiny face peeliing around the
tree trunk, but then it was gone.

She shook her head. She must have been seeing things|
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oren went over for a closer look. Around the side of
the tree trunk was a tiny doorl

“T wonder where it (eads to?” Soren said to Ruffles.

The door was painted a shiny red and there was a

gleaming, golden doorlinb. Soren gently furned the
linoh and opened the door,
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brightly colored liquids. (thers had sparkl

Inside was a ting bed, a chair and fable
hanging over it. There were smal( hott



Ihere was a rustling noise in a nearby bush. Soren spun around to see Shﬁ quickly exclaimed, “Who are yout”

a finy person dressed al( in purple, with a peinty yellow hatl But in a flash, the (ittle person disappeared info thin air,
Soren couldn't helieve her eyes! (eaving behind only a few spots of shimmery dust.




ear Joren,
7 e sofry that AhingS are fough.
Decp inyour hear} Hhere is 4 place of courageS
Wand strength. 7 you place your hands overyourf,
\teart, you vl eel this.
Jou ér‘en‘% S!m?ly for‘en-—you are S\’?ﬂ" YW -
1o ou are strotgen and Waier thahyon e
A Kiow. {
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oren noticed something on the ground. It was a scroll fied with a shiny,

 darki-blue ribbon. She opened it quickly.

Soren was shockied to see it was a (etter for herl She noticed a drawing of a
five-point star with fwo §'s connected at the bottom of the page.



The moment Soren finished reading, the wind spiraled (eaves

up and around her. This was surely a sign. She didn't know who
sent the (etter, but she felt it was right.

She put her hands on her heart and felf it beating. Soren linew
that she had the power, strength and courage within her affter all.

- “Super Soren,” she whispered. Then, with more force \
she shouted, “Super Sorenl”

b She ran home with Ruffles and showed Mom Dad and Sarah >

Jane the (etter.“T think that this star is a symbol for

e Ju Super Sorenl” Mom exclaimed with pride.
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The next morning, Mom had a surprise for Soren. “I made something for . N
you,"she said. It was a beaufiful cape with the Super Soren star on itl .

“Now you can (ock and feel as brave as you truly are. Remember, even \ E. N i N
when you're not wearing if, you still have strength and courage.” 4 4 |

oren put on the cape and set off with Ruffles to her forest fort.
‘T am bravel I am strongl I am Super Sorenl” she said as she played.
Woofl” agreed Ruffles.



On her way home, Soren suddenly remembered the (ittle red door.

She ran lightning quich yelling, “Super Sorenl”

Slowly. she opened the bright red door. This time there was nothing
inside. Soren felt especially disappointed.

She put her hand in and touched the floor. It felt sandy.

When she took it out, she was surprised to see it was covered in
glittering golden dust,




&

“w}zafs this?” Soren aslied. She blew it off her hand
and watched it scatter into the air.

§

She heard a faint (augh. (uf of the comer of her eye she
saw the tiny person! But once again they vanished.

P,

“Waitl Who are you?l”

o e

e

There was no answer. She sat for a minute hoping
they'd return. After some time, Seren ran home yelling,
“Suvvuvuper Soooooren!” all along the way.
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At school on Monday, Soren felt different.
She finew that she truly was brave and strong.

At recess. Soren (oolied for rocks to add o her collection. As she bent down
o pich up a shiny, clear stone, a shadow fel( over her. Tt was Marcy.

“Hey everyone, (ookl” Marcy called. “Soren’s playing with a rockl”

Soren’s heart beat swiftly. Her heart - that was where her courage
came froml She tooli a deep breath and (oclied Marcy in the eye.

“You won't be mean to me anymore. Marcyl” she said. “Stop it right now.”

Marcy opened and shut her mouth, but didn't say a word.
Quich(y, she wallied away.

Soren felt proud of herself. “Super Soren.” she whispered.




At bedtime that night. Soren noticed something on her pillow. It was another
beautiful scrol(. Scattered around it was qolden, shimmery dust.

The note read, “Super Soren, we are so proud of you. Keep being strong and brave.”
Soren linew that she would,

“Hmmm,” she thought. “Tomorrow I'( go back to the (ittle door in the forest.
Maybe there will be something new there, just for me..”
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