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The First Glance

The 2nd of August, 2022, marked Andrew's first day at his new school. An 18-year-old, tall, and strikingly handsome, Andrew stood out in the crowd, though he didn’t crave the attention. His heart was in books. A true bookworm, Andrew possessed a remarkable knowledge of nearly every subject, making him a walking encyclopedia. Despite his intellectual prowess, he was quiet and reserved, preferring the company of novels to people. His family was small – just him and his much older brother, George. Their parents had passed away long ago, leaving the brothers with an inheritance and a close bond. George, who managed the family estate, visited Andrew once a month, playing the role of both brother and father.

On that first day, Andrew found himself seated among the boys in the middle of the classroom. The school was co-ed, and the atmosphere was refreshing, with green trees framing the windows and birds chirping faintly in the background. Andrew took it all in, finding peace in the school’s serene environment.

As the bell rang, Mr. Ferdinandz, the history teacher, strode into the room. His presence commanded attention, and with a smile, he greeted the class. "Good morning, everyone. Today, we’ll dive into the life of one of history's most influential figures – Abraham Lincoln."

The class was quiet, pens poised, as Mr. Ferdinandz began recounting Lincoln's journey, his voice animated with passion. "Lincoln wasn't just a President. He was a man of conviction, of courage. Now," Mr. Ferdinandz paused, surveying the room, "can anyone tell me what Lincoln's greatest achievement was?"

Silence fell over the class as students exchanged nervous glances, unsure of how to respond. Then, a single hand shot up – Andrew's. The teacher raised an eyebrow, pleasantly surprised. "Ah, our new student. Andrew, isn't it?"

Andrew nodded, his voice steady but soft. "Yes, Sir. I believe Lincoln's greatest achievement was the Emancipation Proclamation. It wasn’t just a political move; it was a moral one. It symbolized a shift in America’s conscience, and while it didn’t free all slaves immediately, it paved the way for the abolition of slavery."

Mr. Ferdinandz leaned forward, intrigued. "Go on."

Andrew continued, gaining confidence. "Lincoln understood that to preserve the Union, he had to confront the moral issue of slavery. The Emancipation Proclamation wasn’t just about freeing slaves in rebellious states – it redefined the Civil War as a fight for freedom. It shifted the purpose of the war and gave it moral weight."

The class was riveted, hanging on Andrew’s every word. Mr. Ferdinandz smiled, impressed. "Excellent, Andrew. You’ve not only answered the question but provided a deeper analysis. Well done."

As Andrew sat down, a murmur spread through the class. Some were surprised; others were in awe. But for Andrew, it was just another day of doing what he loved – sharing knowledge.

As the history class continued, Mandy, a girl known for her natural beauty, playful spirit couldn't help but glance at Andrew. Her wide smile was contagious, but her reputation for having a "big mouth" made most boys hesitant to joke around with her. After watching Andrew confidently answer the teacher's question, Mandy leaned over to her friend Princy and whispered, "He might be some kind of *Pandit* or something, don’t you think?"

Princy, who was more thoughtful and less prone to snap judgments, smirked but didn’t agree outright. "Mandy, come on," she whispered back, keeping her eyes on Andrew. "He seems more like an innocent guy. Quiet. You shouldn't jump to conclusions."

Mandy, ever the lighthearted one, shrugged with a mischievous grin. "Okay, okay. Maybe you're right, but he sure talks like he’s read a thousand books." She giggled softly, but her curiosity had been piqued.

The bell rang, signaling the interval. Students eagerly rushed outside to grab snacks, stretch their legs, and chat with friends. But Andrew, true to his nature, stayed behind. He remained at his desk, absorbed in a history book, his mind completely lost in the world of the past. 

From outside, Mandy stood by the window, watching him with a mix of amusement and curiosity. "He really *is* a bookworm," she muttered to herself, her eyes narrowing playfully. She tapped on the window lightly, once, twice, but Andrew didn't flinch. His focus was unbreakable. 

With a slight frown, she tried again, this time louder. Finally, Andrew raised his head, puzzled by the sound. He turned towards the window and saw Mandy standing outside, her hand raised, holding something small. 

Confused but polite, Andrew stood up, walked over to the window, and opened it. "What... what is it?" he asked, his voice a bit hesitant, not used to being interrupted during his reading.

Mandy smiled brightly, holding out a small container. "Strawberries! I picked them from my home garden this morning. They're really sweet."

Andrew blinked, a bit taken aback by the gesture. "Oh... um, thank you." He hesitated for a second, unsure if this was a prank or a genuine offer. He finally accepted the strawberries and then, trying not to sound awkward, asked, "What's your name?"

"I'm Mandy!" she chirped, her smile wide and warm. But before he could ask anything more, she spun around and dashed off towards a group of girls standing under a nearby tree, her laughter echoing through the courtyard.

Andrew stood there, still holding the strawberries, utterly perplexed. His mind raced as he tried to process what had just happened. Why did she give me strawberries? Was it a joke? He glanced at the fruit in his hand, then back at the tree where Mandy and her friends stood, giggling and chatting.

For the first time, Andrew felt something strange – a slight nervousness that made him forget about history and books altogether. He sat back at his desk, still puzzled, but a tiny smile crept onto his face as he bit into one of the strawberries. 

He may have been a bookworm, but this school was already proving to be more interesting than he’d ever imagined.

The interval ended, and the students filtered back into the classroom, buzzing with chatter. Andrew, still lost in his thoughts, barely noticed Peter and Charles, the two boys seated next to him, leaning over with curious eyes.

"Hey, what’s in the container?" Peter asked, nudging Andrew’s arm.

Andrew glanced at the small box of strawberries, still feeling a bit awkward about the whole situation. "Uh... I don’t really know," he mumbled, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. "A girl... gave them to me."

Both boys perked up instantly. "A girl?" Charles echoed, eyes wide with intrigue. "Who’s the girl?"

Andrew could feel his cheeks flush as he fumbled for an answer. "She... um... her name is... Ma... Mandi, I think." His voice wavered, unsure whether he was more embarrassed by the situation or the unexpected attention from the boys.

At the mention of her name, Mandy, who was seated a few rows ahead, turned around sharply. Her eyes narrowed, giving the boys a cold, almost arrogant glare, as if daring them to say something more. Peter and Charles instantly shrank back into their seats, sharing a knowing look. 
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