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The Look
Jodi Darland’s warm, coffee-brown eyes with L’Oreal model-length lashes slightly squeeze into a cringe as she recalls a memory from high school.

Darland was the smart, popular, student-athlete.  It was the day after a bomb scare and Mr. Grifka, her geometry teacher and volleyball coach, asked who she had been talking to on the football field during the evacuation. Concern consumed his face.  

The person was her cousin, Mike. 
The cousin who came from her dad’s side, who she lovingly refers to as her “hick side.”  
The cousin who snuck out of shop class to smoke cigarettes, wearing his leather jacket. 
The cousin with the “rockin’” mullet who taught her about rock-and-roll.

 The cousin who Darland said is the nicest, most genuine person she’s met.

Obviously Grifka didn’t agree. 
 A look of relief spread across his face when he learned Mike was merely her cousin. The look he gave her was a look Darland hasn’t forgotten. 

It’s that same look that now causes her to pay attention to every student in her Battle Creek Lakeview classroom as a unique and special individual.

That same look probably helped her appreciate Adam Lake more. Before Adam died, his mother thanked Darland at an open house for knowing whom her son was, something no other teacher, to Mrs. Lake’s recollection, had done. After Adam died in a tragic car accident on Halloween Eve, his classmate wrote of the daily routine that existed between Darland and Adam. She would say, “drink it or dump it” when he brought his orange pop to class.  
It’s that same look, engrained into Darland’s memory, that caused her to allow the shaggy blond, quiet boy to keep his orange pop every day anyways because she knew he wasn’t causing any harm. Just like she knew Mike wasn’t either.
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