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It was a sunny day at Marine City Middle School. Students flooded the halls trying to get 

to class before the bell. Most had books held tight in their arms, others rushed back from the 

bathroom. In this chaotic mess, a young student was pushed against the lockers, making her drop 

her belongings. The girl scrambled to pick up her books and scattered papers. The sad part was 

no one stopped to help her.  

As the halls emptied, the girl was still on the floor. There were only two minutes until the 

bell rang. A few students ran past, scattering the papers farther. As the girl reached out for a 

book, someone else grabbed it. 

The girl looked up to see a blonde haired girl holding the book.  

“Need help?” the girl asked.  

Without a response, the blonde girl started picking up the rest of the papers. She handed 

them to the other girl. 

“Here you go.” The blond haired girl said. “I’m Kayla.” 

The girl took the papers.  

“Nice to meet you Kayla. I’m Maggie,” the girl said, adjusting her glasses. The bell rang 

overhead. “Thanks for the help.”  

Kayla nodded with a smile and headed to class. Maggie smiled to herself and headed to 

class herself. She headed for her seat in the second row. The boy behind her seat stuck out his leg 

and Maggie tripped over it and tumbled to the ground, making her drop her books and papers 

again. The class broke out into laughter. Maggie blushed beet red.  

“It’s not nice to laugh,” a boy said. He had the seat next to Maggie. “You wouldn’t like it 

if someone laughed at you.” The class went silent. The boy stuck out his hand to help Maggie up. 

Maggie took it and the boy pulled her up.  

“I’m Buddy. Pleasure to meet you.” The boy said as he and Maggie took their seats. 

“I’m Maggie. Thank you for helping me.” Buddy smiled and turned to the front of the 

classroom. 

Finally, the lunch bell rang. Students burst out of classrooms and rushed to their lockers 

to ut their books away and grab their lunches. Maggie walked to her usual lunch table. She sat 

alone. A few kids walked past her pointing and laughing. Maggie sighed. She heard a chair being 

pulled out. Not looking up from her sandwich, she heard a familiar voice talk to her.  

“Heya Maggie, ho you doin’?”  

Maggie looked up to see Kayla smiling at her. Shocked  that someone was sitting with 

her, she blurted out, “I’m good.” Kayla smiled at Maggie’s response and went on eating her slice 

of pizza. 

Maggie heard another chair being pulled out next to her. It was Buddy. The three talked 

until lunch was over. As the three friends walked to class, they continued to goof and laugh. 

Maggie smiled to herself. Maybe she’d have a chance here. Maggie noticed a poster in the office. 

It read: Hope Lives Here. 

 

 

 


