CHAPTER THREE

DORY HUNCHED INTO the empty school yard, avoiding the eyes of the
two other students also turning in, probably third years, she thought. Never
before had she been placed in Saturday detention, the churn of injustice
rearing up in her stomach. It wasn’t like she’d been caught smoking in the
bathroom or talking back, trying to hold her own against one of the
teachers. Through the last 6 years in school she’d been nothing but
respectable and hardworking, striving to sail through as under the radar as
she could manage. Her only crime to deserve this treatment was not even a
crime as far as she was concerned, simply failing to be able to get her head
around an experiment.

Heading towards the sixth form study room, where the study cubicles
provided the venue for the weekly detention, a fact she had only known by
word of mouth, but now unfortunately, by experience, she was stopped by a
sign on the door of the sixth year centre.

“DETENTION RELOCATED to Science Block Room E3”

Dr. Brennan’s room. Turning back and heading across the campus, she
tried to think through the instructions, running through the steps in her
mind. They should be simple enough, why can't I get this?

Arriving in the lab after the short walk, she took a seat as far away from
anyone as she could. Everyone else seemed to have chosen the same
strategy, shifting to settle on the uncomfortably high stools of the laboratory
classroom.

“Morning.” Dr. Brennan intoned as he finally looked up from his desk,
“I’ll take the roll now.” In a monotone drone, he ran through the list of 10



or so names of this weeks current detainees and school reprobates, or at
least the ones who had been caught in the last 7 days.

“We aren’t in our usual study area today, thanks to Miss. Patterson who
will be recreating her failure of a chemistry experiment. You can thank her
for the next 2 hours spent shifting on your stools.” Looking around the
room, Dory was thankful for her unknown status, allowing her to avoid the
daggers that were being thrown around from her detention mates with
nowhere to land. That wouldn’t last long of course, she couldn’t exactly
hide her identity when she started gathering the equipment.

“You can start now Dorothea.” Dr Brennan instructed directly toward
her across the classroom, finally providing a landing place for the disdain of
the group. Dory, sliding off her stool, tried to avoid the glares piercing her
from every angle of the room.

Lifting her textbook and thumbing through to the by now well worn
page, she ran her eyes down the list of required apparatus as she approached
the store cupboards along the back wall.

Gathering the necessary equipment, she returned to her station and
began the laborious process of setting out the experiment.

Feeling a buzz in the pocket of her skirt, she glanced to the front of the
room, and seeing Dr. Brennan having returned his attention to the Saturday
paper, she manoeuvred her phone into position under the tall desk and
swiped the message notification on her lock screen.

Above an attached selfie of Meabh looking bored sitting on an empty bus
was the message:

I’m running late this morning but on bus now. Won't be there till about
10:25. Will you tell the others? Feel free to get started and will message
you when I’m off the bus to catch up.

Crap. Thought Dory. Crap crap crap.

The Habitat meeting this morning. In the flurry of the week she had
completely forgotten about town this morning to start shopping for the
crafts. Her mind racing, she started tapping out a hurried reply.

I’'m SO sor......



“Miss Patterson.” Thundered Dr. Brennan from two feet behind her head.
“Tell me that’s not your phone flashing about in the middle of detention?”

“Oo000000000h” echoed the chorus around the room, glad that it
wasn’t them being caught out for once.

“Sorry Dr. Brennan” Dory spluttered out, flustered at being caught in
the act, “I was just replying to Meabh Hillman, I had forgotten I was meant
to be meeting her today.”

“I think that can wait till after detention. Phone please.” He held his
hand out towards Dory, waiting for her to hand it over.

Dory opened her mouth to plead for the time to send just this one text.
But knowing Dr. Brennan wasn’t exactly known for overflowing empathy,
placed it in his outstretched palm.

“I’ll keep it till you’re done. I would think after failing to get this right
the last 2 times you would be ready to focus this time and make sure you
got it. Apparently I’'m mistaken.”

Walking back to the front of the room to a chorus of snickers from the
room, her phone in his hand, he placed it on the edge of the table.

Dory attempted to get back to work, but found it difficult to focus on the
words on the page as she tried to piece together the apparatus. The words
blurring as she blinked back tears thinking about Meabh and the group
waiting for her, wondering where she was.

Thirty minutes later, Dr. Brennan called her name once again. “Ms.
Patterson, if you would be so kind as to come up here and turn your phone
off? To my surprise, you’re having quite the flurry of popularity here, and
I’d rather not be interrupted quite so many times by the buzzing.”

“Yes Dr. Brennan” she replied, walking to the front. Picking up her
phone, she saw a number of notifications from Meabh flash up.

“Just turn it off please. No need to read anything.”

“Okay sir.” She responded, toggling the switch to silent, and returned to
her work station. Dory’s mind ran away with her worries about what was
happening miles away in town, hopefully Meabh had contacted one of the
others when she didn’t hear back from her so they’d know she was running
late, but would Meabh be able to forgive her forgetting yet another
gathering? Trying to shake these worries from her mind, she returned her
attention to the work in front of her, attempting to focus on the required
measurements of the substances.



It was no surprise, when 45 minutes later, dripping into the awaiting beaker
was not the desired clear, colourless liquid, but once again the cloudy,
opaque fluid she had grown used to being the result of this experiment.

Laying her head in her hands, Dory started cursing herself. Stupid Dory.
How could you fail this again? This is ridiculous, everyone else has
managed it. What a failure.

“Ms. Patterson. How’d that turn out? Did you finally manage it?” Dr.
Brennan directed across the classroom at her, seeing her slumped at her
desk.

“No sir. It’s cloudy again.” She softly replied.

“Pardon? I didn’t catch that. Louder please Dorothea.” Laughter,
muffled in jumper sleeves, surrounded her from her fellow students on
hearing her full moniker for the first time.

“No sir. It didn’t work...” She answered, louder this time for it to
properly carry across the lab.

“Well. That’s very disappointing Dory. Not that I’'m particularly
surprised given your...distraction...during the set up. See me at the end.”

Again with the laughter from the audience that was continuing to enjoy
not being the subject of derision from a member of the teaching staff. Dory
began dismantling the equipment and returned her attention to the textbook,
trying to backtrack through the instructions and figure out where she could
possibly have gone wrong.

Following an excruciating few minutes under Dr. Brennan’s appalling
classroom manner and attitude in which he extrapolated on the simplicity of
the experiment and how she should have completed it by now, he set her
another time slot for an attempt the following Wednesday afternoon, and
handed her back her phone.

Rushing out of the classroom and into the midday Spring light, Dory
flicked on her phone and quickly opened the notifications, multiple texts
and 3 missed calls, quickly navigating to Meabh’s messages.

Did you get my message ?x
10:05am

I just talked to Leona. She says you aren'’t there yet. Are you on your way ?x
10:14am



I’m here now. We’re just getting coffee to go and then will head on. Are you
okay??x
10:27am

Weird you’re not here. Hope you’re alright. We’ve come to the art shop by
Sandown’s. Head here when you get in. Need your ideas for the craft, so let
me know when you’re nearly here.

10:41am

Guess you aren’t coming. Thanks for the heads up.
11:15pm

Quickly typing out a message, Dory replied to Meabh’s list.

Meabh. SO SORRY! I had detention today and COMPLETELY forgot about
meeting you this morning. I was trying to text you when I got your first
message but Brennan caught me with my phone and took it off me till it was
over. So sorry. I’ll make it up to you. Are you still there now? I can come
in???

12:57pm

Pausing at the school gates, Dory looked up the road to the spot her Dad
usually parked in when picking her up. Seeing an empty space she peered
back at her phone screen and the message she had just sent. The ticks
showed blue now, meaning Meabh had seen the message, and then
“x.Meabh.x is typing” appeared at the top of the message. Then
disappeared, then appeared again, before the words flashed on the screen:

Don’t bother coming in. We’re nearly done. Sorted without you.
13:02pm

Closing her eyes. Dory took a deep breath and cursed herself again. Stupid
Dory. How could you forget twice in one week. Meabh is never going to
forgive you for this. Leaving them stranded in town, and who knows what
they ended up getting for the craft. She’ll probably not even want me on the
trip anymore. They’ll think I’m not committed and my head isn't in it. Never



mind that stupid stupid stupid experiment. Failed again. What’s mam going
to say? How am I going to tell her? Her eyes filled with tears again as she
took series of deep breaths.

Seeing her Dad’s car appear around the corner and come up the road,
Dory took a few steps back into the school gates to try and compose herself
before getting into the car. But her Dad must have seen her as he drove
along, because rather than parking in his usual spot by the ticket machine,
he pulled all the way up to the gates.

Rolling down his window, he leaned towards the passenger side, “Dory,
are you okay?”

Back still turned slightly to him, she wiped her eyes with the back of her
sleeve and headed towards the car door and her dad’s concerned expression
peering through the window.

Opening the back door and putting her bag in, she closed it again and
moved to the front of the car, settling herself and looking straight ahead.

“What’s wrong Dory? Did it not go well?”

“Nothing Dad, don’t worry about it.” She mumbled, tears again starting
to pool at the corner of her eyes. “We can go now.”

“Dory, we’re worried about you. What’s wrong?”

“I’m fine.” She lied, turning away from his concerned gaze towards the
side window where she raised her hand to cover her mouth, muffling a sob.

She felt the car moving forward a few metres to take them out of the eye
line of anyone coming out of the school gates, and on stopping, heard his
gentle voice . “Dory...” He reached his arm out towards her and laid it
across her shoulder, and feeling the comfort communicated in that act, she
turned towards him placing her head on his shoulder, finally allowing the
sob held tightly in her chest to bubble out.

Frozen in those positions, no words exchanged in the space between
them, her Dad allowing her the space to cry. After a few minutes Dory lifted
her head, turning back to the front of the car, scrubbing at her eyes with the
balled up fists of her jumper. He softly offered, “Your mam and I are
worried about you Dory. Moments like this seem like they’re coming more
frequently these days. Is there anything we can do?”

“No, there isn’t...” and then the wave broke as she let it all out,
everything that had been swirling around in her head. “I just can’t get my
head around that experiment. I failed it again, and imagine what Mam is
going to say when she hears that...and then I forgot I was meant to meet



Meabh this morning in town, and she’s going to be so mad at me, I can
already tell she is from her message. She isn’t going to forgive me. And if I
can’t get that experiment I’m not going to do well in chemistry which
means I might not be able to get into biomedical...that’s all I want and I
might not be able to do it now... And then Africa, everyone’s going to hate
me for not pulling my weight in the prep, and what if Mam is right and I'm
not able for it anyway?” She drew in a deep breath, placing her head back
in her hands.

A few seconds passed, before her Dad began again.

“Honey. That’s a lot going on. You’ve been holding all this in? Have
you told anyone about this?”

“No, I’m just trying to get through it. I don’t have time for this Dad, I
just need to get it together.”

“You’re doing so well Dory. 6" year is hard, and there’s a lot of pressure
on you from lots of different angles...Tell you what, do you fancy a
coffee?” He said, placing his hands back on the steering wheel.

“Sure.” Dory replied, shrugging her shoulders and leaning back into her
seat.

He put the car in gear and headed away from the school down towards
the Village cafe. Driving along, he tilted his head toward her and quietly
said. “Mam mentioned that Mrs. Harrod had called and suggested talking to
someone might be helpful for you? Do you think you might like that?”

“I’m not sure Dad...therapy? I don’t think I’m that bad.”

“I know it might sound serious Dory, but it’s really just someone to talk
to who’s outside of the situation. To help you figure out and talk through
what’s happening in your head. I think it sounds like that might be helpful.
Derek from work, you know him, the one with the twin boys from the
Christmas party who always run wild? Last year he was saying he had a
difficult time with Karen and he went to talk to someone. It was like he was
a different guy on the floor after, calmer, lost his temper less and was way
more focused on what he was doing. He said talking was strange at first, but
really good. That it helped him figure a lot of stuff out. Have a think about
it, maybe it would be good for you to unpack some of this.”

“Maybe. I'll think about it. Thanks Dad.”

“Anytime Dor,” he answered. Pulling into a parking space outside the
Village he gestured to the front door, “Do you want to come in, or wait here
for takeaway?”



“I’1l just wait here. Can I just have a hot chocolate?”

“Yup. I’'ll try and sweet talk Janet into extra marshmallows. I think she
has a soft spot for me.” He pulled the keys out of the ignition and opened
the door.

“Good luck with that. There’s only space in Janet’s affection for one
Patterson, and I’m firmly in there.”

“Ha, we’ll see.” He paused about to open the door, and leaned back
across the car, holding Dory’s head and kissing her on the crown. “You’ll be
okay Dory. You’re doing great.”

“Hmmm..” She responded, unsure if he was speaking anything like the
truth.



