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The afternoon sun cast long shadows across
the familiar brick walls of Northwood Middle
School. Jake stood by the bike racks, his
backpack slung over one shoulder, a bittersweet
expression on his face. He felt a pang of
nostalgia for the halls he'd known for years,
mingled with a growing knot of apprehension
about what lay ahead. This was it — the last day

of middle school, a chapter closing.
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Later that summer, Jake's room became a
fortress of worry. High school flyers, course
catalogs, and a map of the sprawling Westview
High campus lay scattered across his desk. He
sat hunched over, sketching in his notebook, but
his mind was clearly elsewhere, lost in a maze of

hypothetical lockers and intimidating seniors.
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One evening, Jake sat at the kitchen table
with his parents, a half-eaten pizza slice
forgotten on his plate. His mom gently
squeezed his shoulder, offering words of
encouragement about new beginnings and
making friends. His dad, always practical,
reassured him that everyone feels nervous on
their first day, reminding him of his own high

school adventures.
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A week before school started, Jake bumped
into Maya, a bubbly friend from elementary
school he hadn't seen much of lately, at the local
park. They instantly recognized each other, their
shared excitement and mutual jitters about
Westview High creating an immediate bond. A
wave of relief washed over Jake, knowing he

wouldn't be completely alone.
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The morning of the first day arrived, crisp
and filled with anticipation. Westview High
loomed large, a modern structure of glass and
steel bustling with students. Jake stood at the
entrance, his heart thumping a nervous rhythm
against his ribs, but a spark of curiosity flickered

in his eyes as he took a deep breath.
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Inside, the hallways were a dizzying blur of
new faces and echoing lockers. Jake clutched his
schedule, his eyes darting from one hallway sign
to another, feeling dwarfed by the sheer scale of
the building. He tried to navigate the sea of
older students, a small fish in a very big, fast-

moving pond.
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Lost and slightly overwhelmed, Jake paused
by a row of lockers, unsure which way to turn.
Suddenly, a friendly senior with vibrant blue hair
noticed his confusion. She pointed him towards
his classroom with a reassuring smile, her simple
act of kindness immediately easing his tension
and making the vast school feel a little less

daunting.
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In his first English class, Jake found himself
captivated by Ms. Davies' energetic introduction
to literature. The discussions were more
challenging and engaging than anything he'd
experienced in middle school. He felt a thrill of
intellectual curiosity, a quiet excitement growing
within him about the learning opportunities

ahead.
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Lunchtime arrived, and Jake initially found
himself a solitary table in the bustling cafeteria,
feeling a familiar pang of loneliness. Then, he
spotted Maya waving from across the room,
already surrounded by a small group of
students. He walked over, a warm sense of

belonging starting to bloom as he joined them.
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As Jake walked home that afternoon, the
setting sun painted the sky in hues of orange
and purple. His backpack felt lighter, and a
small, genuine smile played on his lips. The day
hadn't been perfect, but it had been an
adventure, a first step into a new world that now

seemed full of promise rather than just fear.
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