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New year, new life, Ashlyn thought.

She was sitting on her chair on the backyard patio, watching the colourful birds flying past her new house. Her new phone, in the pocket of her skirt, was playing gentle meditation music. 

Several months had passed since Ashlyn’s strange adventures – which included the demolition of the house she lived in with her aunt and uncle. 

Ashlyn and her family had moved next door to her best friend, Alan Richard. Her Aunt Claire, a famous local author, had saved her car from the destruction of their old house, but her Uncle Mitchell, a doctor in the Ash Meadow Valley hospital, had to replace his. He’d bought a black Audi RS 7 Sportback. 

She’d found her uncle annoying ever since he got his expensive car. She sometimes caught him making rude comments about a certain tall man while cleaning it. 

That tall man was Carl. Carl was not like any other man. He had a unique ability to grow, thanks to Leah Ryden – Ashlyn’s mother – injecting him with a growth formula. 

After everything that had happened to the two of them, he was now in a coma. 

While Mitchell was happy that Carl was no longer around to hurt him or destroy his car, Ashlyn spent every night praying that Carl would return.

Sometimes, she rang Mr Richard to ask if Carl was getting any better. But every time, Mr Richard gave her the same answer: no.

“I wish that you were here with me, Carl,” Ashlyn said to herself. “I miss you, big guy.”

Ashlyn stopped her music and went inside, down the small hallway to her room. She no longer had a giant upstairs bedroom and en suite bathroom. Her new bedroom was just big enough to fit her bed, desk, bedside table, lamp, ceiling fan, cupboard and a window overlooking the back yard. 

She sat at her desk and quietly sketched on her computer for a few hours until she had a full picture of Carl. She sadly sighed at the picture. 

Her adventure had begun when Carl saved Ashlyn from a school bully, Susan, back when Ashlyn was in tenth grade. She would never have thought that he’d turn out to be a bodyguard created for her by her mother before she was murdered. Now, Ashlyn was in eleventh grade. Not that she really cared. 

“I wish that you were here,” she said, “I would love to teach you about Ash Meadow Valley.”

Knock! Knock!

Ashlyn turned to see her aunt standing by her door. “Hey, auntie,” she said softly.

“Hey,” Claire replied as she walked up beside her. Claire instantly saw the sketch of Carl on the computer. “You miss him a lot.”

“Yeah,” she replied, looking at it too. 

“I know you miss him, but you don’t need to worry. Carl is a tough man. I’m sure that one day, he’ll wake up and return to you.”

“I hope so.”

“Well, you have school tomorrow. Maybe talking to Alan will cheer you up.”

“I don’t know if it will, auntie. I’m just constantly worried about whether Carl is going to live or die.”

“Mr Richard will ring you if something goes wrong with Carl. For now, though, focus on school and Alan, okay?”

“I’ll try,” she sighed.

“Good. Now head over to Alan’s house.”

“Right now?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Mrs Richard just rang me and told me that she desperately needs your help with Alan. She’s tried to convince him for months that you’re alive and that we’ve moved next door, but he won’t budge.”

“And we moved in a few days ago.”

Claire nodded her head. 

“I suppose that I have been grieving too much over Carl and totally forgot to visit Alan. I’ll go and talk to him.” 

“That would be a good idea. Thank you, sweetie.”

With that, Claire left. 

Ashlyn went to Alan’s house. She knocked on the front door and was greeted by Mrs Richard. 

“Thank goodness you arrived,” said Mrs Richard as she hugged Ashlyn.

“I heard from my aunt about Alan,” Ashlyn replied.

“Please help him. He won’t leave his room.”

“I’ll try my best.”

Ashlyn went upstairs to Alan’s room. The door was closed. She opened it to find her friend underneath a blanket. 

Oh, Alan. Ashlyn pulled the blanket away to find Alan crying his tears into his hands. 

“Alan,” she said.

For a while, Alan continued to cry. 

“Alan.”

“Great!” Alan cried, “Now I’m hearing the ghost voice of my friend.”

“Ghost? I’m alive, Alan.”

“Go away ghost of my friend!”

Ashlyn grabbed Alan’s hands and forcefully removed them from his face. “I’m alive.”

Alan freed his hands from Ashlyn’s grip before getting to his feet, shocked. 

“A-are you really alive?” Alan asked. “You’re not some kind of ghost?”

“I’m not a ghost. I’m alive just like you.”

That’s when Alan hugged Ashlyn tightly and cried onto her shirt. 

Ashlyn patted his back with her hand. 

“I thought I’d never see you again,” Alan cried. 

“Same,” Ashlyn replied. 

Alan took a step back before wiping his tears. “Did the giant hurt you? Did he... rape you?”

“First of all, eww! Secondly, no.”

“What a relief,” he said and then wiped at his tears again. “I was worried that the giant took you to be his slave or worse, be his food.”

“No! In fact, he gave me food, water and shelter.”

Alan looked at his friend with confusion in his eyes. 

“It’s a long story.”

Alan lowered his head. 

“Is something wrong?”

“I’ve felt awful ever since the giant took you,” he explained, looking back up at his friend. “I should have been there to protect you. Instead, I ran away like a coward and let the giant capture you.”

Ashlyn placed her hand on Alan’s shoulder. “You’re not a coward.”

“But-”

“No buts. We were both scared and didn’t know why the giant had attacked the school.”

“But what if the giant returns one day? He could kidnap you again.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll handle him if he returns.”

Alan wanted to argue with his friend about the many reasons why she couldn’t handle a muscular, eighty-foot-tall giant but chose to keep his mouth closed instead.

“Anyway,” said Ashlyn, “while you stayed in your room forever, I moved next door to you.”

“You have?”

Ashlyn nodded her head. “A few days ago.”

“I didn’t know anything about that.”

“That’s because you haven’t been outside in months.”

Knock! Knock!

The friends turned their attention to Mrs Richard as she entered the room.

Alan walked up to his mother and gave her a tight hug. “I’m so sorry that I haven’t spoken to you in months. I was just depressed.”

Mrs Richard hugged her son. “I know. You were just worried that you would never see Ashlyn again. Luckily, your father was able to save her from the giant.”

If only you two knew the truth, Ashlyn sighed sadly. 

“Thank you for helping, Alan,” Mrs Richard thanked Ashlyn.

“You’re welcome,” Ashlyn replied.

“Would you like to stay for some cookies?” 

“Uhh, no thanks. I’m busy still unpacking stuff,” she lied. 

She then looked at Alan. “I’ll see you at school tomorrow.” Then Ashlyn went back home. 

“So, how did it go?” Claire asked Ashlyn from the kitchen whilst writing a grocery list.

“Alan’s smiling again,” said Ashlyn as she walked over to the kitchen.

“That’s good.”

“Although...”

Claire put her pen down on the bench. “Although what?”

“Mrs Richard told Alan that Mr Richard saved me from Carl when it wasn’t true.”

“Well, it’s better for them to not know that you have a giant bodyguard.”

“I know.”

“Look on the bright side, you and Alan can finally talk to each other and focus on schoolwork.”

“I’m not sure if I can focus on schoolwork without thinking about Carl.”

“Just try, okay?”

“I’ll try, auntie.”

Claire smiled. “That’s my girl.”

Claire went back to writing her list while Ashlyn went back to her bedroom. 

“Great!” Ashlyn grumbled as she sat at her desk. “No doubt that the queen of stupidity will show her ugly face at school tomorrow.”

She looked at the picture of Carl. “If only you were here,” she said. “You’d swipe the smile off Susan’s face.”

She then sighed. “But no! I have to face her bullying again.”

Ashlyn could only pray and hope that Susan didn’t come to school. 
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By Monday morning, Ashlyn didn’t want to go to school. She just wanted to stay home and draw pictures. But her aunt forced her to go.

At school, Ashlyn lowered her head as she made her way to her locker. Along the way, she overheard the students talking about her and how she’d managed to avoid being the giant’s food.

Great! Ashlyn mumbled. No doubt Susan will be saying a few hurtful words when she sees me.

When Ashlyn reached her locker, she put her bag away before looking at her timetable. “English Literature, Maths, Science and Study.”

She then closed her locker and turned around, only to find a couple of male students looking at her in shock. 

“What do you want?” she asked the pair.

“How are you still alive?” asked one of the guys.

“Excuse me?”

“The giant,” said the other student. “How did you manage to avoid being eaten?”

Ashlyn was about to answer when she saw her friend walking up to her. “Hey, Alan.”

The two boys took a step back from Ashlyn when they saw Alan. 

“What are you two doing to my friend?” Alan asked them.

“Nothing,” answered the first student. “We were just asking how she managed to avoid death.”

“Well, Ashlyn is still in shock.”

Ashlyn raised her eyebrow at her friend. 

“Ashlyn won’t be able to answer any questions until she’s 100% herself again. Until then, leave her alone.”

The two students walked away. 

“Still in shock?” said Ashlyn.

“It may not be the best story, but I had to say it,” Alan replied.

“Well, I’ll give you credit for the 100% thingy.”

“Are you not 100% yourself?”

“No. More like... 60%.”

“Why sixty?”

Ashlyn paused for a minute. “I’m just going through a rough time at the moment.”

“Did something happen?”

“A... friend of my mum told me the truth about her death.”

“Oh, what happened to her?”

“I’ll tell you at lunchtime.”

The bell rang for class. 

“Did they rebuild the old chapel?” Ashlyn asked.

“They’re still rebuilding but they got the bell to work again,” Alan replied.

Okay, she thought. “I’ll see you at morning tea.”

Ashlyn was about to make her way to her first lesson when Alan pulled her back. 

“Huh?” she said right before Alan gave her a tight hug. 

“I’m still glad that the giant didn’t hurt you,” said Alan.

He didn’t hurt me.

Alan released his friend before smiling. “I’ll see you at morning tea then.”

“Yeah.”

The friends went their separate ways to their first lesson. 

As soon as Ashlyn stepped into the classroom, she gasped in horror. Susan and her friends were sitting at the front of the class. 

Oh no! Ashlyn thought. 

“There she is,” said one of Susan’s friends. 

Ashlyn swallowed her fear as she went to sit at the back of the classroom. 

Susan got up from her chair and went over to Ashlyn’s desk. 

“Well, this is a surprise,” she said as she crossed her arms. “I thought you would be dead by now.”

Ashlyn looked away from her. 

“Tell me, how did you manage to avoid being eaten?”

Ashlyn didn’t respond.

“No answer? Well, I’m not surprised that the giant didn’t want to eat you because he must’ve thought that you were ugly also.”

Susan then burst into laughter and returned to her seat.

Ashlyn tried to hold back her tears as a woman with long, oily, light brown hair entered the classroom with her computer bag. Her body was covered in tiny moles. Her smiling lips were covered in a thick layer of red lipstick that matched her clothes. Mrs Luna was her name. 

“Good morning, class,” said Mrs Luna in gentle voice as she put her bag on the table. 

“Morning Mrs Luna,” said the class.

Mrs Luna not only taught English, but Art as well. Ashlyn was supposed to have had Mrs Luna for Art in tenth grade, but she had been on maternity leave. 

“Before we start, I was talking to some teachers earlier and they told me that a giant man attacked the school,” said Mrs Luna.

He didn’t attack the school, he was saving me, Ashlyn thought.

“Whatever happened last year, I’m just glad that he didn’t hurt any of you lot.”

“Hurt us? He nearly kidnapped me,” said Susan.

Anger instantly burned in Ashlyn’s eyes as she looked at Susan. 

“Did he now?” replied Mrs Luna.

“Yes,” she responded with crocodile tears. “I thought I’d that I would never see my friends again.”

Mrs Luna walked up to Susan and gently patted her back. “It’s alright now. That giant will never get his hands on you again.”

What the heck?! Ashlyn thought, why is she getting the attention when I was the one who was kidnapped?

“If you need therapy, you could always visit me after class if you want.”

“I’ll think about it,” Susan replied.

Mrs Luna smiled and then wrote the day’s lesson on the whiteboard.

Susan glanced at Ashlyn and poked her tongue out. 

Ashlyn’s blood boiled hotter when she saw the smirk on Susan’s face. If only Carl was here. He would swipe that look off your face.

Ashlyn remained angry at Susan while listening to Mrs Luna talk about what everyone was doing for the semester, until the bell rang for morning tea. By then, she was glad to get away from Susan and her friends. 

“That moron!” she grumbled as she opened her locker to put her bag away and grab her morning tea. “Why did Mrs Luna believe her when I was the one who was taken by Carl?” She slammed her locker shut and went to sit down in the canteen. “She’s such a donkey’s ass!”

“Are you alright, Ashlyn?” asked Alan as he sat down beside her. 

“Do I look like I’m alright?” Ashlyn questioned her friend, anger still burning in her eyes. 

“What happened?”

“I thought that I could enjoy a new subject until I saw the queen of stupidity sitting at the front of the class.”

“Ouch!”

“Not only that, she found my kidnapping funny and said that I avoided being eaten because I was ugly.”

Alan sighed and slowly shook his head. 

“That wasn’t the worst part.”

“What was the worst part?”

“She used crocodile tears whilst playing the victim when Mrs Luna told us about the giant. Susan said she was the one who was kidnapped.”

“You’re kidding.”

“She doesn’t get it! I was the real victim that got kidnapped, not her!”

Alan patted his friend’s back when he saw tears running down her face. 

“It’s only Monday and I’m already being bullied because of my kidnapping,” Ashlyn cried into her hands. 

“I’m sorry.”

“Aww! Look at this,” said a familiar voice.

Alan’s eyes instantly fired up when he saw Susan and a couple of her friends. “What do you want, Susan?” he grumbled.

“Did I upset the ugly frog?” said Susan in a mocking tone while her friends laughed. 

“Why would you call Ashlyn a frog when you’re not far from being one yourself?”

“Excuse me?! I’m the school’s queen. I’m pretty and smart, unlike this useless girl.”

Ashlyn cried harder. 

Alan furiously got up in front of Susan. “You should be apologizing to Ashlyn.”

“What for? I didn’t do anything wrong,” Susan replied.

“Ashlyn was kidnapped several months ago. Yet you made her kidnapping a joke to you.”

Susan rolled her eyes as she crossed her arms. “It would’ve been easier if that giant had eaten her. Then you wouldn’t have to worry about this ugly girl.”

Alan got closer to Susan. “You know that giants can destroy everything and kill everyone in their path. Just be thankful that my father captured the giant. Otherwise, we’d all be in his stomach by now.”

Susan rolled her eyes again. 

“Don’t you feel remorseful for Ashlyn?”

“Why should I feel remorseful when it would be better if Ashlyn was eaten.”

Alan wanted to punch Susan in the face, but instead, he sat back down beside Ashlyn. 

“This is why I’m not friends with you,” he said. “You have a cold heart that will never defrost.”

“Ugh! Whatever! You’re going to regret not being my king.”

With that, Susan and her friends stormed off. 

Alan turned his attention to Ashlyn. “Are you alright?”

“Not really,” Ashlyn responded as she wiped her tears. 

Alan wrapped his arm around Ashlyn and rubbed the side of her arm. “It’s alright now,” he responded. “We can finally eat in peace.”

Ashlyn slowly nodded her head before she and Alan had their morning tea. 

When the friends heard the chapel bell ringing, they grabbed their computer bags from their lockers and went to Math class. 

They thought that they wouldn’t survive Mr Jan’s Maths class as they were forced to learn Pythagoras theorem, but luckily, by the end of the period, they’d won the battle and left the class with fried brains.

“I should have changed Math class last year,” said Ashlyn as she and Alan made their way to the rebuilt Science labs. 

“Me too,” Alan replied.

“Luckily we only have one more year of Mr Jan and then we are finally free.”

“That got me thinking during Math.”

“About what?”

“I know this may be a little bit late to ask, but what are you planning to do after school?”

Ashlyn thought for a minute. “I might go to university and study something in the creative field.”

“Oh, like a graphic designer?”

“Something like that. I don’t fully know yet.”

“Of course.”

“What about you?”

“I might study to be a software engineer or even something to do with science.”

Ashlyn nodded her head. 

The friends walked into the science lab to find Susan and her friends sitting down the front. 

Oh no! Ashlyn and Alan sat at the back. 

Miss Chloe greeted her class as she walked into the lab and placed her computer bag on her table. 

“I’m so happy that everyone is alive,” she said and then connected her computer to the projector. While she waited for the screen to load the lesson, she stood in front of the class. 

“I was surprised that the school re-opened after we were attacked by the giant man,” she explained. 

A few seconds later, Ashlyn’s eyes widened when she saw, projected on the whiteboard, a photo of Carl searching the school for her. 

Miss Chloe glanced at the photo and then back at her students. “Today’s lesson is about the wonders of the human body as well as the big guy.”

No! Ashlyn thought.

“As we all know, the human body has a limit when it comes to growing. We humans cannot grow as tall as the big guy.”

A student instantly raised his hand.

“Yes?”

“If humans don’t get as tall as the giant, how come he’s wearing clothes and shoes?”

Miss Chloe looked back at the photo. The giant wore clothes and shoes like he bought them from a shop. 

“That’s impossible,” she said. “There is no way that clothes can fit a gigantic man.”

If you asked me or Carl we would explain how they can, Ashlyn thought, although, I prefer it if you answer to Carl.

“Anyway, back to the lesson.”

Ashlyn was forced to listen to Miss Chloe talk about the human body and Carl until lunchtime. By then, she was glad that school time was half over. 

“What do you have for the rest of the afternoon?” Alan asked Ashlyn as they ate their lunch in the canteen.  

“Study,” Ashlyn answered. 

“Excellent! You can tell me the story regarding your mother.”

“You have study also?”

“Yeah, what’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing. I just thought you had another subject that involved Maths or Science.”

“I already do enough subjects. I just need a period where I can relax.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“I’m never wrong.”

Ashlyn looked at her friend with a smirk on her face.

“What?” 

“Remember that Maths competition in sixth grade?”

“Shut up!”

In sixth grade, Alan was chosen to represent the school in a Maths competition. He thought back then that he had aced the test. It wasn’t until he got the results back that he discovered he’d got a few questions wrong. And they were simple Maths questions.

“To this day, I triple-check my answers before submitting my exams and assessments,” said Alan.

“Like simple questions,” Ashlyn giggled.

“Shut up!”

Before long, the chapel bell rang. 

Ashlyn and Alan grabbed their computer bags from their lockers and went to the library, where they sat at a table far away from the rest of the students. 

“So, tell me the story,” said Alan.

“If my mum’s friend was here, he would tell you the full story,” said Ashlyn. 

“Can you tell me the short version?”

Ashlyn went silent for a minute. “She was murdered.”

Alan’s eyes widened in shock. “You’re kidding?”

Ashlyn shook her head.

“H-how?”

“Apparently, it was the guy that your father worked with. Sergeant Darwin was his name.”

“Why would he do such a cruel thing?”

“Like I said, if my mum’s friend was here, he would tell you the full story.”

“May I ask, who is this friend of your mum?”

Ashlyn wasn’t sure if she should tell her friend about Carl.

“His name is Carl,” she spoke.

“Does he have a last name?”

“Uhh... I didn’t ask him.”

“So, where is this Carl?”

Shoot! I can’t tell him that he was taken by the military, Ashlyn thought. Come on brain! Think of a story.

“Uhh... he’s in a coma.”

“Coma? What happened?” 

“Uhh... he saved me from being murdered.”

Alan raised his eyebrow. “Weren’t your uncle and aunt there to save you?”

“Could you please stop asking me questions?” she asked sternly.

Alan instantly went quiet.

“I’m sorry. I’m just worried about whether if Carl is going to wake up.”

“I understand.”

Thank you.

“Although, can I meet Carl if he wakes up?”

Ashlyn looked at her friend, her eyes wide. She knew that if Alan met Carl at his full height, he would instantly run away. Not only that, but Alan would also be frightened by Carl’s cold personality.

“What?” said Alan.

“I’d prefer it if you didn’t meet Carl,” Ashlyn responded.

“And why not?”

“He’s... complicated.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“If I told you, you wouldn’t believe me.”

“We’re friends, Ashlyn. When would I not believe you?”

“I’m sorry, Alan, but not this time. So please, stop asking me questions about Carl.”

“Of course,” he sighed.

The pair pulled out their headphones from their bags and listened to music until the chapel bell rang for home time.

Ashlyn was finally far away from Susan and her friends.

“How was school?” Claire asked Ashlyn as they drove home.

“Not exciting,” Ashlyn answered, glancing out the window.

“Uhh... how was your new subject? I bet you were excited to enter the creative world.”

“I would’ve enjoyed it if the queen of stupidity wasn’t in it.”

“Oh.”

Ashlyn turned to her aunt. “Susan had to open her big mouth when Mrs Luna was talking about Carl.”

“What did she say?”

“The giant nearly kidnapped me,” she said, mocking Susan’s voice. “I thought I would never see my friends again.”

Claire’s eyes widened. “You’re kidding.”

“No.”

“Why would she say that when you’re the real victim?”

“I don’t know, but I wish that I could shove her off a cliff! Or even throw rocks at her head until she passed out!”

“That’s a bit too far, sweetie.”

“I just want to see Carl wipe that smile off her face.”

“I’m afraid he’s not around to help you.”

“I know,” she sighed. 

“Look, I’ll talk with your uncle and see if he can do something to stop Susan from hurting you.”

“No, thanks. I’d rather wait until Carl wakes up.”

“But, what if Carl doesn’t wake up?”

Ashlyn fell silent. “I hope he does.”

When they got home, Mitchell was in the kitchen cooking dinner. 

“Mmm... that smells good,” said Claire as she walked up to her husband and kissed him on his cheek.

“I was able to finish work early and thought I would do something special for dinner,” Mitchell replied and then kissed his wife’s lips.

Eww! Ashlyn thought as she went to her room.  

Ashlyn sat at her table and played her music on her computer whilst typing away on her keyboard writing a new story until the clock rolled around to six o’clock.

Then, Ashlyn stopped her music and joined her family at the dinner table.

For a while, the family remained quiet. Mitchell was the first to break the silence. 

“How was school?” he asked Ashlyn.

Ashlyn didn’t respond. 

“Sweetie?”

“Talk to Auntie Claire,” Ashlyn grumbled.

Mitchell turned his attention to Claire. “Did I say something wrong?”

“I’ll tell you after dinner,” Claire replied.

Once the family was done eating, Ashlyn went straight back to her room and closed the door behind her. She then lay on her bed and looked up at the crescent moon through her window.

After half an hour, she heard knocking on her door. 

“Come in,” she said.

Mitchell entered the room. “Your aunt told me what you told her earlier.”

Ashlyn let out a soft sigh as she sat up. 

Mitchell sat down beside Ashlyn. “I can’t believe that Susan would make fun of your kidnapping.”

“It’s not fair!” Ashlyn responded. “I thought that I was going to die the day that Carl took me. Yet, Susan had to play the victim.”

“I know.”

“I just want Carl to teach her a lesson!”

“Hey now! I don’t want to hear his name twice.”

“I don’t care if you hate Carl’s name! I want to see Susan on her knees.”

“Look, I have a visit with Susan’s father tomorrow at the hospital, so I’ll talk to him about his daughter’s behaviour. For now, though, I don’t want to hear Carl’s name again, okay?”

“But uncle-” 

“No buts. I’ll talk with him tomorrow.”

“Okay, uncle,” she sighed.

“If Susan bullies you again tomorrow, you can either talk to your aunt or even text me, okay?”

Ashlyn nodded and Mitchell left the room. 

“Great!” Ashlyn grumbled. “No doubt the school will pay more attention to Susan’s stupid act while I, the real victim, won’t get any sympathy.”

I wish that Carl was here.
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The next day at school, Ashlyn found her friend at his locker getting ready for his first lesson. 

“Hey, Alan,” said Ashlyn.

“Hey,” Alan replied. 

“I wonder how many people will feel sorry for me today.”

“One percent.”

“Should I ask who that one percent is?”

Alan pointed at himself, making Ashlyn roll her eyes.

“I don’t get why everyone is paying attention to Susan’s stupid act when I’m the real victim,” she pointed out.

“You know Susan,” said Alan as he placed his computer bag over his shoulder then closed his locker. “She’ll do anything to keep her position as queen of the school.”

“I bet she’ll keep making up stories to the point that the other students will see me as a laughingstock.”

“Don’t say that! You’re my friend and I believe you.”

Ashlyn was about to speak again when a couple of female students ran past her and Alan while screaming in excitement. 

“What was that about?” she asked.

Alan gasped in surprise when he saw a tall male student with brown eyes and wavy hair walking through the corridor with the female students screaming and cheering behind him like he was a celebrity. 

“Oh no,” said Alan.

“Who’s that?” Ashlyn asked as the student walked past them.

“William River, the son of the Mayor of Ash Meadow Valley.”

“You’re kidding.”

Alan shook his head.

The friends watched as William was greeted by Miss Chloe, who happened to be in the corridor. 

While Miss Chloe was busy with William, Alan stared at the new student and noticed that he carried an expensive-looking bag. A bag that did not resemble the school’s colours or logo.

Even William’s black shoes and computer bag looked expensive.

“Oh, joy,” said Alan as Miss Chloe took William to his new locker.

“What?” responded Ashlyn.

“We have to deal with a rich kid.”

“Hey! I’m rich.”

“Well, you don’t wear or have expensive items.”

“That’s because my aunt and uncle raised me to have a normal lifestyle, just like you.”

“I’m glad they did.”

The chapel bell soon rang for class.

“We better get going to our first lesson,” said Ashlyn.

The friends made their way to the science lab and sat in their usual spots. 

Ashlyn quickly looked away when Susan and her friends walked into the lab and sat at the front while the rest of the students poured into the lab and sat down at the tables. 

Then Miss Chloe walked into the lab with William.

“Good morning, students,” said Miss Chloe. “We have a new student joining today. William River.”

“Good morning,” said William with a smile.

Ashlyn leaned closer to Alan. “He doesn’t seem that bad,” she whispered.

“Give it a couple of hours or days and he’ll reveal his true colours,” Alan whispered back. “You’ll see.”

“Would anyone like to show William around the school and take him to
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