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As a reader, you may wonder why some words seem misspelt, but as an Australian writer, I use English spelling rather than the American style. So, no! I am not a poor speller; I have used the spell check with an Australian slant.

I loved recounting Angie's story, and I hope you enjoyed the unfolding tale of the trials and successes they endured.

If you enjoyed the book and have a moment to spare, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you purchased it. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a massive difference in helping new readers find stories like A Place in This World.

Contact me at: robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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Angie and Daniel find each other in the first months of senior school. Each is targeted for revenge because of their appearance, and the torment and bullying are relentless. Angie turns to her parents for support, but her mother is fixated on the older, more beautiful daughter, leaving Angie unsupported. 

When Mama Seranto takes Angie under her wing, Angie feels valued for the first time. Together, Angie and Daniel set out to connect with others in the community. Angie’s chance encounter with Adrian, the owner of the local gym, provides them with another source of support.

As years pass and their lives diverge, Angie is once again targeted by the boy who humiliated her at school and by his mean, toxic sidekick. Her success in setting up a coding business with a former university friend has been lucrative.

Daniel’s marriage to his workmate and Angie's burgeoning romance with Ade set the stage for a happy, successful future.
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Marla cornered me before we left for school, her beautiful face full of disgust and anger.

“Do not talk to me, do not acknowledge me and do not tell anyone you are my sister. I have made a group of friends, and I don’t want them to know that I am related to an ugly loser like you.”

I gasped in shock, and my face fell. I had been looking forward to having my sister at the same school, but the warning had shattered that dream. When had she become so mean? In junior school, we often played together and caught the bus, sitting together and chatting about our day. I nodded and walked away, my shoulders drooping.

“Are you two ready to go?”

My mum was ready for work and left before the bus did, so she was checking that nothing could derail her day. Having to collect her daughters if they missed the bus would wreak havoc on her busy schedule, and as the owner of her own real estate agency, she would not allow anything to interrupt it.

I nodded and grabbed my backpack before heading out the door. Marla followed, but when we reached the bus stop, she kept her distance, pretending she didn’t know me. It hurt, and I wondered when Marla had become so superficial and concerned about what others thought. When the bus arrived, she hissed at me to move away when I went to sit beside her, so, pretending that wasn’t where I was headed, I moved toward the back of the bus. One of the boys nudged his mate, and they made gagging noises as they pointed at me.

Why I thought senior school would be any different from junior school, I didn’t know, but I hadn’t even made it to the school grounds, and already I was the ugly, skinny girl who would have no friends. Tears welled in my eyes, but I refused to let them fall. I had suffered the same type of comments before, and while I was far from immune to them, I knew that reacting would give these boys the reaction they wanted. Ignoring the comments gave the perpetrators of the insults no encouragement.

When the bus arrived, students milled around, and making my way through the throng was difficult. I watched as friends who had been separated over the long summer holidays reunited. Senior school had been a long time coming, and I was eager to make friends and experience new subjects. For me, making friends was always difficult because I was overawed by the beautiful girls who flocked together, leaving us lesser bodies to form alliances that didn’t threaten their superiority. My appearance put other students off; who wanted to be friends with a string-bean of a girl wearing Harry Potter glasses, hand-me-down clothes, and sporting braces? The final impediment to making friends was that I was smart enough to finish in the top place in most classes, and others didn’t like that someone else could ace the subjects they found difficult.

Once I cleared the throng of students, I looked around, hoping to find some directions to my homeroom. A boy, standing near me, looked as lost as I was.

“Hi, I’m looking for room 10. Do you know where that is?”

He nodded, and although he didn’t speak, I got the feeling he expected me to follow him. After a short walk along the corridor, we arrived at room 10, and I smiled at him. He kept his gaze averted and ignored me as he walked into the room. The desks were spread out across the room, and most of them were occupied. As I approached a desk, the girl seated beside it laid her bag on the seat and said, “Sorry, I’m saving this one for my friend.”

I nodded, but at every table I attempted to sit at, the nearby occupant gave the same excuse.

When the teacher arrived, she glared at me and said, “Could you please take a seat?”

As a rule, I would take unwarranted criticism, but the road of least resistance had never helped me escape hurtful comments and uninformed opinions.

“Where would you like me to sit? My classmates made it obvious that I was not welcome to sit beside them.”

“For goodness sake, girl, there are plenty of empty seats. I always find out about the troublemakers first, and it appears you are the first cab off the rank. What is your name?”

“Angie O’Brien.”

“Well, miss, sit your backside down unless you want to meet the principal during the first period you have attended.”

I moved to the closest seat, grabbed the bag someone had left there, and deposited it on the ground. Classmates smirked, and I tried to close out the sight of their smug faces and concentrate on the teacher’s lesson.

From that very first day, the harassment had begun, and as I tried to avoid angering other staff members, I arrived at class earlier and earlier. I hadn’t seen the boy who spoke to me on the first day, so where he sat and what classes he was taking were a mystery. As I sat waiting for the class to arrive, the teacher, Mrs Bourchette, whom I had first encountered, entered the room.

“Don’t tell me you have gone from refusing to sit down to being seated well before you need to be.”

“ I never refused to sit. If I arrive early, I can get a seat before the teacher arrives. I don’t want to antagonise any more staff members.”

The woman gave me a perturbed look and said, “There are plenty of seats. Why would you not be able to find a seat once class starts?”

“The others don’t like me, although I don’t know any of them. They put their bags on any empty seat and say they are saving it for a friend. When you arrive, all the spare chairs have bags on them, and they resist if I try to remove the bag.”

“Hmm. It seems the teaching staff may need to take some action.”

“Please don’t say it is because of me, or I’ll be even more unpopular.”

One good thing happened amid the chair-and-bag barricade: the boy I met on day one arrived in class. He didn’t look at me when he sat down, and I wondered what his problem was. I watched him out of the corner of my eye and realised he was grossly overweight. Beads of sweat dotted his face and hairline, and it seemed that, although he was hot, he would rather suffer heat stroke than the embarrassment of removing the bulky jumper he wore. Because I suffered persecution from my classmates, I could recognise that someone else who was suffering too. While I wasn’t happy knowing that someone else was having a miserable time at school, at least I wasn’t alone.

Sitting alone at lunchtime with no one to talk to made me sad, and remembering the boy who sat next to me, I wondered where he sat. I went looking for him and found him hidden away beside the refuse bins outside the canteen. I pulled a face at the location and the odour, but I wasn’t looking to stress this boy out further.

“Hi, interesting location for lunch.”

“Leave me alone. I’m not bothering you, so go away.”

“I am the class laughing stock, so I know what is happening to you. Maybe we should join forces to support each other.”

He scoffed. “I haven’t seen anybody do anything to you.”

“That’s because you missed the first six or seven lessons. I got bawled out by the teacher because I wouldn’t sit down, but I couldn’t because a bag occupied every seat that a student didn’t. She threatened to send me to the principal; it was the first period, and I was getting a bad name for refusing directions. Now, in every lesson, I have to beat the others there so I have a seat. It’s really tiresome.”

Finally, the boy looked at me.

“They call me names, punch and push me when they think the staff can’t see. I hardly eat at school because they’ve taken my lunch and put dirt and other unmentionables in it. When I get home, I am so depressed and hungry that I pig out, and then I am more depressed because I know the overeating will make me fatter.”

I felt sad that this boy was suffering more than I was, and I wasn’t sure how to help. I heard the bell ring, and I said, “Let’s go. Can we meet outside school to come up with some solutions? By the way, my name is Angie. Who are you?”

“I’m Daniel.”

The lesson they had was with Mrs Bourchette, and when she arrived, they were both standing. Mrs Bourchette ignored Daniel and me and addressed the class.

“The school is implementing a new policy. All bags must be left outside the classroom, lined up against the wall. Anything you need for the lesson must be collected now, as you won’t be allowed to access your bags until the lesson ends. Please remove any items you need for this lesson and place your bags outside the door.”

As the class grumbled, Mrs Bourchette winked at me, and for the first time since arriving at the school, I felt like someone else was on my side. From that day on, things became tenser outside the classroom because the students correctly guessed that my complaint was the reason they were being forced to leave their bags outside the room.

It was a week after school began that my parents sat down to eat a meal with Marla and me. My dad opened the conversation.

“How is school going, girls?”

Neither of us said anything, and the silence was telling. Eventually, Marla spoke.

“School would be heaps easier if Angie stopped causing problems”

I gasped, “Me? I’m not causing problems.”

Mum frowned. “What problems, Marla?”

“She had her whole class in trouble because they pulled a harmless stunt on her. Now, the whole school has to suffer because of her. We have to leave our bags outside the classroom, and there is trouble if we need something we didn’t remove from our bags at the beginning of the lesson.”

“Angie, do you think the whole school should suffer because you couldn’t take a joke?”

I looked at my Father.

“It wasn’t a joke.”

As I explained what happened, my father tut-tutted and pulled a face when I finished my recitation.

“I can see why you were upset, but to complain and have the entire school punished seems extreme. Was there not another way you could have handled the situation?”

“Sure, I could have kept quiet and been sent to the principal’s office every lesson. I’m sure that would have embarrassed Marla more.”

Mum frowned. “There’s no need to be smart, Angie. I hoped senior school would have allowed you to make friends, but it seems you are busy making enemies. Try to fit in, Angie. There are no prizes for being an outcast. We never have trouble with Marla. You should try to be more like her.”

I looked down at my plate, knowing, as I already had, that my parents had no notion of the torment I suffered. They would not support me; instead, they would criticise and belittle me, suggesting I behaved as my beautiful sister did. My parents. Grandparents and other close relatives fawned over Marla. They admired her beauty, her perfect body, and her ability to chat to others. They constantly compared the two of us, and I came up short every time. Didn’t they know how hurtful the comparisons were, or did they not care?
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