
First Day

By Madison Hoffman

I looked around the hallway, which was lined with green lockers, and immediately thought I am in deep trouble.  


“Miss Oak?”


I snapped out of deep thought mode and back to talk mode. 
“Yes, Mrs. Hart?”


The young woman fiddled with her pen.  “Will you need help finding any of your classes?  I know how hard it is for someone new to find their way around here…” she trailed off.  


“No, thank you.”  I said.  “I’m sure I can do it.”


Mrs. Hart lingered.  “You’re sure?”


“Very.” I assured her.


“Alright then.” she started back to the office wobbling slightly in her high heels.


I looked down at my schedule.  First period was two minutes from being over.  Third period, my year long elective, was working on the school newspaper, the Hawk’s Herald, but on the schedule it was listed as Journalism.  I squinted at the writing on the sheet.  Tierney Hall, Room 208? Where was that? 

Just then the bell rang and students dressed in blue sweater vests and khaki (pants for the boys and skirts for the girls) filled the hall.  I shrank back, feeling a little panicky, worrying about where to go.


I spotted a girl with blonde hair drawn back into a ponytail cheerfully pulling binders out of her locker. Clutching the pile of books I carried to my chest, I walked over to her.  

“Um, do you know were to find Tierney Hall?”  I’m new here and I don’t know where it is.”  As I spoke, I felt heat rush to my checks.


The girl gave me a sunny smile.  “You must be Sylvia, then.  I’m Terri.” She shook my hand.  “I’ll be your coworker on the Herald.”


“Cool.” I said.


“Gimme a sec and I’ll walk with you to class.”


Terri told me about class as we walked across campus.  “It’s really fun working on the newspaper.  We get to take a lot of field trips and talk to lots of people.  The only thing remotely bad is Meghan.”


“Meghan?”


“Our editor. She’s really strict about deadlines and stuff.  Sort of a loner.  Not really an optimist.”


“Ah.” I said.  “So do you have a teacher? Or a supervisor or something?”


“Uh-huh.” Terri said, almost bouncing as we strolled down the path to Tierney Hall.  “Mr. O’Hanaranhan.  We just call him Mr. O for short.  Technically he’s the school psychologist, but since no one really needs a psychologist, he hangs out with us.  You’re going to love him!”


As we passed through the doors to Tierney Hall, I noticed we were the only ones there.  I pointed this out to Terri.  She shrugged.  “Nobody really uses this building anymore. It’s mostly storage.”


I was starting to feel just a little creeped out.  A thought flitted through my mind; nobody can hear you scream out here.

We walked down the hall, which got darker and darker as we walked along.  Terri stopped right in front of the very last door, at the end of the hall, where it was so dark you could barely see your hand in front of your face.

I was most definitely creeped out now.  I shut my eyes. No reason to watch my blood drained by vampires.


I heard Terri open the door.  I also heard the sound of a small projectile making its way toward us.  Terri shrieked and shoved me to the floor.  The thing whizzed over my head and embedded itself in the far wall.  I stared at the red and black dart that was quivering tip buried in plaster.


“I am so, so, sorry! Are you okay?”  A boy, older than me by about two years, helped me up.  


“Yeah, I’m fine.” I said, brushing myself off.


Next to me, Terri was scolding a short, balding man.  “You let Tom throw a dart? Tom couldn’t throw a dart to save his life!  Remember what happened last time?  Remember the spackle incident?”


“I am really sorry.  I didn’t mean to almost hit you.”  the boy Tom said.  He looked really worried. 


“What’s the big deal? The midgets are okay.” said a girl’s voice.  The owner of the voice was a tall girl with hot pink hair who stepped out from behind the balding man, who was probably Mr. O.  She snapped her gum.  “Or are you worried about being sued?” 


“Go buy a soul, Audrey.” said Tom, in what was most likely supposed to be a disgusted tone. However, it came out sounding adoring.

“What is going on here?” asked another girl.  She was short with coffee colored skin and glossy black hair.  Meghan, I guessed.


“Tom threw a dart.” Terri explained.


“So?” Meghan arched one perfect eyebrow.


“At Sylvia’s head.”


Meghan turned to look at me.  “You’re the new girl? Well here’s your first assignment.”  She thrust a small stack of papers at me.  “I need you to cover the Exhibition.”


“What! That’s a huge assignment!  She can’t cover that!” said Terri horrified.  “It’s too big!”


“I’m testing her.  She should be able to do it.”  Meghan said.  “Tom’s covering the Lions-Hawks game, Audrey’s doing that fashion article, you’ve got to do the top ten best dressed students and the Just Ask Jean column, and I’m doing everything else.” She turned around and strutted back into room 208.

“Trust Meghan to pull something like this.” said Audrey.


“What’s the Exhibition?” I asked.


“It’s when all of the teachers create these projects about what they plan to study this year,” Tom said, “and parents come and look around and stuff.  It’s huge.”


I gulped and looked down at the stack of papers in my hands.  Looking at them, I saw it was a bunch of previous articles on the Exhibition and a list of what each teacher was doing this year.

“The article’s huge too.” said Audrey. “ Last year’s took up the whole front page.”


“So how do I do this? And when is the article due?”


“You go around,” said Mr. O, “and interview the teacher so you can find out about what they’re doing.”


“And the article is due on Friday.” said Meghan sticking her head out the door.


“Friday? How am I going to interview all the teachers in the school before Friday?” I said feeling I was about to start pulling my hair out.


“Don’t worry, Sylvia, we’ll help you.” Terri said brightly.


“What? You will?” I said, shocked.


“Of course.” Tom said.  “You’re one of us now.”


“This just means you owe us a favor.” said Audrey, tossing her ponytail.


“Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!” I said grinning ear to ear.


Now that I think about it, it was what Tom had said about me that had felt the best. “You’re one of us now.”  It felt good knowing that I belonged to a group where I could depend on my friends and they could depend on me. 


But you know what feels really good?

Staring down at the page in front of me and knowing we were finished!
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