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“Sophie, wake up, now come on before you’re late for school!” Her mother poked her head into her room. 

Sitting up in bed, Sophie rubbed her eyes for a minute before actually getting up. When she looked over at the clock, she realized that it was just six fifteen. She hated when her mom would wake her up too early for school. She got up and made her way downstairs.

“Mom, why do you always have to wake me up so early for school?” She poured herself a glass of orange juice as she waited for her mom to finish with the bacon she’d been cooking when she walked in. The entire kitchen smelled like scrambled eggs, bacon and toast which was a welcoming smell to wake up to but not so early like this.

“Because it good for you to wake up early so that way you can have a productive kind of day.”

“But at six fifteen in the morning Mom?”

“Be thankful I didn’t wake you at five. Plus, I wake you up so that way you can eat breakfast instead of running off to Dunkin Donuts to get a donut and call that breakfast.”

Sophie chuckled at her mom’s remark because it was all true. “I can’t help that Dunkin Donuts have great donuts plus they give seniors free donuts and coffee. I don’t go for the coffee just the donuts.”

“Just sit down and have a home cooked breakfast before you head in to take that test you and Claire was busting your butts off this weekend studying for.”

“Oh, I know but thankfully, I know we will pass Mr. Bellamy’s test.” Biting into her toast, her mom turned up the volume on the television when there was something about an incident that happened about ten blocks over from where they lived. “A home on Stanford Avenue was broken into late last night. Some items were stolen but thankfully no one was at home during the time but they did get away with some item.”

“Turn to something else. I hate hearing about stuff like that.” She looked at her mom who didn’t say much but the look on her face said enough while she continued eating her eggs.

Mason Ridge was a small town with small town people whose ideals for a better life were even smaller. Riding through town, buildings that once held bustling businesses were abandoned even though some had still stuck around. If you wanted a job, you had to go out of town or even out of state to find one. Most kids she knew wanted nothing more than to leave Mason Ridge. Nothing occupied the town that would make someone want to live and have a family here Sophie thought. She had dreams of going to New York and becoming an artist since she was well-known in town for winning awards for her work then she’d gotten a scholarship at the New York Academy of Art. It had been her dream to live in New York ever since she got the chance to visit her cousin during the summer.

New York was nothing like Mason Ridge. There was so much to see and do. Inspiration flowed from her then it came out in her drawings and paintings once she got home. Right then and there, Sophie had made her life plan to get into the school and to move as far away from Mason Ridge as possible.

Stopping off by Stacks Mini Mart, which was a popular spot for most of the kids at school, Sophie went inside to grab a few things for after school. 

Mrs. Stone who’d owned the place for thirty years sat behind the register, knitting something as always before looking up to her. 

Sophie smiled and waved before going down the aisle towards the chips. When she made it towards the freezer to grab a bottle of water, she heard the bell ringing letting folks know someone was coming in. 

“Hurry up now Glen, grab two six packs so we can head on out to the lake!” shouted a guff voiced man.

This caught Sophie’s attention and made her look up. A tall potbellied white man, who looked as if he hadn’t washed in months, as his shirt and pants were covered with dust and dirt. His beard was thick, dark and long like the guys from ZZ Top but it was completely unkempt.

“Damn Glen did you get lost back there looking for the beer!” 

When she walked over to the counter, he stared at her with a stern look before she could put her stuff on the counter. “Wait a damn minute, who the hell do you think you are! I was here first.”

“I’m sorry but I was here before you were, sir.” 

He pushed the stuff she had on the counter onto the floor.

“Whoa Stan, pick that stuff up off my floor. That girl was here before you and you know it.”

“Listen Mims, I could care less about this uppity black bitch here who doesn’t know her place.” 

That was when Glen finally came up to the register with four twelve pack bottles of Bud Light, two under each of his skinny arms. “How much do I owe you?”

“Twenty eight fifty two and if you come back here and insult my customers, especially a female student, don’t come back here again.”

He never looked at Sophie, just handed his money to Mrs. Stone and waited for his change and before she knew it, the two men were gone just as quickly as they had come in. 

“I’m sorry hon about that. You know how some of these men are around here.”

“No worries Mrs. Stone. I seem to get this everywhere I go nowadays.” Putting her stuff on counter, Mrs. Stone grabbed a bag and put everything in it, and handed it to her. “How much,”

“It’s on the house hon, have a good day at school.” She smiled as Sophie smiled back before leaving the store. When she got out, she was thankful the men had left as she got into the car, still a bit shaken from what had just transpired. But even though she was shaken, this was nothing new for her or much less any person of color in Mason Ridge. It was the fact that this wasn’t the nineteen fifties or sixties or something, this was two thousand five. Mason Ridge had been eighty percent white while twenty percent were black or some other ethnicity. Often times, you couldn’t go to certain places at certain times of the day without being bombarded by some ‘good old’ boy mentality’ telling you to get out of their way or just making sure that you were ‘in your place’ in the world.

It didn’t take long for Sophie to get to school and she could see Claire standing by her car, looking on her phone at something. Honking her horn once she parked, it didn’t even startle Claire as most of her red hair curtained her face while she looked down at that phone. They had been friends since third grade and despite the fact they were different only in race, they were naturally more like sisters. “You better get off that phone.” Sophie smiled as she got out with her stuff.

Claire grabbed her purse and followed Sophie towards school. 

“Are you ready for the test?” Sophie asked.

“Nope, but I’ll be glad to get it done. Thank God we have him first period, get that shit out the way.”

“Oh, I know. I’ll be glad to get back home honestly. This day is starting off badly and I don’t like it.”

“What happened?” 

When they walked into Mason Ridge High School, the hallways were bustling with kids laughing and talking all loud with lockers slamming and opening. 

“Ran into some good old boys at the store before I came here and of course, they gave me a hard time. Luckily for me, Mrs. Stone was nice enough to give me my stuff for free.”

“Well, that was nice of her and I’m sorry you had to deal with that this morning. It seems to get worse by the day, I had went to the grocery store with momma the other day and a guy literally almost ran her over with the car when we were trying to cross the way towards the store. Poor momma had to take a pill when she got home to relax.”

Sophie only shook her head because these were the type of stories she’d heard often from her black friends and it seemed some whites suffered too. “I really can’t wait to graduate and leave this God forsaken town.”

“I know what you mean. Hell, I’ll just be happy to make it through this test.” 

Sophie laughed when they finally got to their lockers, as they were lucky to be neighbors. When she opened hers, there was a note on top of her Biology book. Picking it up to open and read the note, she smiled as she leaned up against the locker. 

“I see you got a note huh?”

“Yup, he said that he hopes I ace the test and he’ll see us at lunch today.” She continued reading it, smiling and awing at how sweet the words were. Folding it back, she tucked it into her purse and then got the books she needed for the next three periods before she had to come back to her locker. “Are you ready?”

Hearing the slam of Claire’s locker she announced, “Let’s do this!” 

Both laughed and made their way down the hall. Walking on down, they soon walked past the one person Sophie honestly did not want to see before what she considered to already be a hard day. 

“Why hello Sophie, hello Claire,” Paula Snow had gained her status in school for being rich. Her family was well known in Mason Ridge for decades and they’d shown their wealth to the town but they also didn’t show it much to the town that had helped them get rich in the first place. Paula had reaped from her family’s success and would often show it off by coming to school wearing
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