
THE SCHOOL BULLIES 

By : Samuel Tan, Primary 4 

 

 Mother was fiddling agitatedly with her fingers 

and I could not stop glancing anxiously at the clock. Time seemed to pass in 

slow dollops. My younger brother, Sam, had not reached home yet. He 

should have been home after his supplementary lesson. Sam did not inform 

us where he was going and why he was late. It was already four in the 

afternoon. Mother had tried reaching Sam on his mobile phone but to no 

avail. My heart was beating like African drums. Frightening thoughts raced 

through my mind. Did Sam have an accident? Had someone kidnapped him? 

I paced up and down waiting expectantly for Sam.  

 After what seemed like an eternity, the doorbell  finally rang. Mother 

and I took a deep sighs of relief as we raced to open the door.  Standing at 

the door was Sam !  However, he looked unusually dejected and his face was 

scrunched up in pain. Mother was about to lecture him when she noticed 

that he was badly hurt. Something bad must have happened.  

 

 "What had happened?" questioned Mother. Bruises lined Sam's arms 

and legs and his face was stark white with fear. Noticing that he was shaken, I 

held Sam's hand as I led him into the living room. Gesturing him to sit down on 

the velvety purple sofa, I started dressing his wounds. Sam explained that two 

notorious bullies had been unrelentingly harassing and extorting money from 

him. They had been demanding exorbitant amounts of money that Sam 

could not provide. The bullies had cornered Sam before snatching his mobile 

phone and beating him up.  

 

 Seething rage jabbed me like needles and an 

angry frown creased over my mother's forehead upon 

hearing that horrifying incident. My mother told him to 

inform the school principal about the bully incident. 

Their unruly behaviour must be stopped. 

 

 Sam agreed to inform the school. He decided 

to not remain a coward and stand up himself. Bullies should not be allowed 

to treat students in such a degrading manner.  


