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MICHELLE LOOKED OVER her desktop and did another mental inventory. Laptop? Check. Pen and paper? Check. Lesson plans? Check. She was all set. Too bad that all her careful preparations were going to be used for so few students. She flipped her folder open and glanced at the class list again.

Three students, she thought. It was discouraging, but she could understand why so few students would want to spend their mornings delving into the intricacies of Spanish literature, when the beautiful summer day beckoned. She turned her head and looked out the window. The sky was a wonderful clear blue, dotted with the occasional puff of cloud that lazily floated along.

Michelle stood and went to the window. From the eighth floor, she had a great view of the campus below. The sidewalks, normally teeming with students, were deserted. The square in front of the library usually hosted a swarm of young people surrounding the food carts like ants around a dropped candy, but today it was empty. Practically the only movement to be seen was that of the tree branches, gently swaying in the warm breeze.

Michelle pulled the cord and let the blinds fall with a metallic clatter. Better to ignore what the day was like; it might be her only way to keep the students’ attention. She returned to the desk, again checked to make sure that she had everything, then leaned back in the chair and looked at the clock over the door.

Ten minutes to go, and still no sign of anybody. She stood and went to the door, peeking out and glancing down the hall to the elevator. The hall was deserted. What if nobody shows up at all? The thought brought a small smile to her face. When I was in school, you could leave if the professor didn’t show up for class. If the students don’t show up, guess I’ll take off too.

Not that she had anybody to share the day with. Not since Kevin had dumped her. The thought of him was like a dark cloud slipping in front of the sun outside, and though she wasn’t aware of it, a frown had parked itself on her face. Fine, people grow apart and people break up, but did he have to be so goddamn clichéd about it? Michelle could still remember walking into the apartment they had shared, coming home early after a meeting had been cancelled. She had noticed two things immediately: Kevin hadn’t been camped out in front of the TV like he normally was, and there was a purse that looked suspiciously like Wendy’s by the door. The place had been quiet except for muffled noises coming from the bedroom, and though Michelle’s heart had dropped with every step, she had made her way down the hall and pushed open the door to see Kevin riding her best friend like he was in a rodeo. I still can’t believe that they barely even paused when I opened the door. Michelle had been so shocked that she’d turned around and left without even saying a word; aside from a single trip back to get her things, she hadn’t returned or seen Kevin in four months now. Some afternoon, losing both a boyfriend and my ex-best friend at the same time.

The ding of the elevator bell broke through her thoughts and Michelle cocked an ear toward the door. She could hear footsteps and low voices growing louder, and in a moment two girls stepped into the classroom.

“Good morning,” Michelle said. Oh my God, they get younger-looking every year, she thought. The girls nodded at her, not breaking their own conversation to greet her, and moved toward the back of the room. “Plenty of room up front,” Michelle added, but the girls went to the last row as if they were either ignoring her or deaf.
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