
 

AN UNWELCOME VISITOR 

The lunch bell rang, and my fourth-period English students scrambled out the door and down the 

hall. After walking to the office to check my mailbox, I was heading back to my classroom. Kate 

Cary stopped me in front of the cafeteria. As I stood talking to Kate, I noticed our Vice Principal 

Wilbur Svenson, sitting at a cafeteria table with his back to me. 

Wilbur was another of the unqualified. A vice principal is supposed to have an administrative 

license. Wilbur didn’t. So the powers that be made him “Dean of Students”, supposedly until he 

could get his certification. That “interim position” lasted for more than seven years. Unlike his 

buddies Ferret and Baird, Wilbur was more casual. He rarely wore a suit and favored polo shirts 

and khakis. His belly earned him the nickname “the Keg”. He always wore tinted glasses, which 

made him somewhat intimidating to some. Before becoming “Dean,” he taught history and 

served as the athletic director. He was proud that most people still called him Coach. Kate tilted 

her head slightly towards the young man who was standing with her. “Would you mind checking 

on my classroom?” 

“Sure, I can do that.” 

“Thanks. I need to go to the office. I’ll only be a few minutes.” 

“No problem.” 

Her tone and the look on her face told another story. So, I studied the stranger as Kate turned and 

walked away. He was tall and thin, about 5’11”. His pale face was sprinkled with freckles and 



framed with brown hair. He looked to be 18 or 19 and something about his expression looked a 

little “off”, maybe a little spacey. He looked familiar. I finally remembered. He’d been in one of 

my advisories. Advisories are brief periods at the start of the day. Students gather in the morning 

for attendance, to watch the morning news, to say the Pledge of Allegiance, and to listen to 

announcements. Advisories contain a mix of students—from kids on the honor roll to special 

education students—and they vary from year to year. Unless they were in another one of my 

classes, I usually didn’t know them well. 

He had been a special-education student. The only special-education students in my classes were 

those that required minor course modifications and little support. I hadn’t seen him for several 

years, so I began searching my memory. What was his name? 

Kate asked him to follow her. Instead, he turned and followed me. I stepped up my pace. He 

walked faster. I crossed to the right side of the hall. He did the same. I walked faster. He matched 

my pace. Something wasn’t right. At Kate’s classroom, I stood in the doorway so the students 

could see me. Some who knew me looked up and smiled. Some said,” hello.” Others kept 

working on their math assignment. One boy whispered to another, just loud enough for me to 

hear: “Why is he with Mrs. Adams now?” I stood in the doorway while the stranger lurked 

behind me in the hallway. He was invading my space—and I didn’t like it one bit. 

Then he leaned over my left side, brushed his body against mine, and peered into the classroom. 

Chills crept down my spine. Suddenly I was sixteen again, and I heard the crackling of hard 

plastic. I was not the only one who was uncomfortable. The students began to fidget and 

whisper. It was clear that my shadow wasn’t a welcome visitor. The clock was ticking. 



Maintaining my composure was becoming harder. Kate should never have left me with this 

strange man! Time was passing. 

Finally, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Kate approaching. Thinking that someone from the 

administration would also be on the way, I started to return to my classroom. But I wasn’t alone. 

My route took me down a dimly lit hallway that circled the library. Everything was quiet. All the 

classrooms were empty. The school librarian was busy on her computer. I wished she wasn’t 

concentrating so hard. If she looked up, she could see everything—including the menacing 

stranger following me down the darkened hall. 

As I walked in silence, more images of an early summer evening in 1975 in Livingston, Montana 

intruded. A man rushing from behind covered my face with plastic. I was gasping for air. That 

struggle with my assailant became my reality. I was once again running down the middle of 

Calendar Street screaming for help, smudged mascara tears pouring, sounds of coins hitting the 

pavement, flashes of red and green lights and broken images of my sister’s face appeared out of 

nowhere. The words, “He wanted to do more than rape you” rang loud in my ears. A glimpse of 

Mrs. Jones returned me to the present. Mrs. Jones has to know something’s wrong. Call the 

office, call the office. Tell Kate that the man is still following me. She sees me now, why isn’t she 

doing anything? I don’t understand. 
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