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***

 



JACOB and Joanne had met at
university. They were both studying history and by a strange
coincidence and a bit of luck on Jacob’s part they chose many of
the same modules and ended up in the same seminar groups. Jacob had
first laid eyes on Joanne on their very first day on campus,
smiling and chatting with one of the older students at the history
mixer.


She was so happy, her eyes bright and
hair flicking all over the place. He had especially liked the way
she used her hands to emphasize a point she was making to the older
student. He had wanted to go over to her and introduce himself but
he had been terrifyingly shy at the time.


She had caught his eyes several times
through the evening and the other mixers and events held within the
history department over the week. Designed to encourage friendships
and companionship between the course’s attendees it had almost
succeeded. Jacob supposed that he had spoken to every single person
in their year by the end of the week except for Joanne. She had
eventually sought him out, making it look like an accident or just
casual interest.


Weeks later they were spending most of
their spare time with each other. It was strictly platonic though.
Despite the intense physical attraction that Jacob felt towards
Joanne at first he found her force of personality and intelligence
even more appealing. He grew genuinely fond of her, affection
between them growing as their personalities meshed so well
together. He worried constantly about making his intentions clear
towards her, fear that telling her how he really felt would push
her away. So instead he comforted himself with poor substitutes,
girls who bore passing similarities to the woman that he truly
wanted.


He went through the motions with them,
feeling bad most of the time but aware that he was fond of them and
held affection towards them. He tried, as hard as he could, to get
himself to fall in love with the women he dated, trying and hoping
desperately that one day his feelings for Joanne would fade away or
be transferred to another. And he watched Joanne do the same,
unaware the entire time that she felt the exact same way, was
paralyzed by the same thoughts that Jacob experienced and found
herself time after time unable to put into words her true feelings
for her best friend.


All their attempts at dating other
people were doomed from the start however but they were unable to
accept this and kept persevering regardless. It was always their
closeness with the other that put their prospective partners off,
they knew that they would never be the one for either Jacob or
Joanne, no matter how hard they tried to change this fact at the
start of the relationship. All of Joanne and Jacob’s relationships
ended with their partners unable to accept the unseen shadow of
their friendship that loomed constantly over them.


They had graduated university
together, the happiest moment of their lives shared with their
families who were all too aware of the feelings that they had for
each other. The pair were oblivious to the reciprocation of the
other, ignoring all insistence to the contrary no matter who it
came from. After university they both realized they loved children
and worked towards their teaching degrees together.


For a short time they were separated,
forced to take teaching jobs at separate schools at different ends
of the country. Eventually fate worked its magic once more and they
found themselves both applying for and successfully getting a job
each in the history department of St Tristran’s High School. Their
inseparability quickly became the talk of the school, both teachers
and students alike and all were wondering when exactly the pair
would see the light and finally get together.


Their hopes were dashed when Joanne
began to date Tony and it began to look like at long last she was
putting her desire for Jacob to one side and giving her full focus
to the man she thought was available to her. They were both
sneaking up on thirty after all, it was about time they committed
to each other or shook off their attraction and found someone else
to make a life with.


***


“I SWEAR to Yoda that my year 10s are
going to drive me to the loony bin,” Jacob called out as he stepped
into the staffroom.


Joanne turned to look at him as he
walked over to sit beside her. She continued to eat her sandwich.
Through the windows she could hear the shouts of the students
enjoying their break.


“It’s only been the first lesson of
the day!” she exclaimed as he laid his head on her shoulder and
made a fretful sound “How is it that even possible?”


“Because they’re taking that same old
route of piss taking again,” he said quietly.


Jacob reached forward and moved her
hand towards his mouth and took a bite from her sandwich. Joanne
leant her head to the side and rested it on his.


“Why can they never let it go?” she
said, munching at her sandwich and occasionally putting the
sandwich to her best friend’s mouth so he could eat some too “You’d
think that after three years here the students would be used to us
being close.”


“Ah well, what are you going to do?”
Jacob sighed. “I just wish those kids would actually try a bit
harder too though. I had two of them ask me if the Boston Tea Party
was attended by the Queen and the President. I swear sometimes I
wonder what’s going on in their heads.”


“Tell me about it,” Joanne said,
taking a bite from her apple “My year 9s didn’t even understand how
the collapse of Wall Street brought on the Great Depression even
though I went through it with them last week.”


“That’s just wrong,” Jacob said with a
sound of disgust.


“Ahh! I see our resident lovebirds are
canoodling yet again,”


Jacob and Joanne jolted apart, almost
knocking over the flask of tea that they had begun to sip from.
They twisted around and saw the head of their department, Sheldon
Jones, stood in the doorway. He walked over to them, around the
sofa, the entire time his arms were crossed over his chest and he
was looking at them speculatively, one eyebrow raised so high that
it was almost disappearing into his hairline.


“Really you two,” Sheldon said
teasingly “If you weren’t so touchy feely all the time then the
students wouldn’t have anything to talk about and they wouldn’t be
constantly giving the pair of you grief about it all. Maybe you
should consider how your behavior influences their opinion and
thoughts about the pair of you,”


“I refuse to change who I am simply
because these kids are being kids,” Joanne said primly. Jacob
nodded beside her. “Besides I have a boyfriend who isn’t
Jacob.”


“Oh really?” Sheldon asked “Well maybe
you should make your students aware of that.”


Sheldon stood and walked away and the
pair settled back beside each other. They shared the flask of tea
in silence.


“How is Tony anyway?” Jacob asked
eventually.


“He’s alright thanks,” Joanne replied
“He still knows nothing about that holiday I have planned for us,
as it should be, and last night he bought me some beautiful
flowers.”


“Oh flowers, lovely,” Jacob said
monotonously “They were roses were they? Bit cliché
roses.”


“No they weren’t roses,” Joanne
scolded him; slapping her hand on his shoulder “They were a very
nice bouquet of different kinds of flowers. And before you ask, no
there was no special occasion, he just felt like getting me
flowers,”


Jacob opened his mouth to argue but
the ringing of the school bell interrupted him. Joanne gave an
exclamation and hurried off, needing to her classroom and get her
lesson ready before her year 13 class arrived.


Jacob sighed and flopped back onto the
sofa of the history department staffroom. He reached for the essays
his year 10s had handed in for homework and began to read through
them. He found his attention to the papers dwindling as the words
blurred together and his head began to swim.


***


JACOB didn’t see Joanne for the rest
of the morning although he could hear her talking to her class
through the thin walls of their adjoining classrooms. He grinned
every time he heard her telling a student off and he found his
attention slipping all morning. He couldn’t understand why though
and although his class picked up on part of his mood they didn’t
say anything to him or cause more trouble than usual.


When the bell finally rang for lunch
he waited for all the little monsters to leave his classroom before
packing up his own things and peeking around the door of Joanne’s
classroom. It was almost empty apart from Joanne but she was on the
phone. Jacob caught her attention and motioned that he would meet
her in the cafe downstairs.


She waved him away irritated and
returned to her intense looking conversation. As Jacob went down
the stairs, nodding and greeting students on the way he wondered
and worried about who was on the other line. Joanne hadn’t looked
happy; she’d looked angry and quite upset. He hoped that it wasn’t
too serious and that she would let him help her if she needed
it.


Joanne turned up ten minutes later
looking visibly upset, at least to Jacob. Her eyes were red and the
skin underneath was tear-stained but she had gone to great lengths
to hide it from everyone else. Her blue eyes were big and her mouth
was shaking slightly. She was doing a good job of hiding her upset
but Jacob who knew her so well recognized the signs almost
immediately. He looked at her with concern as she flopped down onto
the chair in front of Jacob.


“Joanne?” he said
hesitantly.


Joanne just shook her head and looked
away. Her composure regained as she began to unwrap her sandwiches.
Her hands were shaking though and Jacob noticed it. He reached over
and wrapped one of his hands around hers, holding them steady,
leading her with his strength and support.


“Oi, oi Sir. What you doin’ with
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