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Dedication:
To all the new kids of the school year, and may they adjust easier than I ever did. Rita Hestand
Lie on a Yardstick
"Please let them like me." Julie Benton murmured glancing skyward and scuttling towards Adams Middle School. Another new school, another search for friends-she'd done it so many times!
Shoestrings flapped like elongated wings, as Julie took a seat by the door of the classroom. Someone snickered, breaking the near-silence. Clutching a well-worn book under her arm, Julie peeped from behind her dark hair.
"Have you met Miss. Crabbage?"
"No." Julie jerked about to look at the boy seated behind her.
"Just you wait!" He snickered.
Seconds later the bell rang and Miss Crabbage, a short, shriveled old woman, with painted-on eyebrows walked in. Julie stared agape. The teacher wore a wig, that stood out from her face like a framed picture.
Yet it wasn't the wig so much as the mile-long yardstick tapping consistently on the edge of her desk that made Julie jump.
"We will now open our history books to page 23 for our first test of the semester." Miss Crabbage tapped again. "If you did your homework, you should know the answers by heart."
Homework? Julie squirmed, slouching in her seat.
Later, as they were leaving the classroom, the same boy asked, "So, what did you think of Miss Crabbage?"
Julie noted his wrinkled t-shirt and ragged jeans. She liked his thick black hair and dark shining eyes, though, and he was friendly.
"I've never met anyone like her, and I've had my share of teachers." Julie laughed nervously.
"What about her wig?"
"It was a wig? Why does she wear that ugly thing?" Julie blurted, then glanced about to see if anyone had overheard. Good thing her father hadn't heard her say that, or she'd be grounded. She'd been taught better manners.
"Who knows?" A pretty girl with trained blonde hair and friendly blue eyes joined them.
When Julie remained silent the other girl added, "She draws her eyebrows on, too."
Julie bit her lip, not sure what to say. But saying the wrong thing could be fatal; she already knew that much from the other schools she had attended, and she so wanted to make friends here.
"Does she always have that yardstick?"
"Tap, tap, tap. All day long. She's mean, and no one likes her. My name's Greg, and this is Heather. You live around here?" Greg asked as they started down the school steps.
"No, I live in an apartment." Julie hesitated, wondering why these kids seemed so friendly. This was nothing like the last school she'd attended.
"An apartment, that's cool. See ya tomorrow." He waved goodbye.
Julie didn't want to admit she lived near the housing project; they'd find that out soon enough.
When her dad drove her home, Julie told him about the new teacher. "Sometimes appearances can be deceiving, honey," he said.
"I know, it's not right to judge her on her looks, but." Julie frowned, taking her diary from under her arm and scribbling a few notes about her new teachers and friends. "But, Dad--."
"Promise me you'll give your teachers a chance. After all, you are new to her too"
Realizing Miss Crabbage hadn't called on her during class, or embarrassed her in any way, as most of her other teachers had in her other classes, Julie nodded.
The next day Julie learned that Miss Crabbage gave out gum when homework was turned in on time, and on Friday the winners of the history test got a prize. Not liking Miss Crabbage just got a little harder.
On her third Friday, Julie won a prize, too. Yet later in the lunchroom, Greg wouldn't talk to her, and Heather ignored her. It was as though someone hung the words, "Teacher's Pet," right on her back.
"Look, I don't like Miss Crabbage, either, but my dad expects good grade's," Julie cried, sure she had lost her only friends, and feeling guilty all in the same breath for her lie. She did like Miss Crabbage.
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