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Brave Hearts, Bright Minds Dragon Friends

Dedicated to my family and my TWO amazing boys, now grown men whom I love without limit.

AND

To every child who has faced bullying — may courage and kindness guide you.

A Story About Courage, Kindness, and Standing Together against Bullies and Turning Bullying into Friendship

Author: Adam Simeer
Age Group: 8-12
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Chapter 1: First Bell

The school gates looked bigger than Jamie remembered. Maybe they’d grown over the summer—or maybe his stomach had shrunk from nerves.
He tugged at the strap of his backpack, the one covered in little paint splatters, and tried to breathe normally.
“Come on, champ,” Mum said, giving him a smile that was meant to be brave. “Year Six is going to be great. Just be yourself.”
Jamie nodded. Be myself. He wished he knew exactly who that was meant to be.

Inside the playground, voices bounced off the walls like ping-pong balls. A football zipped past his shoes, and someone shouted, “Goal!” before disappearing into a swarm of laughter. Jamie spotted the classroom sign: 6A — Mr Adi.

He walked slowly, scanning faces. Most kids already had someone to talk to—pairs, trios, whole crowds that moved like flocks of noisy birds. Jamie was new. Again.

“Hey, nice bag,” a voice said behind him.
For a moment his chest lifted—maybe someone friendly. He turned to see a tall girl with a messy ponytail and a grin that didn’t quite reach her eyes.
“Did you paint that yourself?” she asked.
“Um... yeah.”
“Cool. My little cousin paints like that too. He’s four.”
The group of kids behind her snorted. Jamie’s face went hot. The bell rang before he could think of anything to say.

Inside 6A

Mr Adi stood at the front of the room, smiling warmly beneath a neat beard. “Good morning, everyone! New year, new beginnings. Let’s start with something easy—names and one thing you’re good at.”

When it was Jamie’s turn, his voice came out smaller than he wanted.
“I’m Jamie. I like... drawing.”
Before Mr Adi could respond, the same girl from the playground called out, “Careful, he might draw us if we’re not nice!”
Laughter again.
Mr Adi raised a calm hand. “That’s enough, Mia. We listen, we respect. Everyone has a talent worth sharing.”
Mia shrugged but leaned back, smirking at her friends.
Jamie’s pencil trembled slightly in his hand. He wished he could draw himself invisible.

At break, Jamie sat on a bench by the fence, sketchbook open on his knees. Drawing usually made things better; lines and colours always behaved. He was halfway through sketching the oak tree when a shadow fell across the page.

Mia again.
“That’s supposed to be a tree?” she asked.
He looked up. “It is a tree.”
“Looks more like broccoli.”
Her friends giggled. One of them tore a tiny piece from his paper and ran off.
Jamie pressed his lips together. “Please stop.”
Mia tilted her head. “Don’t be so serious. It’s just a joke.”
But it didn’t feel like a joke. It felt like a splinter—small, sharp, and hard to pull out.

When the bell ended break, Mr Adi called everyone back for art class.
“Today we’re starting our My Community posters,” he said. “You’ll each draw something that shows what makes our town special.”
Jamie’s hand went up before he could stop it. “Can we draw people too?”
“Of course,” said Mr Adi. “People are the heart of any community.”
Jamie smiled faintly. Maybe this was his chance.

He bent over the page, drawing the playground—the slide, the trees, the bench, and the children. When he was done, he looked proudly at the faces: happy, kind, laughing together.

At the end of class, he left his drawing on the drying rack and went to wash his brushes.

When he came back, there was a different drawing on his desk.
Someone had copied his picture—but added a cartoon version of him, holding his sketchbook upside-down and covered in squiggly tears.
Jamie stared at it. A cold fizz of embarrassment bubbled in his stomach.
Across the room, Mia was whispering to her friends. He caught her eye for half a second before she looked away.

That evening, he didn’t mention it to Mum. He didn’t want her to worry again about moving schools. Instead, he sat at his desk and opened a fresh page in his sketchbook. He drew a small, lonely figure on one side of a playground fence—and another group laughing on the other side.

Then, under the picture, he wrote:
“The Other Side of the Playground.”
He didn’t know yet that those words would soon mean something very different.

Moral Message:

Have you ever felt left out, or seen someone else being teased?
What could you do next time to help?
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Chapter 2: The Mystery of the Backpack
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Full Chapter 2 content goes here. This will be the complete story text as written previously.

Illustration Notes: Illustration notes for Chapter 2 go here.

The next morning, Leo walked into class with his shoulders slightly slumped. He had promised his mum he would “stay positive,” but school already felt like walking into a storm cloud.
Everyone seemed to stare when he came in, or maybe it was just his imagination.
Jamie was sitting at his desk near the window, drumming his pencil and talking loudly to his friends.
When Leo passed, Jamie made a sound like a bleating sheep.
“Baaa! Here comes the ‘lamb who can’t run’,” he joked.
A few kids laughed, but not everyone. Amira looked away, uncomfortable.
Leo’s face burned, and he hurried to his seat.
Mr Adi, their teacher, came in with his usual bright smile.
“Good morning, everyone! Let’s start the day with something interesting. Who remembers what empathy means?”
A few hands went up, including Amira’s.
“It means... when you try to understand how someone else feels,” she said.
“Perfect!” said Mr Adi. “Empathy is like wearing someone else’s shoes for a moment. Though,” he added, glancing at Jamie’s enormous muddy trainers, “maybe not literally.”
The class giggled. Even Jamie smiled.

Mr Adi then announced the week’s project:
“You’ll work in pairs to make a short presentation on a topic of your choice. It could be about science, history, animals — anything that excites you.”
Pairs formed quickly — except for Leo. His usual friend Ethan was off sick.
Before Leo could choose anyone, Mr Adi said, “Leo, you can partner with... Jamie.”
Leo froze.
Jamie raised an eyebrow. “Seriously?”
“Yes,” said Mr Adi, with that calm teacher tone that meant no arguments.
“Working with someone new helps us learn in unexpected ways.”
Jamie groaned. “Fine.”

Scene: After class

When everyone left, Leo stayed behind to pack slowly. He noticed something under Jamie’s desk — a small, battered backpack. It was half-zipped, and a packet of biscuits poked out.

Leo reached down to hand it over, but paused. Inside, he saw something unexpected — a photo.
It was Jamie, younger, sitting beside a hospital bed. A woman was smiling weakly, wrapped in a blanket.
Jamie turned around suddenly.
“Hey! What are you doing?”
Leo jumped. “Oh — sorry! I was just picking up your bag.”
Jamie snatched it and stuffed the photo deep inside. His face went red.
“Don’t touch my stuff,” he snapped.
Then, quieter, “Just... don’t.”
Leo nodded quickly.
“I wasn’t trying to snoop, I promise.”
Jamie glared, then stalked out.

But as Leo watched him go, something inside shifted.
For the first time, he didn’t just see “the bully.” He saw a boy with a photo he didn’t want anyone to see — a boy who maybe had his own reasons to be angry.

Scene: Group project

The next day, they met in the library.
Leo tried to be cheerful. “Maybe we could do our project on animals that help people? Like guide dogs, or therapy horses?”
Jamie shrugged. “Whatever. Just don’t make it boring.”

They sat in silence for a while.
Leo started jotting notes while Jamie flipped through a comic.
After a few minutes, Jamie muttered, “My mum liked horses.”
Leo looked up, surprised.
“She did?”
“Yeah,” said Jamie. “She used to volunteer at a farm. Before she got sick.”
Leo nodded slowly.
“That’s really cool. My aunt works with therapy animals — she says they make people smile, even when they’re in pain.”
Jamie’s expression softened a little. “Yeah. Mum used to say horses could ‘feel’ when someone was sad.”

There was a pause. Then, for the first time, Jamie smiled — not his usual grin, but a small, real one.
“Alright. Therapy animals it is.”

Scene: Lunchtime

As they worked on the project over the week, things began to shift.
Jamie still teased sometimes, but it was half-hearted now.
Once, when Leo tripped in the corridor and dropped his tray, Jamie helped pick it up before anyone could laugh.
He grumbled, “You’re a disaster, mate,” but his tone was almost... friendly.
Later that day, Leo told his mum about it.
“He’s not as bad as I thought,” he said.
His mum smiled knowingly. “Most people aren’t. Sometimes they just forget how to show their good side.”

Scene: Presentation day

When it was time to present, Leo and Jamie stood in front of the class.
Jamie had drawn the pictures — surprisingly good ones — while Leo read their notes.
They showed how animals could help people with anxiety, loneliness, or illness.
At the end, Jamie held up his last drawing: a boy petting a horse, both smiling.
He said quietly, “Sometimes, animals teach us to be kind again.”
The class clapped. Even Mr Adi looked a little misty-eyed.

When they sat down, Jamie whispered, “That wasn’t too bad.”
Leo grinned. “Told you.”
Scene: After school

As they left, Jamie stopped Leo.
“Hey... about before — when you saw the photo. That was my mum. She passed away last year.”
Leo’s heart sank. “I’m sorry.”
Jamie shrugged, but his voice cracked. “I just... get angry sometimes. At everything.”
“I get that,” said Leo softly. “But you’re not alone, you know.”

Jamie nodded. “Thanks.”

They stood awkwardly for a moment. Then Jamie gave a quick half-smile.
“Wanna walk home together?”
Leo smiled back. “Yeah. Let’s.”

Moral Message:


Sometimes bullies are people carrying invisible pain.
When we listen and understand, kindness can turn enemies into friends.
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