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Even though she looked different,  

ANITA NEVER GIVES UP 

She was your average teenage girl, or at least she hoped she was.. walking down 

Madison ave. in grey sweats and her hands deep in her pockets, as though she were 

hiding from the law. Hopefully no one would be curious enough to take a closer look, as 

she found, that she could repel their glances even in the nighttime. At least she had 

sweats now.. she’d remembered her elementary school days, and her favorite dress, a 

chequered gown cut off at the sleeves to show off her pearly skin. If only she could have 

remained as oblivious now as she was then; to her, that was all that changed, the 

awareness. The pretty green eyes remained, even puberty was a synch, she never 

understood the fuss. 

Anita Valore walked past lighted shop window display after shop display with her head 

down, exposing her dark long hair, dyed, but that was the only extent she could take it. 

She hated mirrors; her bright reflection seemed to follow her like an evil shadow, yet 

her real shadow seemed to give her some peace – it had survived her, her albino skin, 

the one part of her that won life, she thought; an ebony splendor. 

A brisk walk around two corners and she’d reached Bronser str., home. When she 

walked up to number 13 and brought out a key to bypass the buzzers, her near 

translucent hands shone in the streetlight. It was a neighbourhood unbecoming of her 

pretty last name. it wasn’t right; Valores lived in castles, fairytales; hell she should have 

had her own perfume. Apartment 2 was a flat on the ground floor. Uncle Tom wouldn’t 

be back for at least another hour; he was probably out drinking with his buddies or 

something. Considering she’d lost her parents at a young age, to divorce, Uncle Tom was 

a ray of light in her life. He was the only one she was proud to call family. He’d 

supported her through school, saved her from homelessness, sometimes she could 

swear that he avoided bringing women home because of her. She had mixed feelings 

about that though. 

She drifted past the two sofas and the barcalounger, ignored the small kitchen with the 

veneer wood cabinets, swung open her room door and switched on the lights. The dark 

room became a light shade of violet. It was like walking into a bug zapper, although the 

innards were quite tidy. The air suggested a spray of lavender, which would have been 
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heavenly if it had any air to dissipate with; her shut windows wouldn’t let any in. She 

shuffled to the one mirror she loved just above the dresser and stared hard at it. 

Somehow, her eyes retained their color. Her features were slender and smooth, but 

healthy all the same. She was pretty in pink. If only the world was like her room, 

fluoresced pink, it would have been perfect, ordered, without prejudice; but tomorrow 

was Monday, and Monday meant school. 

“God, I hate Mondays.” 

Anita walked into the hallway of Hyland-Cavaney high in low spirits. She wore a navy 

blue shirt with denim, a pair of old Converse and a cream school bag slung over one 

shoulder. She hated getting lost in the sea of humming classmates. Someone was always 

calling another’s name. It was always “hey Michael!” or “Jesse over here!” but never 

hers. She headed straight for the classroom where there was some semblance of peace 

and quiet. Only four others had reached it before her: two scrawny boys in the back she 

was sure didn’t belong there were laughing over something on a piece of paper. The 

class rep. Sue was seated in her chair at the front row squinting at her iPhone with as 

much scrutiny as her thick glasses would allow. The last was a quiet boy, Micah, seated 

just a space over from hers to the left, the last on the row. She’d known Micah in name 

only, but she felt he was one of the few who were truly introverted, and not just toward 

her. They were the worst; the ones who acted like they didn’t acknowledge you at all. 

She decided she’d watch Micah in class through the corner of her eye, he never stole a 

glance at her once. He was like a robot. When the teacher came in, he looked up; when 

the teacher left, he looked down, that was it. A tinge of anger built up slowly in her mind 

class after class till it became a junkyard of malice. She knew if she had to act on it soon 

or suffer the guilt forever. So she bided her time. 2:00pm came and the closing bell rang. 

Micah was in no rush to leave, he doctored his notes calmly. Anita felt teased. He was 

teasing her. What high schooler stayed back after school to edit notes? What high 

schooler stayed back after school at all? 

“Why don’t you like me?” she shot. 

Micah raised his head slowly, puzzled no doubt. He had his lips pursed as though words 

had failed them. 

“You heard me.” she cocked. “What don’t you like about me?” 
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“I don’t hate you.  Is everything okay?’ he replied, a little shaken. But she wouldn’t back 

down that easy. 

“What’s wrong? Are you scared, you pussy?!” 

“Don’t call me that.” he replied, eyes darting slightly. About three quarters of the class 

had already left, and the remainder looked deep in concentration, but he could tell they 

were taking mental notes. 

“Oh you don’t like it when I call you a pussy?” 

“Please stop.” he said. 

“Well that’s one thing you don’t like about me.. now I need you to tell me more, 

everything. Don’t hold back.” 

“I can’t just do that.” Micah started. “I barely even know you. What is this?” 

“Then write it down. You love to write. Write what you feel. Everybody feels something 

about someone they meet. Do it, or I’ll spend all of class tomorrow staring you in the 

face. I mean it.” 

That felt great. As she walked out of class, she could still sense the heat coming off 

Micah’s face. She wasn’t sure why she was so thrilled about it. No one wants to be 

hated, yet alone know why they're hated. 

She’d remembered the first time she discovered what she was. She was 7 at the time 

and snuck out to the school playground during music to bathe in the sunlight against her 

teacher’s warnings. When her skin started to go red, it felt so surreal, almost reptilian, 

to look down where her arm once was and see a candy cane. Then the bald mormon 

from math class screamed “Get out of the sun, albino!” in alarm. Fast forward to when 

she was on the home internet linkey page.  Albino was a safe search, so she wasn’t 

being cursed out or anything. It was even more brutal. It was unfair. Even to the internet 

she was like an outcast. Something about ‘gene all ells’ who cares? She wasn’t even 

meant to see straight. But she could see just fine! Every web page she opened revealed a 

new nightmare. Even albino animals had it bad. At least psycho lizards got to scare 

others away from their territory. At least hermaphrodite worms got to bang themselves. 

She even read about something called ‘cipa’ where if you had it you got to be 

Superman, why couldn’t she have had that. What were albino rats used for? 
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Experiments. Figures. Even albino squirrels couldn’t protect themselves. Destiny had 

dealt her a cruel hand – she was born to be weak. 

Anita was little short of delighted to step into school Tuesday. It was time for Micah to 

spill it. She half-skipped past the chattering hallway and into class. Micah was there. His 

eyes darted upwards almost instantly, then receded into an uncomfortable sigh. She 

sashayed comically, past a texting Sue and into her seat; and without so much as a good 

morning, began a blank stare into the side of Micah’s face. 

A non-committal Micah dipped his hand into his knapsack and brought out a folded 

sheet of paper. She snatched it from his shaky grip, then inhaled. She could almost see 

the ink etchings fighting their way through the back of the paper. The tension was so 

gratifying. 

“What are you going to do to me?” he asked, with a note of concern on his face. 

“Nothing if this is well done.” she replied, fingering the folded sheet. 

“Could you please not open that till I’m gone?” Micah asked through slacked eyebrows. 

With a silly grin at him, Anita tucked away the sheet into her milk bag. She could 

categorize his thoughts into one of three: he’d thought she was a bully and caved in; in 

that case he would be a sap OR he’d thought she was an emotionally starved drama 

queen who needed attention, and he pitied her; in that case he would be a plane 

douche OR he’d thought she was harboring a crush on him, and couldn’t control it any 

longer; in that case he’d be an idiot – what she had planned was way more intricate, she 

was going to overturn all the things that were not appealing about her. She was going to 

make herself attractive. There would be no more blaming the fates, no more wondering. 

Everything on that list she would counter someway, somehow. 

She spent all school day itching to open the note. Somehow the clock on the wall 

seemed to tick slower. When Ms. Richards came in to teach Civics she observed a boy 

classmate oogle her a bit. Ms. Richards was a pale woman. She, Ms. Valore, was even 

paler. If boys could drool over her, she, Anita could do even better. What, they boasted 

almost the same body shape and features, and height wise she wasn’t far off; and the 

sequin blouse and short dress skirt must have helped matters… 

Brnnnng! 
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The closing bell seemed to wake Anita from a deep slumber. Instantly she darted out 

the class, getting weird looks from some of her classmates in the process. Soon she was 

out in the fields. She ripped the sheet from her bag, and opened it in front of her as she 

walked. It was listed. Micah hadn’t tried any stupid tricks. She started down the list. 

1. I don’t like how wispy your hair is  

Anita ran her fingers through her hair. She wasn’t totally sure what wispy meant, but no 

matter, it couldn’t be anything a hair straightener couldn’t fix. She read on.  

2. I don’t like the smell of your breath    

That was harsh. She was beginning to think the entire thing was an affront on her 

hygiene even when she considered herself tidy. Listerine, dental floss, extra strength 

colgate and maybe some tic tacs. The next item on the list made her stop in her tracks 

and think. 

3. I don’t like that thing you do with your eyes 

The thing she does with her eyes what was he talking about? How she looked at people? 

Were they not symmetrical? That was unlikely – she’d been checking them out in her 

mirror for years. Was she not getting enough sleep? If something was wrong with her 

eyes it pretty much took top priority.  To be accepted, she at least needed to be able to 

look people in the face. Anita wolfed down the list. 

4. I don’t like how I never see you with other girls 

Well. 

5. I don’t like how you always act tired 

6. I don’t like the shuffling thing you do with your feet 

7. I don’t like your watch 

She breezed into a small pharmacy on the way home, shimmied round the prescription 

line and headed for the sundry shelves. Soon she was fingering through the rotating rack 

of cheap sunshades. She grabbed the darkest one she could find, also a tic tac, tipped 

the cashier, donned the glasses and stepped outside. She never even noticed the small 

tag brushing against her right cheek. One pair of folded arms and a myriad of quick 

strides later she was home. 
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“You're home early.” she quipped. Uncle Tom was spread on the barcalounger, 

engrossed in an episode of cops. “Half day.” he replied. “Can you imagine? Everyday 

should be like this.” 

She hurried to her room. “How was school today?” “Fine.” she shouted from the edge of 

her doorframe, then closed the door. She didn’t want to have to explain the glasses to 

him.. she switched on the violet lamps and headed straight for the mirror. Through the 

glasses her reflection looked hazy, but she could tell they fit her face. She grabbed a 

comb from the dresser drawer, put it to her scalp and started to stroke. She went 45 

minutes straight without so much as a pause. The skin of her hairline singed, but indeed 

she felt all the curls had left. She would follow the exercise nights and mornings too – 

just before leaving for school, that would surely keep it in place. She would be sleeping 

on her face tonight. 

Wednesday morning Anita strutted down the school hallway, she strained her eyes as 

much as possible to see through the shades and see if anyone paid her any notice. She 

picked up a few – passive, but notable. At least they didn’t look through her like a void. 

She skipped into class later than usual, mainly because she’d spent a chunk of the 

morning combing her hair. About half the class had already showed up, and the reaction 

was less inspiring than she hoped – murmurs, some sniggers, someone even managed 

to let out an audible ‘ha!’ Micah was seated as usual, he never even lifted an eyebrow at 

her arrival. She burrowed into her seat, sulking to herself. 

Ms. Richards’ was the first class they had that morning, and Anita might as well have 

brought a loaded gun to class… 

“You, take those off.” 

“I have really sensitive eyes” said Anita. 

“Well they weren’t sensitive yesterday.” replied Ms. Richards, this time in a striped 

white blouse. “C’mon, let’s see them…” 

Anita picked up her bag and stormed out of the classroom at once. It just seemed the 

less humiliating thing to do. She headed for the cafeteria; usually the lunch lady didn’t 

come out till 12:30. She was sure to get some alone time to think things out. On her way 

there she stopped over to glance at the notice board. She’d ignored it for so long she 

nearly forgot it was still there. A particular flier caught her eye. She pulled it from the 
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tack. ‘Cheerleading tryouts next week’ It bore no requirements, just a venue and a time, 

then a whole lot of glitter. ‘Basketball court, Friday” she took that to mean after classes. 

Cheerleading. It couldn’t have been that difficult. To hold up pompoms and shake for 

the crowd. She remembered a section off Micah’s list. I hate that I never see you with 

other girls. What better girls to be seen with than the Hyland-Cavaney cheerleading 

squad? 

Friday. At the recruitment interview, all five cheerleaders were present. On Anita’s 

arrival, Brandon, Joan’s boyfriend was the only other feature of an otherwise empty 

court. He and Joan’s playful gestures drew jealous glances from the rest of the team just 

before his departure. There was the ebony Debres Fields, Joan’s best friend; also 

Willow, Kimora and Frances. Anita wasn’t sure if they were real names or not, but she 

had heard them enough to identify them with. They were all in an older class than she 

was. Brandon passed her by on his way out; he had a youthful charm and a handsome 

face, she’d heard about him too, but he looked much more appealing up close. She 

found herself having a tinge of jealousy towards Joan too. 

“Welcome to the interview.” 

Anita let out a gasp of fear. Where she thought she’d seen a giant stuffed doll on the 

front row of the stands, the team mascot, the hyland owl had walked up to meet her. 

“Stay away from her, Miles. What are you doing here anyway?” said Joan. 

“Just providing some team spirit.” chided the mascot. 

“Get out!” The mascot fumbled into the dressing room. She then turned to Anita. 

“What’s with the glasses?” 

Anita placed a finger on the frame of her shades, then thought the better of it. “It’s just 

something I’m trying out.” 

“Well it seems like you're the only one who bothered showing up.” Joan continued. 

“name?” 

“Joan Rivers.” 

The rest of the cheerleaders giggled. Anita had assumed they would be handing out trick 

questions. Also, she was a bit nervous, they all looked so confident. 
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“No, I meant your name, silly.” 

“Anita, Anita Valore.” 

“Can you dance, Anita?” came Debres Fields. 

“A little bit.” 

“Well, show us what you got.” 

Frances revealed a small stereo and activated it. Kaskade’s ‘Move for me’ began to play. 

Anita took a deep breath, settled herself, then danced as much as her tight jeans and 

shirt would let her. She made sure to try to lift up her feet as much as possible, like the 

ballerinas, she thought it was an important part of cheerleading. Somehow she felt 

she’d performed terribly after the song was over, but all the team bore a straight face. 

Debris Fields even offered her a small grin. 

“I think we’ve seen what we needed to see.” said Joan. ”we’ll contact you.” 

Anita sprang out of the court feeling spry. They would contact her. She never noticed 

the video camera focused on them from the 23rd row. That was.. until October 28th, 

three days to Halloween. Anita had come to school without her watch to a small hum of 

sniggers from different sectors of the busy hallway. It was more attention than she 

could ignore. When she shuffled into class, the situation never deterred. A small bunch 

of students had come early to get a glimpse of her. She got a glimpse of one of the 

phones they brandished and her heart sank some centimeters. A pale woman dancing. It 

didn’t take long for her to discover the video. ‘Anita dancing – so funny!’ had already 

gone viral. She stormed out of class an emotional wreck, but never showed any tears. 

She refused to show up at school till the night of the Halloween party. For two days 

she’d left home early searching for the right costume. Uncle Tom was unaware she was 

skipping lectures. In the end she opted for a getup known simply as ‘the bride’ though it 

looked anything but. It was a long menacing black dress which included a large mess of 

dark, heavy set makeup. She needed as little students to recognize her as possible, and 

it worked. When she stepped into the decorationally spooked out basketball court at 

8;00 in the evening, the party was already in full swing, and if anyone paid her any 

notice, it was because of how scary her dress looked. The cheerleaders were still pretty 

recognizable though, even more so because they were in group. Brandon hovered 

around Joan as usual and they basked in each other’s playfulness. While he was dressed 
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as some Navy captain, she was a form of hybrid cat. Willow and Frances had come 

dressed in evening gowns, with the latter donning a tiara, Debres Fields managed to pull 

off a basketball jersey complete with shorts and ‘Iversen’ printed on the back. Kimora 

had gone for a more cosmic look, dressing like she was at a disco in the 80’s. Collectively 

they had shunned about thirty-two requests to dance already. Anita spent a majority of 

the night observing them from the other side of the court. All they did was drink punch 

and chatter. Several moments later, Joan decided to separate himself from them for 

some reason. She headed out of the court area entirely, went down the hallway and 

past the cafeteria. Anita followed at a safe distance till no other students were around, 

and the music had gone quiet. 

Joan walked on with excitement building in her every step. She made a small detour, 

shimmied into the chemistry lab as quietly as she could and looked around. He wasn’t 

there yet. With a loud sigh she wrung out her phone and started texting furiously. Soon 

she heard some footsteps coming from the other side of the door. 

“Took you long  enough.” she spoke lazily. 

Without warning, the lights went out. Joan flinched something fierce as it did; the switch 

had been within her sights, and she never saw anything flip it. She began to feel 

increasingly vulnerable in the darkness. The footsteps outside the door had become 

slower and more pronounced. She began to feel around her for support. Something 

shocked her when her fingers ran over something cold. So she withdrew her fingers and 

held them up to her chest. She never knew her heart could beat so fast.  The lab door 

creaked. 

“Who’s there?” she shot, beginning to panic. No reply. ”Miles? This isn’t funny.  Stopit 

right now.” 

What did I do wrong? came a light voice.   

Joan started a few paces backwards. The footsteps had become even slower paced and 

chilling. 

“What are you talking about?” she shrieked. 

I asked you a fucking question. Look at me.  
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She shot glances in all directions but everything was darkness. The back of her thighs 

came against the row of lab sinks.  There was nowhere to run to. The footsteps stopped. 

Only her heavy breathing was audible in the room. For a moment she thought the sick 

joke was over. “You almost got me there..” 

A pair of cold hands grabbed her by the wrist with brute force. Almost instantly they 

began to burn into her skin. 

“STOP!” 

But instead they got hotter. She couldn’t release herself from their firm grip. Suddenly a 

pair of bright red eyes speared to her from the darkness. She screamed and began to 

kick out at the dark, but her feet came against nothing. The heat began to spread up her 

arms, soon her shoulders, then her neck.. 

“NO!!” 

Anita burst into her room in a frenzy. She’d just ran about three quarters of a mile to get 

back and Uncle Tom wasn’t home. She flipped the switch and stared at her mirror 

reflection. For some reason she was drooling. A splitting headache had followed her 

from the schoolyard. She dug into her dresser drawer for some Tachiprin and swallowed 

raw. All she wanted to do was talk – why in the hell was Joan screaming so much? Was it 

a Halloween prank? She rushed into the bathroom and ran some cold water over her 

hands. She felt dizzy, but it could have been the white fluorescence of the bathroom 

lights. She shimmied off her sweat ridden costume and near-dove into the bathtup. 

Feeling the fever leave her body made her sleepy, so she rested. 

School the next day felt like a funeral procession. On her arrival, some squad cars passed 

by. There was a lot of hushed whispers and mumbling from the students but none of 

them directed at Anita. She found that she was being ignored again. ‘anita dancing’ and 

her three day lapse from classes wasn’t enough to hold the  students attention 

anymore. Something grave had happened. As she sat quietly in the classroom, the 

speakers came alive with the crackling sounds of Principal Sommers: 

Dear students. It is with deep regret and a heavy heart, that I announce the passing of 

one of our own, Ms. Joan Rivers… Anita clasped her mouth with her palm, in shock and 

confusion. Joan was dead? …As many of you know, Joan was found unconscious on the 

floor of the chemistry laboratory in the early hours of the morning. The police have 
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launched a full investigation into the matter. She will be sorely missed. We will be having 

a memorial in her honor in a day’s time. I urge you to attend and pay your respects… A 

short silence. Anita felt a heat coming off her chest. She had been with Joan the day 

before. Could it be that the reactions she had, the screams… all of it was real? Also, the 

source of last night’s brief blackout has been identified, as a singed circuit wire. The 

electrical system has been reinforced and power reinstated. That is all. What blackout? It 

must have happened after she left. She’d seen Anita quite clearly, Though she’d 

remembered the room being pinker than usual, maybe a Halloween themed decoration, 

but who would think to decorate the chemistry lab?  

The school day was one of awkward silence. The remainder of the cheerleading squad 

was nowhere to be seen. A girl had reported Kimora pacing in a bathroom stall, but that 

was all it was, a report. When the bell rang Anita’s mind was set on getting home as 

quickly as possible, until she was hailed by the unlikeliest of characters. A pale faced 

Brandon walked up to her in the school fields. Initially she’d thought he was referring to 

the tree behind her, but he made his intentions clear. 

“It’s Anita right?” his voice was duller than usual. It was expected, he’d just lost his 

girlfriend. “Look I just came to say…” Even with the overall gloom she still found him 

quite exquisite. “…I know this must be hard for you, because of the video…” What she 

liked most about him were his eyes. They looked so dim, but still, wise and focused. 

“…but Joan was a good person. She made mistakes too, but she had a good heart, and I 

wish you could find it in your heart..” She wanted to kiss him on the mouth for talking 

such nonsense. “…to forgive her, I’ll make sure the video is taken down. I’m sure it was 

meant as a harmless joke - ” 

“Come to dinner with me.” Anita was surprised how the words burst from her mouth, 

but she wasn’t ashamed to say them. 

“What?” came a puzzled Brandon. 

“I mean…my Uncle says I can invite a friend over for dinner. It’d be great if you could 

come. And it would help me get over things better.” 

“You live with your uncle?” he asked. 

“Yes my parents are divorced.” 
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“Sorry to hear that.. I’ll be there.” 

Anita got home as quickly as she could and began preparations. Uncle Tom would be 

home late that evening – she needed to make sure everything went perfect. It took her 

about an hour to prepare the spaghetti. Then it was time to pick out a dress, her 

wardrobe was less compliant. As she scanned through her clothes the only thing that 

seemed classy among them was the black dress in the corner, the Halloween costume 

she had not yet returned. It would have to do. 

She felt very giddy seated at the dinner table, waiting for Brandon to come over. 

Through the candlelight she envisioned he would arrive in a blue suit, and his usual one-

sided smile. She waited till it went dark in the city, and her heart seemed to beat faster 

every moment. 

Bzzzt 

The  buzzer went off. She turned to the two-way with a light feeling in her chest. Erm hi, 

its Brandon from school, you invited me for dinner. She buzzed him in almost instantly. 

She brushed herself off and went over to the door eyehole. Brandon wore a varsity 

jacket and a white shirt underneath. 

“Glad you could make it.” she said, welcoming him in. He glanced around curiously. He 

caught the candles on the dinner table and the long gown, and his eyes furrowed 

slightly. 

“Didn’t expect you’d be getting the door…” 

“Oh, my uncle’s just a bit late, he’ll be back any minute.” 

“Hope you like pasta.” she said, returning from the kitchen with two plates. Brandon 

didn’t eat. He just stared on gloomily. 

“Police says they’ve got something new on Joan. They think.. someone may have killed 

her.” 

 Anita’s hand shook over the jug of water she poured out from. 

“They think it may have been a woman.” 
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“Oh really?” asked Anita. “how’d they figure that?” 

“I don’t know. But if it’s true, she needs to be brought down, fast.” 

“D’you think it could’ve been someone at the party?” 

“What sort of student could do such a thing?” he said. 

“Could be a teacher.” she proposed. 

“I miss her so much.” 

Anita rounded the table to observe him better. She tried to console him. 

“Hey, you’ll get over her. You have to. You can’t go on like this. I can help.” 

Brandon had a sudden flash in his eyes as though he woke from a trance. Anita had said 

too much. 

“What d’you mean I can help?” 

“You know, help you forget.” 

“What makes you think I want to forget?” Brandon stood up so quickly it gave her a 

small jump. “What’s this about?” 

“I'm sorry.” Anita started, welling up. “It’s just, I like you a lot.” 

“Jesus! My girlfriend died today. Your schoolmate. Here’s me thinking you had some 

sympathy…” 

“It’s not like that. Please don’t go..” 

Brandon stormed out of the house. Anita felt her eyes go hot as she locked the door, 

sniffed into her bedroom and turned the lights on. She drifted to the window and raised 

the blinds. Her palms grew uncomfortably warm as she watched Brandon through the 

panes. 

Brandon pathed his way to the car under the golden streetlights of the empty street, 

frowning slightly and questioning his entire visit. As he rounded the street corner to 

some cubits from his Chevrolet, he felt something cold and flat smack him in the face. 
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He rebounded in a fit of surprise and looked ahead for the cause, but there was nothing 

there… 

Anita watched curiously. Something had gone wrong. Brandon had stopped in his tracks 

for no apparent reason, and was glancing around warily. She watched as he took some 

steps back, then stop abruptly again. Her hands had become so warm she’d started to 

rub them on impulse – 

Brandon felt something flat hit him against his back. In worried confusion, he punched 

the air around him, but felt nothing. He started to panic… 

Anita watched in horror as Brandon ran and banged himself against empty spaces 

around him like a mime in an imaginary box. But she could tell this was no performance. 

Her hands had become hot as though she held them over an open furnace. It was just 

like what happened when she was with Joan. Somehow, she knew she was a part of 

what was happening to him. He collapsed to the ground, struggling. She had to stop it.  

She ran toward her room door but as she made to sprint out it shut so instantly it 

created a gust of wind that sent her flying across the room and into her mirror, creating 

a large crack down the centre of the glass. She picked herself off the floor using the 

dresser as a support. As she did, she caught a glance of her reflection that scared her 

out of her wits. Her mirror image was dark as coal, with fiery red eyes and a piercing 

stare. 

Anita ran to the room door and wrenched it open, then tore beneath the dining room 

table and hid, with the candlelights still flickering above it. She wrapped her arms 

around herself, scared and confused. For a while that seemed like forever, all she heard 

was her own breathing. She was even scared to look under the table covers, till she 

heard three raps on the front door. 

“Anita, why is the door locked?” 

Anita shrieked in fear as she felt her hands go hot again. Uncle Tom had come home. For 

fear of the unknown, she could not let him in. 

“GO AWAY!” She balled her hands into fists. It had felt like something wanted to escape 

her palms. 

“What are you talking about?” came the voice . “It’s me, Tom. Are you alright in there?” 
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The door began to rattle. 

“NO!!” 

“Anita! Open up.” 

Anita ran up to the front door and slammed her body against it, wrenching it open with 

a force that sent Uncle Tom flying backwards into the opposite wall and Anita tumbling 

in the hallway. Uncle Tom didn’t take much time to recuperate. When he saw Anita on 

the ground he hurried to comfort her. 

“Anita what the hell happe –“ 

A huge gust sent him flying into the house and the locks to the front door clicked shut. 

Anita rushed to it, gasping. As soon as she grabbed the door knob she began to pull, but 

the door wouldn’t budge. Her palms heated up instead, and she heard Uncle Tom 

screaming from the other side of the door. 

“No!” she protested. “leave him alone!” 

She heard sounds of glass breaking and her eyes widened in shock. She ran, out the 

building and into the streets. She wasn’t sure where she was going, but she knew she 

had to get as far away from the house as possible. The pedestrians on Madison ave. 

glared at the running girl in a dark dress and no shoes. She ran till she found herself in 

the fields of Hyland-Cavaney high, her school. She walked up and sat on the steps just by 

the double doors. It was still dark and there were a couple of hours to go till morning. 

Her legs ached from slapping against pavement slabs. She covered her head in her arms 

and waited, sobbing quietly. 

Micah was one of the first students to arrive that morning, as he usually was, and the 

double doors weren’t wedged yet. She walked up to Anita without hesitation. She was 

mumbling to herself. 

“Hello, is the janitor not here yet?” 

Anita raised her head at his voice. Her eyes furrowed in transferred aggression. She was 

tired and frustrated. 

“YOU! You did this to me!” 

“What?” came Micah with a puzzled look. 
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“With your stupid list.” 

“You told me to make that list.” said Micah.   

“It was all a big mistake.” she said, rubbing her eyes. “It’s given me nothing but misery.” 

“I gave you power.” His voice had gone deep and threatening, and his eyes grew cold. 

“and this is how you thank me?” 

“Thank you?!” she screamed back. 

“You were nothing without me. A helpless albino. Is that what you want?” 

“I was never nothing!” she seemed to be screaming the words in her head. “I had a life 

that was mine. I want my uncle back. I want my life back. I’m taking my life back!” 

“Hmph.” Micah scoffed. Then walked towards the double doors, opened them and went 

inside. 

“You get back here!” she screamed, getting up and following him. “You're giving it all 

back, you hear me??” 

She made her way into the empty hallway, but he wasn’t there. He must have run into 

class she thought. On speeding up, she caught a glimpse of the classroom door closing. 

“You're not running from me.” she said, teary eyed. She tore open the classroom door 

and barged in… 

…but no one was there. The classroom was empty. She walked up to her desk, puzzled 

but with an incredible sense of calm. The desk to the left of where she sat was no longer 

there. 
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Thanks for Reading! 
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