
Angelica looked at her surroundings with interest.  The psychologist turned high 
school teacher watched her small homeroom group as a thousand thoughts raced through 
her head.  She tried to stop her incessant analysis of her students, but that worked about as 
well as causing the nearby Colorado River to stop flowing with a stick.  Each of the five 
students came from a different background and needed vastly different things from her as 
their teacher. 

There was Harper, the artsy one.  She doodled all of her notes into pictures, 
avoided talking about home, and liked to speak only in hardcore snark.  She kept a good 
five feet between her and any other person at all times, which meant she sat alone at lunch 
and rarely said anything unless it was to bite back at someone with the most scathing force 
a sixteen year old can find.  Her vocabulary seemed confined to cuss words fit for only for a 
sailor and artistic terms that very well could be code something vulgar for all Angie knew. 

Harper liked to pretend she was a tough nut to crack, that nothing ever got to her, 
that anger was the most comfortable thing in the world.  Angie knew better, though.  
Harper’s drawings, besides skillfully done and beautiful, showed a reality Harper would 
have silenced had she realized what she shared.  They told of a home with a deceased 
mother and a struggling father who threw himself into work so as to hide just how much he 
hurt from losing his wife.  The drawings further revealed that Harper put walls around 
herself so no one would know that she had no idea how to be a young woman.  She hid her 
lostness as best she could, but Angie saw it.  She tried to infuse lessons about everything 
from hygiene to how to respond to advances from the opposite sex into everything so as to 
guide Harper without making her feel like she was being singled out. 

Then there was Drake, the fanfic writing odd man out with few words to speak.  
Behind Drake’s unruly locks which constantly fell into his eyes, Angie found an 
intelligence that bespoke a well-read, observant individual who took in everything going 
on around him no matter how disinterested he may seem.  Whenever possible, he 
returned to his handmade, leather bound notebooks and wrote page after page with his 
ever present fountain pen.  He rarely appeared at school without a long black trench coat.  
Despite seeming like the perfect target for bullying, no matter how carefully Angie 
looked, she never saw a single student bother Drake.  No one knocked his books out of 
his hands; no one ever stole his notebooks or pen.  In fact, it seemed like every person 
Drake met had a profound respect for him.  While few claimed to be in his small circle of 
friends, students sought him out for advice when they faced a problem.  Jocks asked him 
for help studying.  Girls asked him to walk them to their cars when it was dark out after a 
basketball game.  The top students in the senior class approached him for his thoughts on 
which college to attend.  Despite that, though, people didn’t flock to him.  He generally 
walked the halls unremarked.  It was as though people noticed him only at the moment 
they needed him most and once he had proffered advice, they forgot about him. 



Drake took pretty much everything in stride.  If someone did happen to utter a 
sharp word aimed at him, he merely caught the criticism flung at him, took the best 
intentions of it and threw away the rest as if it really mattered for naught.  He performed 
well in his classes, though he was never at the top of his class.  He never spoke about 
home, never wrote about it, and never needed to call home.  Angie tried to find out what 
she could without getting under Drake’s skin, but he just passed of her questions with a 
gentle: “Ms. Angie, why would you need to know that?”  He stumped her at every turn, 
but he was so kind, it disarmed Angie and kept her from pushing for fear she might break 
him. 

Persephone always sat in the middle of everyone, sought attention like it was a rare 
commodity, and wore the brightest colors imaginable.  She dripped herself across any jock 
that would pay her a moment’s notice and laughed with a high pitch scream that was sure 
to elicit a cringe halfway across the building.  She prided herself on her mothers’ eccentric 
love of all things Greek mythology and often cited her namesake’s relationship to Hades as 
the reason for her moody temperament.  No one really knew what she meant, but she kept 
touting it like it was the most normal thing a person could say. 

She stood out in her small high school for the fact that she grew up with two moms.  
Angie recognized in Persephone the desire to turn the attention into more of a game so 
that it didn’t hurt quite so much when the deeply religious of the community forbade their 
children from going to Persephone’s house and when the bigoted slurs flew from the less 
upstanding of the community.  Angie disagreed with Persephone’s moms’ lifestyle, yet she 
loved the family dearly.  Persephone may have been loud and a bit on the promiscuous side 
in her outward behavior, but she and her moms were always kind to Angie who knew what 
it was to be an outsider.  She’d moved to the community four years previous and it was 
only Persephone’s moms who spoke to her for the first few months in any way other than 
the most basic courtesies.  They invited her into their home, showed her around town, and 
helped her find the best mechanic when her beater car broke down. 

With the memory of taking her car to the mechanic, Angelica’s gaze turned toward 
the mechanic’s son.  Tall, painfully thin Tristan always wore greasy coveralls and smelled 
of the mechanic shop.  Always.  The thing was, though, other than the permanent residue 
on his hands from working alongside his dad, Tristan was also always clean.  His hair was 
well kept; his nails neatly trimmed.  Under the coveralls, he wore a clean t-shirt.  When 
once he arrived at school with a smudge of grease on his forehead, it threw Angelica for a 
loop.  His beard filled out at a young age, but he kept a clean shaven face.  While he 
smelled of the shop, he never smelled of body odor. 

Besides keeping his appearance neat, Tristan kept his space tidy, even at the 
mechanic shop.  He hated disarray, and it showed in his manners and words as much as his 
organization.  When he spoke, he did so deliberately.  There was never a brash word to be 



heard from his mouth.  And he was formal in his address.  No Ms. Angie for him.  At first, 
he’d insisted on calling her Doctor Findlay, but over time, she’d finally talked him into 
referring to her as Ms. Angelica.  That had only recently changed.  She doubted she would 
convince him in the few months before he graduated to shift to Ms. Angie, but she was 
kind of glad he stuck to his ideals.  She appreciated how much he respected others, but it 
also made her sad. 

She knew Tristan’s dad was harsh with him.  Sweet as honey with everyone else, 
Mr. James almost seemed to take pleasure in being hard on his son.  Tristan towered over 
his dad, but trembled at the sound of his father’s voice.  He kept his world so orderly 
because it gave him control.  He kept his address so formal so his dad would have no 
reason to complain about his behavior with others.  Angelica worried for him and what 
would happen when he got his first taste of freedom. 

Which thought brought her gaze round to the last student in the class, Gibson.  
Gibson already knew freedom very well.  His father left when he was born and his mother 
disappeared for long periods of time, leaving Gibson and his three younger siblings home 
alone.  When Angie first arrived at the school and learned for Gibson and his siblings, she 
tried to call family services, but the response she received was disheartening: “Oh, honey.  
Everyone in this town knows about Gibson Tremaine and them siblings a his.  They ain’t 
hurtin’ nobody.  Just leave ‘em be.”  It sickened Angie, but she could do nothing about it.  
Her boss, the police, family services, everybody knew about the situation and nobody 
seemed interested in helping.  No one wanted to rock the boat. 

Thus ignored and left to parent his brother and two sisters, Gibson Tremaine 
swung back and forth between too adult and reckless child.  He tried hard to make sure his 
siblings always had food, but sometimes he just couldn’t handle the pressure and he would 
go out binge drinking with some of the guys from school.  Once in a while, he showed up 
to school drunk and the principal would take him to the in school suspension room to 
sober up.  No one bothered to monitor him there or ask if he needed any help with his 
siblings.  They just left him in the room.  At lunch time, Angie would bring him something 
to eat and sit with him for a while.  She’d talk to him like a teenager; he’d cry and tell her, 
“Ms. Angie, I don’t know where my mom is.  I’m so scared for her.  I just have to get out of 
the house sometimes so my sisters and brother don’t see how scared I am.  I want them to 
know everything will be ok, so I put them to bed and then once they’re asleep, I sneak out.  
I know it’s wrong, Ms. Angie.  I just don’t know else what to do.”  Angie didn’t tell him 
what to do.  What was a seventeen year old supposed to do in that situation, especially 
when no one would help him?  She’d just let him cry, offer to bring a meal over if they 
needed her to, and ask if she could pray with him.  He always said yes to the prayer and no 
to the meal.  Sometimes, she’d leave a sack or two of groceries on their porch 



anonymously, though by now, Gibson had figured it was her.  They kept a silent 
agreement not to acknowledge she did it.  It was just better that way. 

Angie loved her students, but at the moment, she wondered what difference she 
could possibly make in their lives.  They needed things she couldn’t provide.  Harper 
needed a mom.  Drake needed … well, she wasn’t entirely sure what Drake needed.  
Persephone needed an understanding friend who wouldn’t judge her based on her 
upbringing.  Tristan needed an escape from his father.  Gibson needed at least one parent, 
preferably two. 

The sound of automatic gunfire outside the school brought Angie’s thoughts to a 
crashing halt.  She froze; that exact sound had haunted her dreams for ten years now.  It 
was the reason she no longer served as a psychologist, why she went back to school to get 
a teaching degree, why she only slept a couple hours a night.  Harper’s unexpected scream 
served as the link to reality Angie needed to keep herself from falling apart completely. 

“Ms. Angie!  What do we do?!”


