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Chapter 3

“Up next on 103.6 the Heat, we’ve got the “Way Back Oldies Hour”. Be sure to stay tuned for some of your favorite oldies, including “Hey Mama” from the Black Eyed Peas, “Running Away” by Hoobastank and “Bring Me to Life” by Evanescence.”

“No thank you.” Rachel reached over and turned the radio in her car off, choosing instead to ride in silence. 

Listening to the music that my father use to listen to is NOT on my high list of priorities. Rachel drove the rest of the way home reflecting back on her morning. Her routine had been no different than it ever was. Get up, eat breakfast, shower hurriedly and make it out the door in time for her 9:00 class. This morning though, had not shaped up to be a good one. She had overslept, which had forced her to sacrifice either her shower or her food and given that she generally bathed before she went to bed nightly, she chose to forego the shower. Having just enough time to throw a pair of sweat pants and an old t-shirt on, she tied her hair back and crammed a piece of toast down her throat before launching herself out the door of her small apartment. She had bee-lined through traffic, nearly hitting an elderly woman who had been going about 20 miles below the prescribed speed limit and had made it to class just a few minutes late.

Unfortunately, that few minutes had proven to be enough to give the professor, a one Dr. Chandling, enough ammo to jab her a bit when she had tried to sneak into the back of the room unnoticed. Cheeks red due to the run she had made from her car to the classroom, she had heaved herself into her seat, breathing heavily and trying to pull her textbook out of her bag when she heard Chandling’s decadently refined voice.

“Having problems this morning, Ms.Hunter?”

He was standing at the front of the classroom, looking at her over his glasses and wearing, what Rachel could swear, was the shadow of a sarcastic smile.

“No sir, just running a bit behind. I had a late night at work, I do apologize.”

“Be sure that you set aside the appropriate amount of time to prepare yourself for my class Ms. Hunter, after all, one should never assume that you are a special case. Many of us here work and made it to class on schedule. Why, I myself, worked a full-time job through graduate school and managed just fine.”

A fact that you choose to remind us of regularly, you overbearing, pompous dickhead. I did not sign up to graduate school so I could listen to stories of how hard the teacher’s lives were!

“Yes sir, Dr. Chandling, again I do apologize and I swear to you it won’t happen again.”

“See that it doesn’t Ms. Hunter”

With that, Chandling lowered his gaze back to his book and began lecturing again.

“As you can see by the example on page 364, Schrödinger theorized, using his cat in the box example, that once you opened the box, the wave function collapsed and….”

Rachel tuned the man out, as she normally did and sat patiently through the rest of the class. At the time of enrollment, basic Quantum Mechanics had seemed like it would have been a good class to take for someone going after their PhD in mathematics. She had quickly come to realize that had been a mistake. It was an irrefutable fact that graduates school professors tended to fall into two different varieties of professors. There were the professors who took an active interest in all of their students, were open, friendly, tough in work but not needlessly so and easy to talk to. These were the professors that young doctors, researchers and other graduates would turn back to for help and guidance, or perhaps a recommendation to get into a higher level school or as a job reference. Rachel had a few of these mentors and thoroughly enjoyed their classes, often getting into friendly but heated intellectual debated with these men and woman, meeting them for lunch on campus or assisting them with research projects.

Unfortunately, Chandling and several of her other professors did not fall into this classification of teacher. Chandling belonged to the group that seemed to be perpetually bitter about the fact that they had to work hard throughout school and it was their perpetual mission in life to make their students lives as difficult and hassled as possible. They seemed to have a sort of “I put up with this !@#*, so you have to as well” mentality, which was one that annoyed Rachel to no end. She herself had been holding a waitress job at a local Red Lobster for the last 4 years. She had worked full-time since the first day she had walked into college and had long ago accepted that as a part of life. In fact, at this point, she would have had it no other way. Working had taught her to manage money and a checkbook, how and when to use a credit card and even what her priorities in life were. Every time she clocked in at work, although she did enjoy her job, it reminded her that she did not want to do this for the rest of her life, which kept her motivated in her school work. It had also allowed her to move out of the dormitories at school and get a small apartment, which was a luxury she thoroughly enjoyed.

She waited until the class was over, wrote down the homework assignment and then got up and left. Walking out of the science complex, she took a moment to gather her surroundings and take a look at the school. The Teiu Private Academy was home to one of the most prestigious private science and math schools in the world and it was a point of pride for Rachel that she had been accepted into the school of mathematics to pursue her PhD. 

The school itself was situated atop a hill and spread out into the surrounding community. The city, Lawton, had been built around the school and had eventually just sort of merged with the school grounds. Anymore, people hardly differentiated the two entities and in fact, the only way a person could tell if you were on the school or the city was by looking at the group of people surrounding you. Very few of the students were from the local area and as such, most lived in the dormitories of the school. The younger children were not allowed to leave the school without the escort of an older student or another adult, so if you looked around and saw that children surrounded you, there was a very good chance that you had stumbled into the school grounds. There was also a third division to local area, in the form of Ft. Sill, an artillery base for the United States army. No civilians were allowed on the base though, so a person could practically forget it was there if not for the groups of soldiers that wandered around the city, shopping or running some errands and the constant thundering boom of artillery rounds going off. When Rachel had first moved to Teiu, it had been unnerving to have the walls and windows shake every couple of minutes if the soldiers were in the field doing fire mission but eventually a person just got use to it. 

No different than the earthquakes back home…and a lot less deadly. That’s assuming they never miss of course. Rachel pushed the though of a wayward rocket spiraling into the city out of her mind and started walking for the coffee shop. Walking down the side of Renius Ave, she looked at the buildings and smiled to herself, remembering how she had gotten her and the first time she had walked these streets. 

At 21 years old, Rachel was young in getting her bachelors degree. An accelerated course of study through high school in conjunction with full-time college classes through the spring, summer and fall had allowed her to graduate earlier than most of her peers. She had made the decision early on that she wanted to go on and get her PhD and then go back to teach math at a university. Her decision had been one that had made her parents endlessly proud. 

Rachel’s father was a man who had worked hard his entire life to get what he wanted. A laborer by nature, he had worked in construction, been a plumber, electrician, mason, he had even bailed hay at one point that Rachel could remember. Nicholas Hunter was man to whom family came first and last and there was no other way to go about it. He had married his high school sweetheart and after several years of trying, they had been able to have Rachel. It had been a troubled pregnancy though and Tracy Hunters doctor had determined that it was lucky they had even been able to have Rachel. He also broke the terrible news to them that she would no longer be able to have children after Rachel. With Rachel being their only child, her parents had thrown their lives into assuring the future of their daughter. Mrs. Hunter had decided to stay home and raise Rachel, always making sure she did her homework and watching after her with a close eye. Her father had worked himself to the bone day after day but he always came home with a smile on his face. For him, the fact that his baby girl was warm, safe and provided for was all the motivation he needed to get out of bed every morning.

Then, in the 2nd grade, Rachel’s teacher informed her parents that Rachel was showing aptitudes for mathematics and science that were far beyond the level of the other students. She was gifted and if upwardly motivated, would be capable of doing just about anything she wanted in life. Rachel’s parents had taken this to heart, wanting better for their daughter than they had, so they pushed her as far down the academic road as they knew how. Rachel could remember her father coming home with armloads of books for Rachel to read. Classic literature, math, physics, biology, philosophy, anything and everything that she could get her hands on academically she absorbed like a sponge. While she knew she was gifted, it wasn’t until her 10th grade year that Rachel knew exactly what it was that she needed to do with her gift. 

She had been out with friends, riding around and enjoying a Friday night as usual. She had left that night thinking that her mother was in bed and that her father had gone out to have a few drinks with friends, something that was a rare occasion for the man. Rachel’s father rarely took leisure time for himself as he worked almost constantly. They had gotten hungry and decided to stop at a McDonalds near her house to get something to eat before dropping her off. When they had gone inside, Rachel felt her heart stop when she saw who was working behind the counter. When her father saw her, he smiled and waved her over.

“Hey baby. What are you doing here?”

She stammered for a moment and then collected her thoughts.

“Dad…. I thought you were going out.”

He smiled sheepishly and tousled her brunette hair,

“Yeah, I guess I did didn’t I? I’ve actually been working here nights for the last couple of months. It’s been kind of hard to find anything better lately around here and…. money is money. Besides…were in a recession and I needed to make a little more to put in your college fund.”

Rachel felt tears well in her eyes when she realized what it was her father was doing. Here was a 38-year-old man who had worked his entire life to support her and he was flipping burgers by night to keep doing so. Her mother and father barely saw each other, she knew that and it hurt her even more. It struck her then, more than any other moment in her life exactly what all the sacrifices her parents had made for her meant. She had vowed then and there, that she would do everything she could, she would use every bit of the intellect she had been blessed with to ensure that there would come a day when her parents never had to work again.

When her dad had gotten home that night, Rachel was waiting for him in the kitchen. He came in, already changed into normal clothes and wearing a confused expression on his face.

“Rachel, what are you doing up? It’s late sweetheart, you should be in bed.”

Standing up, Rachel walked over and stood before he father for a moment, looking up at his green eyes, the same eyes that she herself shared. A moment later, she threw her arms around him and bawled into his chest.

Taken aback, he paused for a moment and then wrapped one arm around her and stroked her hair with other hand. Resting his chin on the crown of her head, he whispered,

“Rachel…what’s wrong? 

She cried for a minute a moment more and then managed to choke out between sobs,

“I’m sorry Daddy, I’m so sorry. I promise that someday you and mom won’t ever have to work again.”

She felt her fathers strong hands grip her shoulders and he gently pushed her away from him. Kneeling in front of her, he wiped the tears out of her eyes with the back of one calloused hand. He then looked at her and smiled,

“Rachel…always remember that have worked this hard all these years because I wanted to. It’s the same reason you mother decided to stay home and help raise you. We did all of it by choice so we could give you the best life we could. Your happiness and success are all we need in life.”

She shook her head defiantly and looked him in the eye, a cold shot of steel working its way into her deep green eyes.

“I’ve decided that I’m going to try to be a teacher at some big university. I’m going to teach math and I’m going to be the best professor they have ever seen in their lives. I’ll make sure that when I do they give me the highest damn salary they have ever had to pay anyone, before or since. [font=14]I’m going to move you and mom wherever I am and I’m going to hire people to rub your back, pour your drinks and chew your food if you want. You’ve worked too hard to have to flip burgers nightly. God gave me this brain and I intend to use it.[/font=14]”

A sleepy voice came from the hallway,

“When you do all of this, do you intend to hire someone to control your volume level as well?”
Her mother was standing in the door jam from the kitchen to living room, leaning against it and tightening the belt on her robe.

Rachel realized that she had been yelling and lowered her volume level,

“I’m sorry for waking you Mom. I just……….I want you two to have a good life for once.”

Her mother smiled sheepishly and walked over, grabbing Rachel from her father and wrapping her in a tight hug.

“You do that then. Go on and make us proud. Go as far in life as you can.”

Her father stood back up and wrapped the both of them in bear hug. He got a coy grin on his face and looked at his daughter,

“You can keep the people to chew my food though, I can handle that well enough on my own.”

Rachel giggled and felt herself being lifted off the ground. Her father was a large man and years of laboring had honed his physical strength greatly. He had picked up both her and her mother and dragged them to the floor, tickling them the whole way. She had ended up wrestling with her father for a bit and her mother had escaped and started making breakfast. They had eaten and spent the rest of the morning discussing the details of Rachel’s newfound plan in life.

After that, Rachel had thrown herself into her schoolwork, becoming more and more motivated as the academic world continued to open itself up to her. After scoring a 33 on the ACT and a 1559 on the SAT, she practically had colleges begging her to come and study with them. She ended up graduating valedictorian of her class and had gotten her bachelors degree from UCLA. She had been debating where she wanted to go to graduate school, when the call from Teiu had come. They wanted her to come out and tour the campus. She could remember her excitement as she had disembarked her plane at Will Rogers International Airport in Oklahoma City. There had been a car waiting for her and a young woman named Janet Mathis had driven her down to the Academy. They had talked the whole way about Rachel’s life and what California was like. When they approached Lawton though and Rachel saw Teiu for the first time, she knew that was where she wanted to go. She had toured the buildings of the university block, the dormitories, the natatorium, the gyms, the cafeterias and so much more. She could remember being fascinated than by the magic of Teiu and still was to this day.

The campus itself seemed to be a place set apart from time and nature. Everything had a surrealistic feel to it, like you were living in a dream. Even the buildings seemed like something out of a novel. Built in a traditional European style, all of the main buildings had large columns lining the front of them and large staircases led up to all the main buildings. In fact, the math and science buildings in the university area were surrounded by staircases on all sides, making one feel like you were entering the den of some important congregation. Rachel had no doubt that the original designers of the school had probably intended this as it cause one to feel subconsciously humbled as they entered the hallowed halls of leaning. Ornate banisters lined all the staircases as well and were often capped at either end by a statue of some kind. It was often an angel or other variety of cherubim that held this duty but occasionally flowers in large permanently affixed stone pots were the decoration of choice.


The plant life was yet another fascinating part of the ambience of the Teiu campus grounds. Trees and plants that had no business growing in the midwestern United States seemed to thrive in abundance at Teiu. The school was home to the largest collection of Cherry Blossom Trees in the US, an honor that Rachel had previously thought was held by Washington D.C. They lined the streets of Teiu and in depending on what time of the year it was, the streets were either shaded by a glorious pink shade or there was a rain of the beautiful leaves falling from the skies. Rachel would often walk at night down these roads, viewing the school in a foggy night. The 18th century English lampposts that lined the streets made one feel as if they had stepped into a Sherlock Holmes novel. Even the bathhouse had several small oases of palm trees growing in them. 

Rachel had been taken aback when Janet had shown her the floor of the massive female dorm tower that was dominated by a single, huge bath. Laid out like a large swimming pool, small artificial islands dotted the pool and waterfalls fell from random outcroppings. Showers lined one wall to actually bathe with and there were smaller tubs to be found lining the walls if one wanted to relax and soak in private. Overall, the entire room made one feel as if they had fallen into some kind of tropical aquatic playground. The water in the pool was kept hot enough that it steamed and it was favorite place of Rachel’s to relax in. Even after she had gotten her own apartment, she came back here often, not to bathe but rather to relax and soak away her troubles.

She could remember asking Janet on the tour,

“What’s with all the Japanese influences on the school?”

Janet had smiled and gestured out over the campus,

“Teiu is actually the third of a trinity of school to be built by one man. He was a Japanese gentleman named Toko Motosuwa and he had been commissioned by the Japanese government to build schools to teach the academically elite during World War II. There were two campuses built in Japan, Mahora Academy and Yamamoto Academy. Both of those school were finished by the mid to late parts of the war but after the Japanese lost the war, they stayed open as private academies for the academic elite and the wealthy in Japan.”

Rachel was still confused,

“Why build one dead in the middle of the United States though?”

Janet got a perplexed look on her face,

“Actually, no one really knows why he came and built this school. I’ve heard rumors that some independently wealthy financier commissioned to have this school built but no one really knows for sure.”

“One last question.”

“Shoot”

“How do the cherry blossom trees stay alive? It’s way too hot here for them to thrive. The ground is way too dry as well?”

Janet got an almost devilish look on her face before she answered,

“You have just asked a question that people have been asking for over 60 years. The cherry blossom trees were imported from Japan for the opening ceremony of the school and weren’t expected to survive. They were to be a part of that ceremony and nothing more. After they died, the school was going to replace them with cottonwood or juniper trees, something that would thrive in this area.”

Rachel looked the woman in the eye, confusion running through her eyes,

“What happened?”

Janet looked at her with a mischievous smile on her face,

“No one knows. That’s one of the great mysteries of this school. The trees never died. They survived and grew. Some of them should have rotted and died long ago but they didn’t. They are still here and hopefully always will be. That’s why the cherry blossom tree is the main part of the school seal. It’s said that as long as these trees live, so does Teiu.”

Rachel had been fascinated with that. The mystique and magic of the school had captured her and ultimately she decided that this was where she wanted to go to graduate school. 

“Rachel….. RACHEL!!!”

Shaking herself out of her reverie, Rachel turned to the sound of her name called and groaned when she saw who was coming. Of all the people that she did not want to run into this morning, Louis Skipmore was probably one of the highest on her list. The boy had seemed to have a crush on her since she had arrived at the school. The whole thing had started when the little dweeb had accidentally gone into the wrong gym locker room and had gotten an eyeful of Rachel showering. Since, he had following her around like a lost star struck puppy. She has eventually gotten use to him though and he came in quite handy when she needed help with her quantum mechanics homework. At a lanky 6’2” and maybe 150 lbs the young man perpetually looked like he was tripping over himself. Acne covered a face that was protected by thick glasses. A ceaselessly uncontrollable mop of black hair topped his head. He was however, one of the few people at the Academy who put Rachel to shame in the area of academics and she often went to get help from him when she needed help in Chandling’s class. Quantum theory seemed to come naturally to Louis, which clued at an intellect that Rachel suspected was probably far more potent than even her own. He caught up to her and looked down at her, panting to catch his breath,

“Hey Rachel, where are you off to?”

“I was just going to get some coffee Louis, would you care to join me?”

He visibly swelled at the invite,

“Sure, I’d love to.”

“Good and can you tell me what is going on in pages 364-375 of Chandling’s book? Something about Schrödinger, a cat and a waveform function that I’m having problems with.”
