Mishaps in Chemistry
By Rachael M.

Isn’t it strange when you assume something and your assumption turns out to be totally wrong. No? Well, I better explain. Let me take you back to the scene of the incident… 


It all started out at my house. It was dinner time. My mom and dad were sitting rigidly in their seats, unspeaking. I should have noticed this warning sign right away. But no, I was reliving a moment in Math class when Riley Smith (my secret love) had let me borrow his pencil sharpener and his intense brown eyes had met mine. 

“Claire, we need to talk.” My mom said sternly.

“Uh-huh?” I asked, a little dreamily.

“I got a call from your science teacher today.” She told me bluntly.

I winced at the mention of my least favorite subject. Oh, really?” I said nonchalantly, trying to hide my panic. If my Mr. Marx (my science teacher) had called my mom, it couldn’t be good.

“You’re getting a D in Science.” 

“Oh…” Well, it wasn’t like I shouldn’t have expected something like this. Still, I didn’t think Mr. Marx would be heartless enough to tell my parents about it.

“How can that happen!” my dad exploded. 

“Something has to be done.” My mother said simply.


As you can guess, a lengthy speech on responsibility followed this. I won’t bore you with details. About an hour after I stopped trying to pay attention to what my parents were saying, something jolted me back into consciousness. 

“If you can’t get your grades up to at least a B+  in two weeks, we’re getting you a tutor.” My mom announced.

“Hmmm… a tutor might not be so bad.” I thought to myself. Then I thought of who might be my tutor. I felt like I’d been doused with cold water as I pictured my next door neighbor, geeky, science fair winning Harold. I mean, Harold was nice and all, but not nice enough for me to want him to tutor me. Besides, what would my friends say? 

“This really nice boy who goes to your school…” continued my mom.

I panicked, knowing Harold went to my school, “NO!” I shouted. Both of my parents looked alarmed at my outburst. I lowered my voice, “I mean, let me try this by myself first.” I amended hastily.


After dinner I went upstairs and did something I never thought I’d do. I opened my science textbook. I looked into the table of contents and turned to the passage I thought we were studying right now in class. I read the first few lines:



In this book there have been several examples of processes that occur spontaneously, some exothermic and some endothermic. In order to understand the driving force for spontaneous processes at a molecular level, think in greater detail about one of the textbooks examples of a spontaneous process, namely the expansion of glass in a vacuum.


Oh no. The words could have been written in Egyptian hieroglyphics and I wouldn’t be able to tell the difference. I mean, what is an exothermic? I stared blankly at the page in front of me for a moment, deciding what to do. Sighing, I flipped to the front of the book and got out a dictionary. I knew that this would be a long night.


My mom once said that when someone is determined, they can accomplish anything. She was right. Over the next few days I learned every geeky law in my textbook. I even studied for the upcoming science test. My friends thought it was a little weird, but I think they understood. I mean, it would be much worse once I had a tutor that wore his socks too high.


Once, Mr. Marx asked “What is the difference between strong electrolytes and we electrolytes. “
“Strong electrolytes completely dissolve into ions and weak electrolytes dissolve into molecules and ions.” I told him promptly.


He literally stopped; his jaw looking like it had become unhinged. Riley turned around and gave me a wink.
I blushed the flattering color of cherry tomato red.


As Trish (one of my best friends) and I walked down the hallway, Riley stopped us. He was with another boy whose blond hair contrasted perfectly with Riley’s brown hair.

“Great job today in science.” He congratulated me. I smiled. Trish was making goose eyes towards Blondie.

“Oh, you haven’t met Harold, have you?” asked Riley.

“We’re next door neighbors,” Harold reminded me.


I gave a start and looked him over. Well, what do you know? Harold had apparently gone to see an orthodontist about his overbite. And he’d invested in some contact lenses. I watched as Trish sidled up next to him. So much for my friend’s scorn of all things nerdy. Trish obviously had no problem with it.


Well, I guess I kind of understood why Harold liked science so much. Once I understood it, it wasn’t so bad. I still didn’t want Harold as a tutor though. It was already an embarrassing to see Trish behaving like an idiot at schooI. I didn’t think it would improve when Harold was paying visits to my house.

I knew from the decreasing number of red X marks on my homework that my grade in Science was coming up. But the outcome depended on the upcoming test.

2 weeks later:

“Mom!” I shrieked, bursting through the front door, “I got an A+ on the science test!”

She smiled, “Congratulations Tina!” then she sighed, “Ah well, Riley will be disappointed.”

I stopped short. “Wait… what?”

“Oh, Riley Smith. The nice boy who offered to tutor you. He’ll be disappointed.”

AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!

