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For Jack and all courageous kids! 
 
 
 
 

As a mother and daughter team, we loved creating  
this book and hope you enjoy Jack’s journey. 

Our best to you and the children you love,  
Cheryl and Brittany 

 



 
 

 
I kicked my ball, where can it be? 
It went to someplace I can’t see. 

Should I peek? I do not dare. 
Imagine what could jump and scare. 

Instead of going after it 
I think I’ll sit and wait a bit. 



 



 
 
 

Could that be ocean waves I hear 
And seagulls squawking far and near? 

Did my ball bounce out that way? 
I wonder if it found the bay. 

A turtle might have tried to swim 
And push my ball ahead of him. 

 
 



 



 
 
 

The bay is out ahead you know 
And there’s a hole where water blows. 
It’s loud and big and sends out spray 

With slippery rocks and pounding waves. 
Maybe my ball went through the spout 
And great big waves have shot it out. 

 



 



 
 
 

Perhaps a giant fish swam by 
And saw my ball with one big eye. 

He might have tried to chomp it down 
Then sent it swirling all around. 

It could have gone out far to sea 
And never will come back to me. 

 





 
 
 

Or maybe it went up a stream 
Into a cave where red eyes gleam. 
A secret stream may take my ball 

Past murky pools and high rock walls. 
I’d have to follow in my boat and 

Through dark waters I would float. 
 

 



 



 
 
 

Beyond the cave I would go far 
And on my oar, I would pull hard. 

My boat would follow down the river 
Where wriggly creatures make me shiver. 
I’d see strange lands where moneys flee 

And find their safety in a tree… 
  



 



 
 
 

…from giant eight-foot crocodiles 
Who aren’t as friendly as their smiles. 

I sure hope they don’t find my ball 
My game could end there after all. 

I try and stretch from pier and beach  
But still my ball’s just out of reach. 

 





 
 
 

Yet what if there’s a different way 
Where my ball went and flew away? 

A giant bird with giant feathers 
 Could have grabbed it all together.  

Way up high, my ball would fly 
Clear out of sight, high in the sky. 



 



 
 
 

I’ll find the bird that took my ball. 
I’ll march up hills and climb up walls. 
As I approach, she caws and flaps 

And makes me wonder where it’s at.  
With beady eyes and yellow beak 

Is she aware of what I seek? 
 

 



 



 
 
 

Tucked in among the eggs so white 
Something would not look just right. 
The mama bird might want to check 

And if she should start to peck 
She could punch a great big hole 
And I would never reach my goal. 

 



 



 
 
 

Why did she put it in her nest? 
My ball looks different than the rest. 

I could climb that great big tree 
But now my thoughts come back to me. 
Though this adventure has been grand  

My blue ball’s still not in my hands. 
 

 
 





 
 

  
I take a breath and lift my chin. 

To get my ball I must go in 
And be as brave as I can be 
I charge ahead so I can see. 

Though danger might be lurking there 
I’ll trudge ahead without a care. 

 
 

 



 



 
 
 

I push back leaves and dodge the bees 
And feel the cold earth on my knees. 

And do you know what I discover? 
A baby grey squirrel with his mother. 
They chirp and call and love my ball 

And there’s no danger after all! 



 



 
 
 

In spite of darkened caves and bats 
And toothy crocs—imagine that! 
And murky swamps and waterfalls 
 In spite of fear, I faced them all. 
Now bravely I can stand up tall 
As I run home with my blue ball! 

The End 



 



 
  
 

After reading about Jack’s adventures,  
we would love for you to leave a review  

at: bit.ly/iLoveReviews 

 
Don’t miss Book 2 in the 

 Noble Character-building Series,  
“Unstoppable Penelope Jane” 

at: amazon.com/dp/B07BFVZY9S 
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