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My name is Melody, I’m twelve years old, and today is my first day at a brand-new school. Seventh grade. Middle school. New town, new people, new everything. Mom keeps calling it a “fresh start,” but honestly, I’m not sure what I’m supposed to feel. Excited? Nervous? Both? Neither?

All I know is that the weekend ended way too fast, and Mondays are already the worst day to start anything.

The next morning, my alarm explodes through my room.

BEEP... BEEP... BEEP...

I groan and roll over, squinting at the glowing numbers on my nightstand.

7:30 AM. School starts at eight.

I flop back onto my pillow and pull the blanket over my face. Maybe if I stay still enough, time will stop. But then Mom’s voice cuts through the hallway.

“MELODY! Breakfast is on the table! Don’t let it get cold!”

Of course.

I drag myself out of bed, open my closet, and stare at my clothes like they’re supposed to magically assemble an outfit for me. I pick something simple — nothing too bright or too weird. I don’t want to stand out on my first day.

After changing, I grab my phone and backpack and head to the kitchen. Mom has already set my plate down. She’s wiping the counter like she’s been awake for hours.

I sit and start eating, even though my stomach is too tight to feel hungry.

“It’s almost eight,” she says. “We need to head out soon, darling. Try to finish up.”

I sigh. “Can you relax? You still have to do paperwork before I even start.”

She gives me a look, but I finish my food, rinse my dish, and follow her out to the car.

The drive to the school feels shorter than it should. Mom keeps glancing at me like she’s trying to read my thoughts.

“How are you feeling? Nervous? Excited?”

“Nervous,” I admit, staring out the window. “But I guess that’s normal.”

“Exactly! You’ll do great. You’ll make friends, maybe even get a little crush.” She wiggles her eyebrows like this is supposed to be fun.

I shrug. “We’ll see.”

A few minutes later, we pulled into the visitor parking lot. Mom gathers the stack of papers while I grab my backpack and phone. The school looks bigger up close, like it’s waiting to swallow me whole.

We walk toward the front doors together. My stomach twists.

Inside, the office smells like paper, printer ink, and coffee. Mom steps up to the counter.

“We’re here to see Principal Cano,” she says.

The lady behind the desk smiles politely. “Of course. I’ll go get her.”

She disappears into an office, and I stand there next to Mom, trying not to look as nervous as I feel. My hands won’t stay still. My backpack strap keeps slipping off my shoulder. Everything feels too loud and too quiet at the same time.

This is it. My new beginning. Whether I’m ready or not.
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The office door opens, and a woman steps out with a warm smile. She has dark hair pulled into a neat bun and glasses that make her look like she knows everything about everyone.

“You must be Melody,” she says. “I’m Principal Cano. Come on back.”

Mom nudges me gently, and I follow the principal into her office. It smells like lemon cleaner and old books. Posters about kindness and responsibility cover the walls, like they’re trying to convince me this place is safe.

Principal Cano sits behind her desk and flips through the stack of papers Mom brought.

“Everything looks good,” she says. “We’re excited to have you here, Melody. I know starting a new school can be scary, but you’ll settle in quickly.”

I nodded, even though my stomach was twisting.

She hands me a printed schedule. “You’ll start in homeroom with Mrs. Clementine. She’s wonderful — very patient, very kind.”

The schedule looks like a list of places I’m supposed to magically know how to find. Math. English. Science. P.E. Lunch. History. It all blurs together.

Principal Cano stands. “I’ll walk you to your homeroom, so you don’t get lost.”

Great. Now I definitely look like the new kid.

The hallway hits me like a wave — loud, crowded, chaotic. Lockers slam. Kids shout across the hall. Backpacks swing everywhere. Everyone seems to know exactly where they’re going.

I stay close behind Principal Cano, trying not to get run over.

We stop outside a classroom door decorated with colorful cutouts and a big sign that says WELCOME, 7TH GRADERS!

“This is you,” she says. “Mrs. Clementine is expecting you.”

She knocks once and opens the door.

Inside, the room buzzes with chatter. Kids are already in groups, laughing and comparing schedules like they’ve known each other forever.

Mrs. Clementine looks up from her desk. She’s tall, with curly hair and a bright smile that makes her seem instantly safe.

“Good morning! You must be Melody.”

I manage a small wave. “Hi.”

Principal Cano gives me an encouraging nod before leaving. Mrs. Clementine gestures toward the class.

“Everyone, this is Melody. She just moved here, so make her feel welcome.”

A few kids glanced at me. Some smile. Most don’t. I don’t blame them — I wouldn’t know what to say either.

Mrs. Clementine points to an empty desk near the window. “You can sit there.”

I walk over, trying not to trip, and slide into the seat. The desk is cold. My hands won’t stop fidgeting.

Outside, the sky is pale and cloudy. It matches how I feel — not sad, just unsure.

When the bell rings, Mrs. Clementine starts talking about rules, expectations, and what we’ll be learning this year. I try to listen, but my mind keeps drifting.

What if I don’t make any friends? What if I get lost? What if everyone already has their groups and I’m just... extra?

I shake the thoughts away and focus on the board.

Halfway through the period, the door opens and a girl walks in. She has short black hair, a backpack covered in stickers, and she signs something with her hands to Mrs. Clementine.

Mrs. Clementine signs back, then says aloud, “Class, this is Lila. She’s joining us from the deaf and hard-of-hearing program. Please be respectful and patient.”

Lila sits two desks ahead of me. She doesn’t look nervous at all. She looks like she belongs here already.

I wish I felt like that.

When the bell finally rings, everyone jumps up at once. I stand slowly, clutching my schedule like it’s a lifeline.

“Melody,” Mrs. Clementine calls gently. “Can you stay a moment?”

I walked over to her desk.

“I know the first days can be overwhelming,” she says. “If you need help finding your classes, just let me know.”

“Thank you,” I say quietly.

She smiles. “You’ll be okay. Really.”

I nodded, even though my stomach is twisting again.

I step into the hallway, swallowed by noise and movement. I’m about to check my schedule again when someone steps into my path.

He’s a boy — brunette hair that falls a little over his forehead, light brown eyes that look warm even under the harsh hallway lights. He gives me a small, curious smile.

“Hey,” he says. “You’re new, right?”

I blink, surprised he’s talking to me. “Um... yeah. I just moved here.”

He nodded like he had already guessed that. “I’m Dean.”

He says it confidently but not in a showoff way. More like he actually wants me to know his name.

“I’m Melody,” I say, trying not to sound nervous.

“Cool name,” he says, and for a second, I forget how to breathe. “If you need help finding your classes, I can show you around. I kind of know this place like the back of my hand.”

He laughs a little at himself, and it makes me smile without meaning to.

I tucked a piece of hair behind my ear. “Maybe... yeah. That’d be nice.”

“Awesome.” He glances at my schedule. “Where’s your next class?”

I hand it to him, and he scans it quickly. “Oh, you’re close. I’ll walk you.”

And just like that, I’m not walking alone anymore.
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Dean walks beside me through the hallway like he’s done this a hundred times, but something about the way he slows his steps for me makes it feel... different. He’s taller than most of the boys I’ve seen today—tall enough that I have to tilt my head a little to look at him—and he walks with this easy, steady confidence, like he’s used to wide open spaces instead of crowded hallways.

“Science is down this way,” he says, glancing over with a small smile. His voice has this warm, outdoorsy softness to it. “We’ve got this class together.”

Together. The word settles in my chest like a tiny anchor.

I follow him through the noise, trying not to lose him in the river of students. His steps are sure, not rushed, and I match them as best I can.

“It gets easier after the first week,” he adds. “Kinda like learning a new game. Confusing at first, but you figure it out.”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. “I hope so.”

He gives a little shrug. “You will.”

We stopped outside a classroom with a faded solar system poster taped crookedly to the door.

“This is it,” Dean says. “Mr. Hargrove’s is cool. Talks a lot, but he’s funny.”

I nodded, gripping my schedule. “Thanks for walking me.”

“Anytime.” He lifts his hand in a small wave. “I’ll save you a seat if you want.”

My stomach flips. “Okay.”

He slips inside, and I follow a few steps behind, the noise of the hallway fading as the door closes.
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Science is already buzzing with chatter. Kids are swapping notebooks, arguing about who gets which seat, tossing pencils like it’s a sport. I hover near the door until Mr. Hargrove spots me.

“You must be Melody,” he says, adjusting his glasses. “Welcome. Sit anywhere you like.”

I scanned the room. Dean is already seated near the middle; one leg stretched out comfortably, tapping a pencil against his notebook. When he notices me looking, he nudges the empty desk beside him with his foot.

I take a seat.

“Didn’t want you stuck in the front,” he whispers. “That’s where he calls on people the most.”

“Good to know,” I whispered back.

A girl with long braids sits on my other side. She glances over, then smiles.

“I’m Harper,” she says.

“Melody.”

She nods like she approves, then goes back to doodling tiny stars in the corner of her paper.

Mr. Hargrove starts class with a joke about atoms that only half the room laughs at. Dean snorts quietly. I pretend I get it.

As Mr. Hargrove launches into lab rules and safety goggles and something about not drinking anything in the classroom “even if it looks like juice,” I try to focus. But my mind keeps drifting.

To Dean. To Harper. To the fact that maybe—just maybe—I won’t be invisible here.

Halfway through class, Mr. Hargrove hands out a worksheet. Harper leans toward me.

“If you need help, I can show you how he likes things done,” she whispers. “He’s picky.”

“Thanks,” I say.

Dean leans in from the other side. “She’s right. He grades like he’s allergic to fun.”

I laugh—quiet, but real.

For the first time today, something inside me loosens.

When the bell rings, everyone rushes out like they’re escaping a fire drill. I gather my things slowly, double-checking my schedule.

Dean waits by the door.

“We’ve got English next,” he says. “I’ll walk you.”

My chest warms up. “Okay.”

We step into the hallway together, and for a moment, the noise doesn’t feel so overwhelming. Not when I know at least two people now. Not when someone is waiting for me.

I take a breath and follow him toward our next class.

One step at a time.
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