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A House Divided – Honorable Mention 

    It was once written that a house divided against itself could not stand, just as a 

kingdom divided against itself can not survive, but that was a long time ago, in an era that 

the schoolchildren of Stowe Elementary never knew, nor did they care to. They had 

everything that they needed: food, shelter, clothing, intelligence, knowledge, money, and 

even social rankings (especially among the older pupils). History wasn’t taught at Stowe 

Elementary. It wasn’t important enough, especially next to the recent, remarkable 

advances in science and mathematics. Who cares to read The Jungle when one could 

instead enjoy Saturday cartoons?  Why look in the past when the future is so promising? 

These thoughts were what Stowe Elementary encouraged in its eager disciples, as they 

have been for the past six generations, but not all were fooled. 

    Young Geordi Williams was among the older students still attending the school, and 

he’s lived through more principals than most people would care to count. Every year or 

two, the old superintendent was ousted and replaced, but they all promised to offer the 

same things: greater food, greater nurses, greater uniforms, greater staff, greater security, 

greater test results, and a greater school in general. Geordi scoffed at them and their 

ignorance. To be great was wonderful, but that wasn’t the problem. The problem wasn’t 

something that could be solved solely by rules or regulation or even learning. The 

problem was one of division, not just in the school but in the student’s hearts. 

    As Geordi rode the bus to Stowe Elementary in the early morning, he had to be careful 



to steer clear of the cliques he didn’t belong in - the rich kids in the front of the bus, who 

gave him harsh looks as he took his seat in the back. Then for classes, the girls were 

ushered into simpler classrooms while the boys attended advanced mathematics and 

literature. By the time lunch came around, Geordi was well and truly stuck at the end of 

the lunch line, a rainbow of students in front of him, lined up according to class and 

praying that the good food was still left by the time he could fill his tray, and then he had 

to sit with his class in the back corner in a sort of semi-isolation; there was no interaction 

between classes. In fact, the only time of the day where students weren’t separated in any 

way was at the end, where they were too interested in escaping school to care for those 

last few minutes. 

    ‘But it doesn’t have to be this way,’ Geordi knew. In some ways, his parents’ 

generation could have prevented this division, at least to a certain extent, but the rules 

were no longer dictated by the adults. Instead, they were controlled and enforced by the 

students themselves, specifically by those that benefitted from them and those that didn’t 

want to cause trouble. Not even the principal would be able to abolish the resentment 

deeply embedded into each child’s heart, but there had to be a way… 

    The next school day Geordi did something unprecedented; he sat on the wrong side of 

the bus. At first, many of his friends thought that he was insane, but their concern was not 

enough to come to his defense when another boy, one year younger than Geordi but twice 

as large, glared down at him and stated, “You’re in my spot.” 

    “Am I? Your name isn’t on it,” Geordi replied, having already expected this 

conversation. The younger boy, whose name was Tom Jeffers, clenched his fists and 

narrowed his eyes menacingly, “I sit there every day.” 



    “I know,” Geordi confirmed with a nod, his face getting steadily hotter as Tom 

continued to glare at him. “Except for the weekends.” 

    “Then you are in my seat.” 

       “My momma pays just as much as yours for me to ride here, so here I will ride,” 

Geordi stated, ignoring the butterflies beginning to swirl around his stomach. As Tom 

made a move to lunge at him, he quickly added with false confidence, “Unless you want 

to get a teacher involved.” 

    This stopped Tom, just as Geordi hoped it would. While disciplinary action might not 

diminish the grudge he younger boy now held for Geordi, it would be enough to make 

anyone second-guess their actions. With one last glare, Tom stalked off to find another 

seat, leaving Geordi with his small victory. But winning a new bus seat was a trivial 

thing; he wanted to win unity. 

    Next came phase two of his plan: the classes. For this, he had cajoled the help of one of 

his relatives, a girl named Mary Williams, to attend one of the boys’ science classes 

while he attended the girls’ sewing instructions. Everything was going according to plan 

until the teacher realized that five of her students (Mary and four of her friends) were 

replaced by a single boy. Geordi gulped inaudibly as the old, prim woman raised her 

pointed chin and asked with hostility, “Who are you?” 

    From her voice, one might have guessed that Geordi was nothing more than a pesky fly 

buzzing around her thin head, and from his vantage point he could clearly see the name 

tag pinned on her shirt - Mrs. Ellie  C. Stinnet. He kept his own voice polite and ignored 

the curious looks the female students were giving him, “I’m Geordi Williams, and I will 

be taking this class today.” 



     “Nonsense!” Mrs. Stinnet proclaimed, but Geordi wasn’t going to give up. The girls 

hadn’t been sent back yet, which meant that they must have had success, so he wasn’t 

about to back down. With a patient grin, he asked, “Are there any rules forbidding me 

from being here?” 

    “Of cour-” Mrs. Stinnet cut herself short as she tried to recall the many regulations in 

place at Stowe Elementary, searching for one that would send the boy out of her class. 

Geordi subconsciously fidgeted with the hem of his shirt as the minutes ticked by, the 

teacher’s mouth dropping lower and lower until it rested in a scowl, “Very well, but I will 

not be reviewing any material you might have missed.” 

    To say that that class was difficult was an understatement, and he knew that Mary and 

her friends must have had a rough time. The only reason he hadn’t completely failed was 

because some of the girls in the class took pity on him and discreetly showed him the 

right way to thread a needle and weave it through the cloth. Needless to say, his 

“pillowcase” still turned out to be a piece of junk consisting of various cloth wadded up 

and bound together, but he was still hopeful. Maybe, just maybe, Mary had had more 

luck. 

    He met her in the hallway on the way to lunch, and unfortunately she had bad news. 

With a grimace, she commented, “We haven’t been doing mathematics, and we don’t 

really know where to start. Your teacher let us stay, and some of the guys helped us with 

the algebra, but we just won’t be able to keep this up for long. How many days will we 

do this?” 

    “As long as it takes,” Geordi replied with a sigh and a smile. Mary raised an eyebrow 

at him, “You’re crazy. Sure, I tried one day, just for you, but you might be talking about 



forever. The world isn’t going to change because one boy decided to take a sewing class 

instead of geometry or because he managed to earn a solitary bus ride in the wrong 

section. That’s not how the world works. What are you going to do next? Cut in the lunch 

line?” 

    Geordi opened his mouth to retort, but no sound came out. She had a point, one that he 

couldn’t ignore. But he wasn’t expecting to change the world by himself; he was 

expecting to change the people around him. He wanted to create a ripple effect, starting 

with his Stowe Elementary, where peers strengthened peers and friends helped friends 

until they eventually reached the entire earth. Were those unrealistic expectations? 

Perhaps, but Geordi answered with a grin all the same, “You’ll see, Mary. You’ll see.” 

    Lunch rolled around, and Geordi was in the back of the line as usual. The food that 

was still left was largely unsatisfactory, but he could care less as he steeled his nerves and 

started walking towards the class in the middle of the room. One by one, students in the 

center class noticed his approach, as did the other classes. Hushed whispers erupted 

across the cafeteria, but he pretended not to care, carefully regulating his breathing and 

keeping his mind off of worst case scenarios. The teachers didn’t often watch the 

lunchroom because no one was stupid enough to break class rank, until today, so he had 

every right to be- 

    WHAM! 

    Geordi’s tray clattered to the ground, his food scattering all over the floor. His mouth 

opened and eyes widened in shock, only to see Tom smirking down at him with a 

particularly triumphant gleam in his eye as he walked off, “Watch where you’re going 

next time.” 



    To make matters worse, both Mary and Mrs. Stinnet had witnessed the entire thing, the 

former gazing at him with an expression of pity and horror and the latter glowing smugly. 

Geordi's smile, which had been stubbornly plastered on his face the entire day, 

disappeared instantly as he kneeled down to clean up his mess. His movements were 

jerky and his face was scrunched up in a barely-concealed glower, worsening the longer 

he worked. ‘Stupid bully… And the teacher did nothing… She was happy! I can’t believe 

that I expected anything different. This whole idea was dumb. Maybe Mary was right…’ 

    But as he glanced around to see how much food he still had left to clean, he noticed 

two students perhaps three years younger than him - the kids that sit at the front of the 

bus, no less - silently picking up the rest of his mess. He stared at them for a moment in 

surprise as one of them, a boy, nodded silently as if to say “No problem” while the other, 

a girl, simply smiled and gave him a friendly wave. It wasn’t much, but it was more than 

anything else that had ever been done at Stowe Elementary. As the students returned to 

their seats, with the entire student body gaping at them, Geordi’s smile returned. 

    ‘Or maybe Mary was wrong.’ 


