
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


LAMAR HIGH

A Novella

By Simmy AutomatiK

Chapter One: The Numbers Game

The walls of Lamar High groaned with the weight of failure.

Not the kind that came from a bad test or a missed homework assignment—this was

institutional failure. The kind that seeped into the floors, curled into the corners of

classrooms, and stared back at teachers from hollow-eyed students who stopped caring

long ago.

Principal Janis Smith stood at the window of her office, arms folded, staring out at the

football field with a tight jaw. Her desk behind her was perfectly organized—folders color-

coded, test result charts laminated, a gold plaque reading: "Accountability First."

Her assistant, a wiry young man named Russell, knocked and entered without waiting for a

response. His tie was crooked and sweat beaded under his nose.

“We didn’t meet the state benchmark,” he said plainly, avoiding her eyes. “Again.”

Janis didn’t flinch.

“How far off?” she asked.

Russell cleared his throat. “Seventeen points.”

The pause was long.

“Then we do what we have to,” Janis said sharply. “Push them forward. Promote whoever

needs it. We can’t afford another scandal. Not with the district breathing down my neck.”

“But that’s—”

She turned sharply, eyes cold. “That’s survival, Mr. Russell. And survival requires

obedience.”

Out in the hallways, bells rang. Students shuffled in clusters, dragging backpacks like

prison chains. Teachers clutched coffee mugs like lifelines. And in the teacher's lounge,

the war was already beginning.

Chapter Two: The Lounge

“Hell no, I’m not passing another student who can’t read a full paragraph,” barked Mr.

Harris, the long-time English teacher, slamming a folder onto the table.

“And I’m not pretending that a 42 is a passing grade,” said Michelle Anderson, her arms

folded tightly across her Lamar High sweatshirt. Her voice was calm, but her eyes burned.

“What we’re doing is malpractice.”

“You’re acting like it’s our choice,” Ms. Rivera muttered from the corner, rubbing her
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