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Zoya drove up the winding road to her daughter’s school. The private Catholic high school sat in the center of 12 acres of land. Zoya arrived at the school an hour before dismissal, joining the line of parents who had clearly beaten her to the pick-up spot. After placing her car number placard on the dashboard, she turned off the engine and stepped out to chat with another mom a few cars ahead. With an hour to kill they might as well pass the time with some casual gossip.  

Marlene lowered her window, and smiled broadly. “Come on in and take a load off.”

Zoya opened the passenger side door and made herself comfortable. “How are you? As if we didn’t text each other all day.” 

Marlene placed her phone on the charger. “Is it summertime yet? I can’t stand Mrs. Jimenez. She is so disorganized and she treats the kids so harshly. If I get another note about Sophie doing something minor and being reprimanded for it, I will go off.”

Zoya pulled down the sun visor, as the sun was blinding her. She tapped at her head wrap, adjusting one of her locs. “Listen, there are other parents who are not meshing with Mrs. Jimenez. I say bring the complaints to the principal. Mr. Walker has to do something if he gets enough parents complaining about the same thing.”

“We spend too much money at this school to have to deal with unprofessional teachers. Teachers are leaving, they have been understaffed this year, and they have teachers covering classes that have no background in the subject they are teaching. How is an art teacher teaching 10th graders math?” Marlene grabbed her steering wheel as she rocked back and forth in astonishment. “Does that make sense?”

Zoya shook her head, feeling a bit overwhelmed. “No, it doesn’t. There is a lot going on in this school and it is not sitting well with me.”  Zoya looked around the circle seeing Jasmine Wright making her way to the front door. She looked agitated. “Oh-oh!” Zoya nodded in Jasmine’s direction.

Marlene turned to look at Jasmine as she entered the building. “Damn, something is about to pop off. The way she stomped into that building. You saw it, right?”

“Girl, yes. She did not look happy. Mrs. Jimenez must have said something about her son, Chance.”

“Don’t let Chance fool you. He is nice and sweet but he does some bullshit too.”

Zoya nodded in agreement. “Well, you know Jasmine is going to put on a good face and protect her son. We have to acknowledge when our kids do shady stuff, not just brush it off.”

“She’s all performative. Like an angry peacock, just strutting around.”

Zoya lurched forward laughing so hard as her locs tumbled over her face. “I can’t with you. You are terrible!”

“I am just stating the obvious!”

“An angry peacock!” Zoya rubbed her hands together. She settled back in her seat, looked at Marlene and they both let out a yelp that ended in laughter.

Marlene retrieved her sunglasses from her sun visor clip. She continued to monitor the other cars in the circle. “Did Aalia mention anything happening during recess yesterday?”

“No, what happened?”

“Apparently, Chance and some other kids were in an altercation. Maybe that is why Jasmine is here today.”

“An altercation?”

“Yes, Chance and two other boys were having words and some shoving ensued.”

“Aalia didn’t say a word.”

“Sophie mentioned it to me, and I really just brushed it off, but after seeing Mrs. Peacock, I had to wonder if that was what it was about.”

“We are not going to start calling her Mrs. Peacock, are we?”

“I think you just agreed to it.” Marlene chuckled. “Something is up with Chance. Maybe there is trouble at home. Chance has been acting up all year and Mrs. Jimenez doesn’t help the situation.”

“You can’t blame Chance’s behavior on Mrs. Jimenez.”

“I can’t, but she contributes to it. She has the audacity to report Sophie and other kids for minor infractions, but when Chance does something...radio silence. Like, she gives his behavior a pass. I bet you, nothing was said about the incident yesterday, but if the other kid told his parents, they called Mr. Walker and now Jasmine has to report to the school.”

“Oh, I can see that. Remember, they never called you when that girl hit Sophie.” Zoya clasped her hands together and rested them in her lap.

“Exactly, but they had the nerve to call me when Sophie was just retrieving her water bottle. Is she supposed to be dehydrated? She asked Mrs. Jimenez if she could go to her locker to get her water bottle. Then, I get a note about Sophie being disruptive in class. Kick rocks, Mrs. Jimenez.”

Zoya listened as the assistant principal’s voice boomed over the intercom. “Let me get to my car. Talk to you later.” Zoya walked back to her car so she could get ready for Aalia. The carpool line started up as the students exited the building. Zoya watched Aalia and Sophie run out of the building. 

Aalia opened her door, tossing her backpack behind her to the backseat. “Mom, wait for it. Chance is being suspended for a week. It gets worse. His mom was screaming. Mom, she went off on Mr. Walker. We could hear her from our classrooms. The teachers all ran out to look down the hall. Mr. Acosta went running down the hall because they had to get her contained before dismissal could start.”

Zoya started to drive around the circle so they could leave the campus. “What? We saw Jasmine walking into the school mad, but oh my goodness.” Zoya looked up at her heads-up display seeing Marlene calling her. “Oooop, here it goes!”

Marlene’s voice sang throughout the car “Girl!”

Zoya chimed in. “I heard, you were right!”

Sophie started cackling. “Ya’ll, it was a riot. Listen, we were in class minding our business and then all you heard was yelling. Mrs. Jimenez ran to the door, and she opened it, and we got all the tea. Chance’s mom was going off on how Chance didn’t assault anybody, and Mr. Walker was like, ‘We got it on camera!’”

Aalia buckled her seatbelt. “Mr. Walker was not playing with Mrs. Wright. He was like you want to be loud, I can be louder.” Everyone started to laugh.  

Sophie chimed back in “I know, right? Mrs. Wright sounded unhinged. Mr. Walker was not having it.”

Marlene coughed in the background. “Mrs. Peacock got her feathers plucked by Mr. Walker.”

The girls spoke in unison “Mrs. Peacock!”

Again, both cars erupted in laughter. Marlene tried to stifle her outburst. “Girls, you did not hear that from us. Don’t call her that to your friends. That’s just for us.”

“Chance is suspended. Marlene, maybe you can find out more information. You are always current with school activities and can get details from someone.” Zoya continued to giggle.

“Oh, Zoya, you know I am going to get the scoop. As God is my witness, I will find out what is going on. Got to go to get coffee.” 

With the call ended, Zoya gave Aalia a quick glance. “You didn’t mention the altercation that occurred yesterday.”

“I didn’t really see it and didn’t think much of it. Chance is always bothering someone. I guess he messed with the wrong kid this time.”

“Do you know the kid?”

“Only in passing. Remember, Chance is a senior. I don’t interact with them that much. I only see him in Mrs. Jimenez’ class and at his basketball games.”

“True, he is a year ahead of you and Sophie. I can’t believe Jasmine would react that way. There has to be more to this.”

“She had a complete meltdown.”

Zoya pulled into the driveway waiting for the garage door to open. “As much as Jasmine is a flashy person, that type of outburst is a bit much even for her.”
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Jasmine pushed a strand of hair behind her ear, unruffled by the commotion she had started. She stood rigid in front of Mr. Walker as she reviewed the footage of her son shoving another student.  Her eyes grew narrow as she watched Chance ball up his fist and give the student a solid cuff to the shoulder. “Listen, Chance is not this way. The other boy had to have said something to agitate my son.”

Mr. Wright continued to let the video play. “Several witnesses said your son went up to the other student and instigated a fight. The other student didn’t even react to Chance. Another student jumped in and pushed your son away from the boy. This is unacceptable behavior, and your outburst didn’t give good optics either. You are the adult. You cannot come up in this building reacting the way you did. I have the right mind to have you removed. Not only is your son being suspended, there has been issues with his classes and grades. We have sent notice to you and your husband about his grades. He is failing two classes and if he doesn’t have enough credits, he may not graduate on time. In light of this, I may have to have him give up sports. His G.P.A is sinking.”

Jasmine almost fell forward. “What? You are going to remove him from the basketball team? He might not graduate on time. It’s that teacher of his, Mrs. Jimenez. She can’t teach, and her class is a complete mess. I’ve met with her, and there’s no way any of those students can succeed with her in charge.”

“That is not true. Mrs. Jimenez is very supportive of her students, and she does a great job at getting her students to grasp complicated concepts.”

“That is a damn lie!” Jasmine shot back. “There are several other parents who have complained about Mrs. Jimenez and her teaching style. Even the way she picks on students and goes out of her way to embarrass some of them.”

“I can’t speak on other parents’ concerns, Mrs. Wright.”

“That is exactly your response. There is no transparency and no accountability. You will sit here and defend your staff when you know they are wrong and not striving to provide proper education. I need to speak with the governing body of this school. If you won’t do your job, I will make sure someone does.” Jasmine exited Mr. Walker’s office heading straight for Mrs. Jimenez’ classroom. She sauntered down the hall and marched into the classroom. “You are the reason why my son is having so much difficulty. If you would do your damn job, we wouldn’t have these problems.”

Mrs. Jimenez rose from her seat, putting her hands up to calm Mrs. Wright down. “Mrs. Wright, I am doing my job. I have been working with Chance and he is not turning in his work. He is present in class but not doing the work. What he turns in needs a lot of improvement. I have spoken with some of his other teachers, and they mentioned the same behavior.”

“So this is my fault? That’s what you are saying?”

“I am not saying that, but we have reached out to you and Mr. Wright so there could be some engagement at home which would then reflect improved learning from Chance. He is a bright young man with so much potential.”  

Jasmine made her way around several desks to get closer to Mrs. Jimenez. “What you need to do is teach. We are doing what we need to do at home, when Chance gets to school there is so much going on here that makes it impossible for him to learn.”

Mrs. Jimenez looked around Jasmine as Mr. Walker and Mr. Acosta ran into the classroom. “Mrs. Wright, honestly, if you don’t want to see where your son contributes to his failing then there is nothing I can say or do. Have a good day.”

“Who the hell do you think you are talking to? I pay your salary. You need to be fired. Look at this classroom. Who can learn in this train wreck for a class?” Jasmine shoved a desk out of her way before knocking over a chair. 

Mr. Walker gestured for Mrs. Wright to leave the classroom. 

Jasmine exited the classroom, storming down the hall. “You will hear from my attorney!”

Mr. Walker escorted Mrs. Wright to the door. “You are not allowed on campus for the rest of the month. Prepare to have your husband pick up Chance when his suspension is complete.” 

Jasmine shot Mr. Walker a death stare before leaving the building.  She quickly walked over to the parking lot where Chance was waiting by the car. “I can’t believe this. You may not graduate on time. They are saying you are not turning in your work. I have asked you repeatedly how you were doing in school and I ask about your homework. You always say you are doing the work and school is fine. Now this!”

Chance towered above his mom at 6’1. “Mom, I have been turning in my work. Leave it to Mrs. Jimenez and she grades my work low. I am turning in good work and she gives me low grades. She doesn’t like me and never has.”

“Well, something is not adding up. When we get home show me your work.”

Chance got in the truck, lowering his window. “Did you really have to behave that way? That was so embarrassing. From the time Mrs. Jimenez opened the door, I knew that was you screaming.”

“I was so pissed off. I am sorry for my behavior but I was livid.”

“You call it livid. Everyone else is calling it crazy.” 

“They can call me crazy. I will not be disrespected and you will not be disrespected either. You will be home for a week, and you’re not going to just sit around doing nothing. I want all homework and projects that you are missing to be complete so you can submit them to your teachers when you return to school. I need to see what your G.P.A. is because if you don’t graduate on time, there are going to be issues. You are applying to colleges. You can’t go to college if you don’t graduate high school.”
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Marlene walked down the hall to go pull out a request for uniforms.  She unlocked the door and went into the uniform storage room. She rummaged through crates of gently used uniform items in search of blue sweaters. She walked around a few crates full of boys’ slacks and reached for a box just out of her fingers’ reach. She looked around for the step ladder as she heard footsteps coming closer. She looked up at the box as she stepped up the ladder. She reached for the box, sliding it closer to the edge of the shelf. Marlene pulled the box down and proceeded to step back down the step ladder. Her foot missed the bottom step, sending her falling back and the box was flung to the floor. She caught herself just short of being sprawled out on the floor. She looked at the box cursing then covering her mouth with her hands. 

“No need for foul language.” Mr. Walker reached for the box placing it on an empty table. “Are you okay?”

Marlene shook her head, her dimples on full display as she smiled nervously. “Sorry about that, Mr. Walker.” Marlene walked over to the table to start rummaging through the box. “So, Mr. Walker, is everything good with Mrs. Wright?”

Mr. Walker shook his head, exasperation flashed across his face. “Lord, that woman!” He looked back out into the hall to make sure none of the students were out there. He quickly shut the door. “She just doesn’t want to accept that her son is failing.”

“Failing!” Marlene quickly covered her mouth. 

“Yeah, he really needs to just buckle down. His mother spends more time complaining about Mrs. Jimenez.”

“Well, Mrs. Jimenez has a few complaints from other parents.”

“I really can’t speak on it. I already said too much to you. I trust you to keep this here in this room. At least for the next few weeks, Mrs. Wright is not allowed on campus. I am so tired of having meetings with her.”

“If Chance wasn’t acting up, you wouldn’t have these meetings. The other kids’ parents must have complained about the recess incident?”

“Complain they did. Not all complaints even make it to me. So for them to call me, means it was serious and not handled by the teachers and recess aides. Unfortunately, this is not the first altercation that has concerned Chance. If he can just chill out he can avoid being expelled.”

“Oh my goodness, is it that bad?”

“It is that bad. The parents threatened to press charges. No word on if they will. I can tell you if they do, Mrs. Wright is going to be annoying.  At no point does she take any accountability for her son’s behavior.” Mr. Walker grabbed the doorknob. “Again, this stays here.” He opened the door and proceeded down the hall. 

Marlene pulled out the uniform pieces that she needed, placing them in a bag and left to deliver the clothes to the student to take home. Marlene made her way to Mrs. Jimenez’s class to peek through the window and observe the class. She watched the class for a few minutes, then looked at her watch. She needed to get to the carpool line and wait for the kids to be dismissed. She waved at the front office staff as she exited the building. She looked at the cars already lined up and saw Zoya’s SUV.  She walked over as Zoya was placing her carpool number on the dashboard. She reached for the passenger door. 

Zoya moved her purse from the passenger seat so Marlene could sit down. “You were volunteering again?”

“Yes, fetching uniforms for a student. Oh, do you need anything for Aalia?”

“If you see the skorts in a size 12, let me know. Tell me how much I owe the school for them.”

Marlene waved the suggestion away. “I have some skorts in that size I will snag two for you.” Marlene grabbed her sunglasses from the top of her head. “Listen to this. Chance could be expelled, but the reason why Jasmine was here yesterday was because he is failing.”

Zoya shook her water bottle at Marlene. “No! He is a senior.”

“Right. Get this, the other parents want to press charges and Mr. Walker is aware of other instances of Chance acting up with other students. Now, what I have heard from Mrs. Garcia who is one of the recess volunteers is that Chance really picks on the one boy Brent, and I think Brent was the boy he messed with at recess.”

“Is that another senior?”

“I don’t know. I will ask Sophie. I will look at the yearbook too so we can get his last name. I want to know who his parents are.”

“I wonder how many complaints have been escalated to Mr. Walker?”

“Enough that Chance could be expelled. Don’t tell the girls about this either. We have to see how this plays out. I think Chance finally messed with the wrong kid and the parents are not playing.”

“Right. It was only a matter of time.”

“You need to volunteer with me. You get so much juicy gossip.”

“I know, right? Just have to look at my schedule. I do have all my permissions and crap to volunteer. I may as well help out.”

“Mr. Walker said Jasmine is banned from coming on campus for the next few weeks.”

“She really showed her ass yesterday.” 

“Facts on facts. That is how the kids say it right?”

Zoya laughed. “Yes, you used it correctly. How are we to keep up with their slang?”

Marlene blushed as the memory of Mr. Walker catching her use of foul language flashed through her mind. “I took a stumble from the step ladder. I was this close to busting my ass on the ground and Mr. Walker saw all of that. I could have just dug a hole and dropped myself into it.”

“Are you serious?” 

“Yes. Let me go get those skorts for you. I will be back in time for the kids to be dismissed.”

Zoya watched Marlene leave. She looked out her window lost in thought. She lost track of time until she saw kids starting to stream out the school doors. She started the car as she looked for Marlene. She saw Marlene walking out with Sophie and Aalia. Aalia waved the bag of skorts at her mother as she walked up to the car. 

Zoya waved at Marlene as the cars started to wind around the circle. “How was school?”

“Same old, same old. Chance was unusually quiet today. He had so many people whispering about his mom’s behavior, and word on the street is his mom is not allowed on campus.”

Zoya smirked. “If you only knew the half of it.”

Aalia wasn’t fazed by her mother’s comments because she was busy texting Sophie. 
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Jasmine bit at her bottom lip as she strolled out of the grocery store. She walked over to her car and stood there staring at Mrs. Jimenez. Upon seeing her, her body started to get hot. She was irritated to say the least. She walked in between parked cars, making her way over to Mrs. Jimenez. “Mrs. Jimenez, I need to talk to you.”

Mrs. Jimenez felt a chill go down her spine as she heard Mrs. Wright’s voice. She swung around quickly then took a few steps back as Ms. Wright invaded her personal space. She flung her hand in front of her. “Hold up and back the hell away from me. If you want to talk, we can do that during my working hours. I am not in teacher mode right now.”

Jasmine stared at Mrs. Jimenez blankly. “Whatever! I went through Chance’s work and you are grading him incorrectly. Whatever personal problem you have with me or my son is going to vanish and you are going to grade him appropriately.”

“The grades your son got, he deserved. The work he handed in was not even worthy of a C.”

“I don’t agree. You are using your position of authority to drag my son’s grades down. How the hell is my son supposed to graduate if you are grading him the way you are?”

“My class is not the only class that he has low grades in. Why are you focusing solely on me? I don’t hear any of the other teachers having any interaction with you.” Mrs. Jimenez opened her door as Jasmine stiff-armed her way to the door. Jasmine watched the door close. She again reached for the door, shoving Jasmine back. “Step back. Get away from my car!” Mrs. Jimenez jerked the door open and tried to get into her car. 

Jasmine blocked Mrs. Jimenez with her body. “I am not done talking to you.” 

Mrs. Jimenez looked around the parking lot as a grocery store worker was coming in her direction. “Call the cops!” Mrs. Jimenez turned back to Jasmine. “Move!” She rummaged in her purse, pulling out the pepper spray, she sprayed Jasmine then pushed her to the side. 

Jasmine stumbled into the road, her hands over her eyes, her nose was burning, her throat was burning. She tried to open her eyes but she was struggling. She took a few blind steps then felt a car bump into her. She fell to her knees, then crashed down hard on her hands. She could hear the car speed off. She sat there as the store attendant threw water in her face. Tears streamed down her face as she felt herself being held up. She walked with the attendant to the curb and sat down. 

The store attendant sat with Jasmine as the police showed up.  Jasmine stood up to speak with the officer. “Mrs. Jimenez maced me.” 

“Ma’am, Mrs. Jimenez stopped me on her way out of this parking lot. She told me you were blocking her from getting into her car and she felt threatened. A call was put in saying there was an incident occurring in the parking lot. There are a few people here who said you were the aggressor.”

Jasmine looked around the parking lot observing the bystanders milling about but definitely staring at her. Who knows how many people witnessed her interaction with Mrs. Jimenez. She fixed her blouse and straightened her skirt. “Well, she hit me with her car.” Jasmine squinted as she looked at the officer’s name. “Officer Jack Miller.”

“Yes, I need you to turn around and place your hands behind your back.”

“For what?”

“You are under arrest for disorderly conduct and assault.” Officer Miller placed the handcuffs on Jasmine’s wrists and escorted her to the back of his patrol car.

Jasmine looked around at all the people watching her. She lifted her head to the sky, and as she brought her head back down her eyes made contact with Mrs. Jimenez who was standing across the street with another officer.  
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Chance slurped his spaghetti noodles loudly while watching TV. He watched his father pace back and forth in the sunroom. He could tell his dad was getting annoyed. He grabbed a napkin to wipe his mouth and got up to see what was going on. He stood at the doorway listening to his dad rattle off several questions. Chance waited patiently for the phone call to end, sensing something was very wrong. “Dad?”  

Craig stood in front of Chance, placing his hand on the door jamb. “Your mother got in an altercation with Mrs. Jimenez and will be spending the night in jail. She will go before a judge tomorrow.”

Chance ran his hand through his hair. He shook his head a bit shocked. “An altercation with Mrs. Jimenez, my teacher?”

“The one and only.” Craig stepped through the doorway making his way to the dining room. “I can’t believe this. Your mom went to the grocery store to get some last-minute items and instead gets arrested.”

“This is going to make my life worse. Mrs. Jimenez already doesn’t like me, and now my mom acts even more bizarre than normal.” Chance picked up his fork as he sat down to continue eating. “What are you going to do?”

Craig finished the rest of his beer. “Well, I am getting you to school in the morning, and I will find out when your mom is going to appear before the judge. Not much I can do. I need to make sure you are okay. Your mom will be fine. Maybe after this night in jail, she will calm down.”

Chance picked up his empty plate, taking it to the sink. “I have to study for a test.” Chance walked down the hall towards his room. He studied for an hour but his thoughts kept returning to his mother. He hoped she was okay. He was upset not just at her being in jail but for why she was in jail. Chance got ready for bed. It was going to be an uneasy night for him with his mother not home. Maybe he should have gone with her to the grocery store. He could have intervened. His mother always rushed into situations acting purely on emotion. 

After a fitful night, Chance got up and started to get ready for school. He could hear his father talking with one of his coworkers. Chance took a bite of the toast that was waiting for him. He looked at his backpack then grabbed his lunch. “I just need to get dressed and I will be ready.”

Craig nodded at Chance as he continued his phone conversation. 

Chance got himself together as he grabbed his backpack. He could feel stress building on the back of his neck.  Today was going to be a long day. He was still worried about his mom and how Mrs. Jimenez would treat him. He walked over to his dad. “Keep me posted about Mom.”

Craig grabbed Chance’s shoulder giving him a good shake. “Of course I will. I will text you, but don’t get in trouble. You know you are not supposed to have your phone out while in class.”

Chance followed his dad out to the driveway and got in the car. The drive to school was silent. Chance dreaded going to school. As the car got closer, his anxiety started to increase.

––––––––
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MRS. JIMENEZ STOOD outside her classroom, waiting for her students. She waved at other students heading to the cafeteria. “Come on guys, let’s get to our seats. We have a lot to cover today.” She waved her students into the classroom.

Chance quickly made his way to his seat. He put his backpack on the back of his chair, then he tapped Greg’s shoulder. “You are going to be at the basketball game tomorrow?”  

Greg turned to look at Chance. “Yes, someone has to make sure we win.”

“Ha ha. You got jokes.” 

Chance made it through class with no issues. Mrs. Jimenez left him alone and made no mention of the altercation with his mother. Class was coming to an end, and Mrs. Jimenez asked Chance to stay behind. Chance rolled his eyes as he got up, grabbing his backpack. 

Mrs. Jimenez pointed at the door where Mr. Smith, the basketball coach was standing. “Chance, you have a few assignments that need to be turned in. I need you to turn them in tomorrow.”

Chance let out an exaggerated sigh. “I will get it to you.” He turned to exit the room. “Hey Coach, what’s up?”

Mr. Smith crossed his arms over his chest. “Listen, Chance, you can’t participate in the game tomorrow. Your grades have dropped and until you bring your grades up, you are off the team. You should use your free time to get your class work turned in to all of your teachers.”

Chance looked at Mr. Smith, his face flushed with anger and some embarrassment. “Mr. Smith, you can’t do this.”

Mr. Smith stepped out into the hall. “I am sorry but it has to be done. You need to focus on your schoolwork. This is your senior year, and you may not even graduate if you fail so many classes. I know you can pull this together and return to the team.”

Chance watched Mr. Smith leave. He turned to face Mrs. Jimenez. “This is your fault. I submitted my work and you gave me poor grades.”

Mrs. Jimenez shook her head, her eyes started to water. “Chance, I expect better from you and what you have been turning in is just not work worthy of you. You are not giving me your best work. If you need help we are all here to help you with your classes.”

Chance turned to leave, tears streaming down his face. He walked down the hall then turned to see Mrs. Carter, the counselor. He knocked on her door then turned to leave. 

“Hi, Chance, come on in.” Mrs. Carter looked at Chance and grew concerned. “What is wrong?”

Chance walked into Mrs. Carter’s office, dropping his backpack on the floor. “I don’t feel comfortable with Mrs. Jimenez. She’s making things complicated. She is behaving very inappropriately.”

Mrs. Carter handed Chance some tissues. “What has she done?”

“She treats me differently and she kept me back after class and offered to help me, but I feel like she wants something else from me.”  

Mrs. Carter closed the door and walked over to her desk. “Chance, why do you think she is treating you differently?”

“Mrs. Carter, she has kept me back after everyone leaves a few times now, and she has been extra nice to me. Then she goes out of her way to harass me.”

“She’s harassing you, how?”

Chance’s shoulders heaved up and down as he started crying harder. “She is just being inappropriate. I don’t feel comfortable in her class, and I don’t understand why she is always trying to be alone with me.”

“This is a serious claim you are making. Are you sure?” 

“I got to go. It was a mistake to come here.” Chance grabbed his backpack and started to leave. He brushed Mrs. Carter off as she tried to make him stay. He wiped his face with the back of his hand as he went to the cafeteria. That would be enough time for Mrs. Carters wheels to
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