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Preface

This story is for every child who has ever faced unkindness and wondered what to do. 

At Sunnydale Elementary, Bella learns that standing up for yourself—and for others—isn’t about shouting the loudest, but about speaking with honesty, bravery, and compassion. 

May this tale inspire you to stand tall, speak up, and spread kindness everywhere.
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Chapter 1: The New Sheriff in Town
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The morning sun shone brightly over Sunnydale Elementary. Birds sang from the maple trees near the playground, and the air was filled with the scent of freshly cut grass. 

Students poured in through the main gate, chattering about summer adventures, new backpacks, and the friends they were eager to see again. Excitement hung in the air like the ringing of the school bell.

Bella stepped carefully along the walkway, hugging her new binder to her chest. She spotted familiar faces waving and calling out to one another. 

It felt good to be back. Summer had been fun, but there was something comforting about the hum of voices, the polished hallways, and the promise of another year.

Inside the school building, the corridor bustled with movement. Teachers carried boxes of supplies, and the smell of sharpened pencils mixed with the faint aroma of floor polish. 

Lockers slammed as students compared schedules and traded stories. Bella’s classroom door was open, and she walked in, breathing in the smell of clean paper and fresh crayons.

Mrs. Clover, the class teacher, stood at the front, wearing a neat blue dress. Her desk was stacked with colorful folders and a vase of daisies. She welcomed students warmly, pointing them to their desks. 

Bella found her seat and began arranging her supplies, careful to keep her pencils lined up.

The chatter in the room softened as Mrs. Clover clapped her hands for attention. “Good morning, everyone. Before we begin, I’d like you to meet someone new,” she said with a bright expression. “Please welcome Lisa, who has just joined us here at Sunnydale Elementary.”

All heads turned toward the doorway. Lisa walked in slowly, her steps steady and confident. She was taller than any of the other students, with long hair tied neatly. 

She wore a crisp new uniform and carried a backpack that looked brand new. There was a quiet strength in her presence, and she surveyed the room as if taking in every detail.

Mrs. Clover gestured toward an empty desk near the middle row. “Lisa, you’ll be sitting next to Mia for now. I’m sure she can help you settle in.” Her tone was encouraging, inviting the new student to feel at home.

Lisa walked to her seat without hesitation. Her chair scraped lightly against the floor as she pulled it back. The other students watched her with curiosity, some smiling, others whispering softly. Bella kept her eyes on Lisa, curious about the new arrival.

Mia, small and cheerful, turned slightly toward Lisa. She offered a friendly smile and spoke in a gentle voice. “Hi, I’m Mia. If you need anything, just ask me.” Her tone was warm, open, and without a trace of shyness.

Lisa’s eyes met Mia’s for only a brief moment. She placed her backpack on the floor and began unpacking her supplies with deliberate care. Her face remained unreadable, and her movements were precise, as if she wanted no one to interfere.

Without looking directly at Mia again, Lisa spoke in a low, flat tone. “Move your things. You’re in my way.” The words were firm, leaving no room for argument.

Mia’s smile faded, and she quietly slid her pencil box to the far corner of the desk. Around them, a few students exchanged quick looks, sensing something in Lisa’s manner. Bella felt a ripple of surprise in her chest, but she kept her eyes on her notebook.

The air in the classroom seemed to grow quieter for a moment. Mrs. Clover turned back to the board, unaware of what had just happened between the two girls. She began writing the day’s welcome message, her chalk moving in smooth lines.

Lisa sat upright, arranging her books in a neat stack. Her posture was straight, and she appeared entirely at ease, as though she had claimed her space without needing anyone’s approval. The moment passed, but the feeling it left behind lingered.

Bella tapped her pencil against her desk, glancing at the rows of students around her. Most were already talking again, but something about Lisa’s first interaction stayed in Bella’s mind. She couldn’t explain why, but it didn’t feel like a friendly beginning.

The morning lessons began, filled with introductions, classroom rules, and lighthearted questions. Mrs. Clover had students share one fun thing they did over the summer. When it was Lisa’s turn, she spoke briefly about moving to Sunnydale and then fell silent, offering no extra detail.

Bella watched her carefully. There was no visible nervousness in Lisa, no sign of hesitation. She seemed certain of herself, almost too certain for someone new. Bella thought of how most new students tried to be extra friendly, eager to fit in. Lisa seemed in no hurry for that.

As the class moved into their first reading activity, Bella noticed Lisa working quickly through the page. Her pen moved in sharp, controlled lines, and her attention never wavered. There was no idle chatter, no small talk. It was as if she had built an invisible wall around herself.

The minutes passed, and the hum of the classroom returned to its normal rhythm. The first day of the new school year was unfolding as it always did—except for the presence of one new student who had already made a quiet, unmistakable mark.

When the bell rang for the short morning break, chairs scraped and feet shuffled toward the door. Lisa remained seated for a moment, calmly placing her pencil inside her case. She looked neither hurried nor eager to leave.

Bella and Mia walked out together. Bella noticed Mia looking back at her desk, a faint crease between her brows. She wondered if Mia was thinking the same thing she was—that Lisa’s arrival might mean more than just a new face in the room.

Inside the classroom, Lisa finally stood and walked toward the hallway. Her steps were unhurried, her eyes scanning the path ahead. The space she left behind at her desk felt oddly heavier than before.

No one could have guessed how much change the tall new girl would bring to Sunnydale Elementary. But Bella had already felt the first hint of it—hidden inside a simple, unfriendly reply.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: The Break Time Incident
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The students spilled outside for the first break of the term. The playground rang with the sound of skipping ropes hitting the ground, balls bouncing, and children’s laughter echoing against the brick walls. Grass smelled fresh after the early morning watering, and the sun beamed down from a cloudless sky.

Bella and Mia stepped into the yard together, their conversation light but cautious. Mia’s mind lingered on her new desk partner’s frosty tone. Bella was thinking about it too, though she said nothing at first. She scanned the yard, spotting Lisa walking alone, her tall figure making her easy to find among the crowd.

Tommy and Sam were standing by the hopscotch squares chalked on the pavement. Rachel joined them, holding a jump rope coiled neatly in her hand. They seemed to notice Lisa and began speaking quickly among themselves. A moment later, Tommy waved and called out, inviting her over.

Lisa approached without hesitation. Her steps were steady, and her face revealed no sign of excitement or shyness. The three friends smiled, hoping to welcome her into their game. Rachel stepped forward, pointing to the hopscotch squares and explaining how they played during break.

A short, sharp laugh burst from Lisa’s mouth. She shook her head slowly and said, “That’s for babies.” Her voice carried across the small group, and several nearby children paused mid-play to look in their direction. Tommy’s expression tightened, but he didn’t speak.

Before anyone could respond, Lisa
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