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NEW CLASS

 

 

I look at the class.

The class looks at me.

And I know:

New class. Same crap.

 

“This is Lulu. 

Let’s welcome her to our class.

Please go and find a seat, Lulu.”

 

25 pairs of eyes.

All of them saying STAY AWAY.

 

Something shines in a corner.

A girl reading a book.

Okay, I’ll choose her.

Maybe they will

leave me alone there. 

I head in her direction and sit down.

I hear giggles around me.

And in that very moment I see it too.

 

I’m black. Very black.

The girl is white. Very white.

 

We are like … salt and pepper.

We attract attention.

Shit.

 

My dream is to be invisible.

To be left alone.
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A FAIRY

 

 

The girl is reading throughout

the entire class.

Pays no attention to me.

Just what I was hoping for.

 

Out of the corner of my eye

I look at her.

Pink sweater. Long skirt.

Crazy shoes.

And then there’s her big, white hair.

Like a fairy.

 

I look down at myself.

Leather jacket. Jeans. Boots.

Everything is black. Even the look

in my eyes.

Like a wicked fairy. 

The bell rings. The girl looks up.

Green, sparkling eyes.

“Hi, my name is Snow.”

 

“Seriously?”

“Yeah, my mom’s a hippie.”

“I’m Lulu.

My mom’s a stripper.”

 

Snow smiles. Flashes of green.

Shh, Lulu. Drop the jokes.

She’ll just think you want

to be her friend.

Friends are not really … my thing.

I’m a lone rider.

 

I get up and leave the room.

Snow follows.

 

I lean against a wall.

Snow looks at me.

For a long time.

As if I were a rare insect.

Now it begins. I just know it.

Why have you changed schools?

Where do you live?

What do your mum and dad do?

 

But Snow just says:

“I’d really like to

get to know you.

You seem so … special.”

 

“Special? What do you mean?

Special as in weird?”

 

A smile spreads across Snow’s face.

Like the sun rising.

She puts her arms around me.

She’s smiling into my jacket.

 

“Special as in special.

One of a kind.”

I hear my own raw laughter.

“Yup. Only one of my kind.

And I bet the world is happy

because of that.

Just ask at my old school.”

 

Shh. Don’t talk about yourself.

Especially not about your past.

 

But Snow is still smiling.

With her arms around me.

Her cheek against my jacket.

“Snow?”

“Yes.”

“People are looking at us.”

“Doesn’t surprise me.

We’re beautiful.”

 

I can’t help smiling.

Normally not my style.

But nobody has ever called me

beautiful before.

I look like Darth Vader’s

child with Death.




 

 

 


Hip

 

Hip is a series of easy-to-read books aimed at young people. The books focus on topics like friendship, love and other themes relevant for the target group.
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