Shawn shoved the many-folded paper into his left pocket jeans glancing up only to meet the eyes of Mrs. B. His dark laughing eyes sighed as he looked up. 

“Where do you belong?” Mrs. B. asked half-smiling. 

She was always a bit of a pushover. Her half-smiled indicated she was just following the rules and had to ask. Like many of his other teachers this year, Shawn had taken her class before – two years ago.

