FREAK

Chapter 1


Finally I had the chance of a lifetime, I got to be a servant. My heart burst in pride. Finally all the work I did was starting to pay off. I had triumphed against all odds.


I fiddled with my new dog tag. On one side was FREAK and on the other side was my new mistress’s name, Melissa, and why I was freak. 


I didn’t know what a freak was, I only knew that I was one, so I couldn’t explain it that well. I did know freaks were hated and scorned from society. 


Of course I couldn’t tell you why. I didn’t know enough freaks to draw a conclusion, and honestly I wasn’t sure I could if I wanted to. Most freaks I did know lived in the orphanage where I was leaving from and often they were sent away. Most of them were sent away I ever got to know them.  


Where did those go? I didn’t know, but I have believed they would go to The Place.  The Place! No other glorious words would replace those. Imagine a place that people, no matter who they are or what they believed could go there and live in peace.  


But The Place was a mere dream. Over here we were freaks.  


Why was I considered a freak? I didn’t know. I didn’t look different, in fact I looked like a normal girl without my dog tag.  All I knew was I was different. If I wanted to, I could have a little flame on my finger. I could heal a little bit and my cooking was wonderful. This somehow made me a freak. 


As a freak I was considered as a threat. If I did anything that was bad or questionable I could get killed. 


Even with all my freakiness I did the best I did and I succeeded! Melissa was a child that I had been picked out of many to serve. 


I stood on the curb waiting for her father to pick me up glancing back at my old home. No more going there again! I would be free, or at least as free as I could be. 


I wondered why they chose me. Maybe they wanted to spite Melissa. Maybe they wanted her to have the love of someone who they knew could take care of her. I never liked to brag, but I was rather good with children.


Whatever the reason was I knew I was lucky. I was lucky to be chosen, heck I was lucky to be alive at all! Now I could make a difference in a child’s life. Nobody could ask nor think of a better gift. 


A child, something precious that I could never have. It was illegal since I was a freak. Even so, I knew I would be content just to care for her.


I stroked my dog tag. A new mistress, a new house, a new life, boy was I lucky. No more sleeping on a cold floor in a room crowded with others. I would be free at last.


Of course I shouldn’t expect great treatment, I reminded myself. The reason I was picked out was probably because the mistress had a bad temper. I should prepare to be hit and jeered at. Even so I knew it would be better than where I lived now. 


I shivered as I remembered yesterday.  Yesterday another freak had been sent away. Worst yet I had been assigned to him. I was instructed to make him less violent. I had tried everything, I told him that we freaks were evil, it hadn’t worked, and finally after I tried everything else I told him that if he didn’t start acting nicer then the monsters would get him. He didn’t listen. At dinner he hit the mistress and she slapped him to the ground. This morning he had been sent away. 


It just didn’t seem right that such a little cute kid would be sent away, but I brushed it out of my mind quickly. It was a small mistake on my part but a bigger on the child’s. He should’ve known better. If only I could’ve helped him more. 


But now I would have another child to train, one which was normal and I would be able to train without fear of her being sent away. 


A car drove up. “Come in,” Melissa’s father growled. I hopped in and he started driving.


Inside of the car a man was sitting down in the most impeccable and correct manner. He was a gentleman, which was evident in both his dress and manner. But even these clothes and stature didn’t seem to cover up the cruel look around him. 


His face was puckered in bitterness and looked straight ahead, as if he never turned back and looked to his past. He was rigid and his jaw set tight as if he knew what he wanted, although it appeared to anybody that he didn’t want what was acceptable. Coldness surrounded him and choked anyone around out of their spirits. 


“Sir, when would you like me to begin serving?” I asked after a couple minutes of silence. 


“When Melissa comes home from school,” he said scowling. I settled back at his voice realizing that he didn’t want to talk. A freak could never make anybody normal feel uncomfortable. It was illegal. 


He soon said, “Do you know what your duties are?”


“No sir, I don’t.”


“First of all Melissa is not a little girl, she’s fifteen.” My mouth dropped open.


“Fifteen? You said she was just a child!” He pulled to the curve and braked suddenly.


“Are we having any problems?” he asked. Shadows fell across his eyes and only his mouth caught the light. He’s jaw was tight and I knew that if I said anything more offensive I would be killed.


“No sir,” I managed to squeak. 


“Good.” He started up the car and began driving again. 

“Melissa’s not a child, she’s worse, she’s a teenager. She likes to question society. I want her to be told by an outcast of society that our society is good.” His eyes glanced at me. “Of course you believe that our society is good?”

“Of course,” I said quickly. 

“Good, I want you to hammer that in her head. She might believe you.” His eyes went to the road and he said not a word. 

If I could hammer it in her head of course. My mind went back to this morning. If I hadn’t been good enough that in my own kind’s head, what chance did I have with a normal child? Should I tell this man? But even as I thought that I regretted it. Of course I shouldn’t. No, things would be different. I would not fail. 

I gathered the courage and asked, “Sir, what happens when I hammer that in her head?”

He shrugged. “I suppose we’ll send you off somewhere, either that or we’ll kill you if nobody wants you.”

My heart sank although I didn’t know why. I couldn’t do anything big since I was a freak. Nothing I did mattered except with this child, this teenager Melissa. When I served my purpose my life was worthless. Why was I scared?

Yet something was wrong, terribly wrong with what he said. If only I could put my finger on it. 

“Yes sir,” I murmured. “I understand.”

Chapter 2


“I suppose you’re my new maidservant,” said Melissa. She was rolled on her bed lying on her back. I shuffled nervously.


“Yes I am.” I wished my voice was stronger and firmer. Ever since I was a child though I was not allowed to do this or else I could be killed. It was a very big change for a freak.


What was worse was she was very much like her father. Their statures were very much different and she wasn’t cold like him, but I knew that she was going to assertive. 


Now what would I tell her? I couldn’t tell her that if she didn’t believe me the monsters would get her. I also couldn’t tell her that if she didn’t believe me I would die because as far as I knew she didn’t care about me. 

I racked my brain for ideas, but the only one that kept floating up was waiting. Would it be too late when I figured out what to do though?  


“What’s your name?” She rolled over and looked at me. I gasped at her question.


“I don’t have a name. It’s illegal.”


“So you want to be called Freak?” She pursed her lips looking rather amused. “Do you know what that means?”


“No,” I said feeling extremely stupid, “but I’ve been called one for all of my life and I don’t see any reason why it should change.”


“Nah, I won’t call you Freak. You’re too pretty.” I gave a blush and stroked my hair back. 


“You’re very kind Miss,” I murmured. 


“My name is Melissa. Call me that.”


We both stared at each other. “Let me guess, you’ve never read the dictionary and found the definition of freak, have you?”


My mouth went open. “We aren’t allowed to read anything.” I gave a blush. “Everything except for our name.” I pointed to my dog tag.


“I will not stand for calling you a freak. If I’m going to have a maidservant I’m going to call it by something.” She thought a bit before saying, “You’re new name is Bethany.”


I started to panic. “My name is not Bethany. If I have a name then I’ll be executed. You know that as well as I do.”


“Furthermore,” she continued, “I will teach you to read.”


My face paled more and my heart started beating wildly. I rubbed my sweaty palms together. “You can’t do that,” I begged. “They’ll surely kill me.”


“What does that matter? Father said he might kill you anyway. You’re going to be killed either way.”


“At least I wouldn’t be in disgrace!”


She shrugged and said in a biting sarcastic voice, “I thought freaks were already worthless.” I blushed and stepped back.


“I’m sorry Miss,” I murmured. She glared at me. 


“Sometimes I wonder about you freaks.” She stood up and took out a book from a bookshelf nearby. “When I teach you to read, I want you to read this book.” She put it my hands. 


My hands trembled as I stared at the book. If someone caught me doing this I would be killed on sight. Why was she doing this? 


I dropped the book with a clatter. “I do not want to read this nor do I want to learn how to read. It’s forbidden. I’m a freak.”


For some strange reason the last three words were hard to say. This was perhaps the only person who believed that I could become someone. Unfortunately she was mistaken, I was not someone, I was a freak.


“Look,” I said getting as far away as I could from the dropped book. “I have to tell you that us freaks are nobody. Our sole purpose is to serve others.” Her eyes narrowed.


“When my father said he was bringing someone who would convince me, he wasn’t kidding. You’re so good that I think you actually believe yourself.” She laughed at that.


Then she said in a low voice, “Look, I know you believe that and what you believe isn’t any of my business.” A sad look flashed on her face so quickly that I thought I had imagined it. If I had seen it though, it was gone in a second.


“What I can do is show you stuff and teach you how to think. Then you can decide for yourself what is right.”


She smiled. “But first let me read you some classic literature. I know you’ll love Tom Sawyer, everybody does!”


Before I could protest she pulled out a book and began to read it to me. At first I was terrified but as the story progressed, I didn’t mind at all. I was floating along the lazy Mississippi River.


“Melissa, is there really a Mississippi River?”


She smiled but she didn’t answer me. “That’s enough for tonight.” Then she turned out the lights and slept leaving me to wonder what would happen to the crazy boy Tom next.

Chapter 3


I began to live for those nights. Melissa had fine books by Shakespeare, Charles Dickens, Jane Austen, Mark Twain, Homer, and thousands of others. Each night I would curl up listening to her soft voice letting myself be drawn into the mystical world of books. 


“Are they true? Is that what it really says?” I kept asking her. She would only give a small smile and say it was time to go to bed. 


I once tried to read myself and opened up a page. The symbols on the pages eluded me. They were teasing me, reminding me once more how different I was. My mind spun and I put down the book again, defeated. 


Finally I said to Melissa, “Show me how to read.” She smiled and began showing me the basics. Finally after a couple of months I began to read a little bit.


Unfortunately her father started hounding me. “How come you haven’t done anything to change her?”


Fortunately Melissa’s mother was on my side. “She has done a wonderful job of keeping Melissa on her toes,” she kept reminding him. But then again her mom wasn’t that important. She was too busy getting a manicure or something like that. 


One day, after a couple months of us living together, Melissa said, “I want to show you something.”


I paled. Knowing Melissa she would probably want to force me into a group of people who believed that slavery should be outlawed. “I can’t,” I murmured feeling extremely stupid.


“Come on Beth, it’s not bad, we’re going to a baptism.” A baptism?


“All right,” I said reluctantly and let her drag me to the baptism.


It was hard to get me into the church. The parents of the child were absolutely horrified that Melissa would bring a freak into the church. 

Fortunately they were friends of Melissa’s and they grudgingly let me in after Melissa told them her parents had forced us together. 

The baptism was strange. The priest said many things like saying the child would, “Become a symbol of light.” I looked at the child carefully half expecting her to become beacon of light. 

I smiled as the little child screamed while water ran down her head. If only she knew how lucky she was!

The priest also said other things like, “Loving your fellow man.” At one point we stood and the rest of the congregation recited what they believed which was basically rejecting evil. 

I felt extremely stupid, after all, wasn’t I supposed to be evil? Many people glanced my way as they renewed their vows. 

Maybe I was wrong in thinking that though, when Melissa renewed her vows, she did it with an enthusiastic voice. Or could she be spiting me?

When the ceremony was finally done Melissa led me out. “So, what did you learn?”

“I was supposed to learn something?” I asked. Melissa glared at me like “of course.” I thought about the mass. “I learned why I’m evil.” She glared at me.

“You are not evil, you didn’t do anything wrong, why are you evil?” 

“I’m a freak,” I said. 

“So?” She stopped and tied her shoes. “You’re not evil.”

“Then what am I supposed to learn?”

“Life is precious.” She looked at me fury burning within her eyes, but it wasn’t directed to me. “Even for the freaks.” With that she got up and began walking.

Chapter 4


“Time to read something else,” Melissa said happily. She took out a book and gazed at it. “You’ll love it, it’s one of my favorites.”


“What’s it about?”


“It’s a real life diary of a girl living in the second world war. She wrote her experiences down and later when her diary was found it was published.”


“So why do you like it?” It wasn’t like there weren’t other world wars that were fought. This war had been fought centuries ago. Why was this world war so important?


Her eyes twinkled. “She writes very well. Some of it’s funny, some of it’s sad, and there’s even romance. I love it.”


With that she sat down and began reading it.


It was everything Melissa said and more. It took us more than a month reading it, but finally we read all of it.


Since it stopped in the middle of an idea, I asked, “What about the next book?” I was cuddled up in blankets sitting at Melissa’s feet feeling very comfortable.


“There is no next book,” she said simply closing it with a loud thud. “It ends there.”


“The story doesn’t end there though.” I stopped thoughtfully. “Did the war end?”


“No.” She flopped on her bed with a loud thud. “The war ended several months later.”


“Why did she stop writing then?”


“She was found by the Nazis.” I stopped suddenly.  My throat seemed to tighten and my eyes suddenly felt dry. Everything thing seemed tight and dry except for my hands. 


Slowly I asked, “What happened after that?” 


“She was put in a concentration camp and died when a typhoid fever epidemic spread,” Melissa said looking away from me and then standing up to put away her book. “She and her sister died.” 


I was stunned. Why did they do that? After all, she was only a child let alone a girl. They had already won, they had forced her family and others to hide. Why had they pursued her more?


I told this all and more to Melissa. She didn’t really seem to care. She flipped back her hair. 


“They hadn’t won the war, they were losing it. Remember when she reported that someone close to Hitler tried to assassinate him? Believe me, they were losing the war.”


“Yes, but,” I stopped trying to collect my thoughts. “If they were losing then why did they even bother with them?”


“Because the Nazis always held on to their beliefs,” she said twirling her hair looking annoyed. “Those sorts of people hate it when others hold on to their beliefs just as tightly as they do theirs.”  


“What’s a concentration camp anyways?” I asked. 


“Glad you asked.” She got up and took a book out. “It’s pictures, you’ll be able to understand it easily.” She sat down but did not spread it on her lap and read it. She just looked at me thoughtfully. 


“You realize what I’m about to show you is banned material, don’t you?” I smiled sadly. 


“Every book is banned material for me.” 


She murmured something in agreement and then looked down at the book on her lap thoughtfully. She opened a page so that only she could see and grimaced. Slowly she closed it. 


Then she walked up and slowly put it away. So softly that I almost couldn’t hear her she said, “I hate that book.”


“What do you mean?”


“Well, I told you about General Patton, haven’t I?”


“Oh yes! I loved those stories. Old Blood and Guts!”


She smiled wistfully. “Well, concentration camps are so bad that when General Patton saw them he threw up.” There was a pause of silence. 


She looked back at her bookcase and bit her lip. “I do want to show you the pictures, but not now.” She started undressing for bed. 

“No,” she said so quietly that I thought for a second it was the wind, “definitely not now.” 

Chapter 5

After all those months together, it was one of my free days at last! Melissa had gone to a party and her dad said I was to stay home, especially after all that trouble I caused at the baptism. 

He never seemed to forget that, the only thing that saved me was the argument he and Melissa had. Now they weren’t talking to each other and I seemed to be his only means of communication. 

At this time he looked me over. As soon as I saw him I knew I was in for an interrogation. I swallowed quickly and reminded myself again that Melissa was my mistress, not he, and anything that Melissa had told me should be kept secret. 

He marched in front of me. “So, how is progress?” he asked in a booming voice.

“What do you mean sir?” I asked. I wished I could’ve sounded stronger, but he looked so authoritive that my voice could only come out as a squeak. 

“Do you remember why we assigned you here?” His voice became less booming and more slinkier. 

“Yes sir,” I stammered. He looked at me expectantly. I realized that he wanted me to tell him what I had been assigned for. “You wanted me to convince your daughter that we freaks were evil.”

But as I said that a strange feeling came to me and the words just sounded awkward. I was confused, if it was any other time I would not mind saying this. But now I knew I was not evil. I started to panic, did he realize that I had changed? 

But I should have known better. He was too full of himself to care what little changes were happening. 

“So how is your progress?”

“Well sir,” I said, squirming nervously, “you must realize that these things can take time and that to change a girl as, well, strong minded as her is rather difficult.”

“So,” he said hissing. “You’re failing.”

His words took me aback. “No sir! I mean, sir,” I said quickly, trying to regain my composure, “that if I just tried to tell her that we’re evil she wouldn’t believe me. But if I proved to her that we’re evil then that’s another thing.”

“I forbid it!” he said slamming his fist into the table. I must have jumped a foot high. I cowered down and looked at him desperately. 

“What?”

“I am not going to have you do anything to her, do you hear? I may not like her that much but even so.”

My face flushed more. “No sir, that was not what I had in mind!”

“Then what do you mean?” he asked. He looked annoyed and he crossed his arms. 

“I mean sir that if I shouted and tried to force my opinion on her she would resist me but if I tried to get her gently then she might come.”

“And how do you think this will work?”

I shuffled nervously around. “Well sir, honestly I’m not sure if this will work at all. But I think that she might give in to gentleness more than force. And I think that when she finally submits into my words then she will latch herself on it and absolutely believe in it.”

“And what gives you that idea?” he said coldly.

“Because she is strong minded. Once she believes in it then she’ll never give the idea any thought and just accept the way things are.”

He simply nodded. “Yes, I see the logic in that. I see we have a freak that can think.” He looked at me carefully. “When I picked you your owner said you were very loyal and dedicated in your work.” 

He gave me a strange look and I squirmed more.  Melissa’s dad had always been menacing to me and now he was even more so.  Could he know about what Melissa and I had been doing?  

“I am flattered sir.”

“I hope you do not fail me here. So far it has been two months and I have not seen much improvement. If you cannot show me any significant improvement soon I am afraid I will have to send you away.”

Sent away. It was a phrase no freak ever wanted to hear. Being sent away meant you would be sent somewhere nobody knew about, except for the masters. Some said it was heaven or at least The Place, others said it was the other place. But everybody knew that it wasn’t a good place to go at all. I shivered. 

“But sir,” I said carefully, “I respect you and everything, but I thought you couldn’t send me away.  Couldn’t Melissa, I mean, my mistress, be the only one who can send me away?”

His mouth got open and he stared at me for a second until he bashed me in the ears.  “And do you think playing favorites with my daughter is going to help you any?”

I clutched my ears and tried to subside the pain.  A horrible ringing noise was in them, but that was it.  It could have been a lot worse.  “No sir,” I gasped. 

“How old is Melissa?”

“Fifteen, sir.”

“That means she is a child. My child. I own her as I do you. She might be your mistress but I am both your master.” He kicked me to the floor. I grimaced but I didn’t make a sound.  

“Do you understand that freak?” With half closed eyes I looked at him. There he was standing there above me with a long dark coat. He shoved my face closer to the floor with his boot.  All I could see was his shiny black boots. I gave a little whimper. 

“You seem to be understanding quite a lot lately actually.” His voice sounded strained. My heart skipped a beat. He knew.  

“I will not betray your confidence,” I said quickly. I tried to act normal, but as my stomach did flip-flops I realized that I would never be normal. I was more of a freak than the others.  

“I hope not.” With that he left the room. 

Chapter 6


I groaned and held my hands to my face. Everything was starting to fall apart. Now Melissa’s mom was starting to get to me. 

“Don’t you care about our daughter?” she would screech out to me before hitting me on the head. I would try to explain to her that I did but she just hit me more. 

Melissa never saw those episodes and I never told her about them. 

But as time passed it became obvious that they expected results and I wasn’t giving them what they wanted. Even Melissa began to notice the increased tension.  

Even if I could I still was nervous about telling Melissa about us freaks and doing my job. Sometimes I tried to bring it up but she always skipped to another subject. 

Not that I couldn’t tell her that we freaks were evil, it became more hard. She had treated me like an equal for so long and had taught me so much that I started to believe in her.

She would lead me to my death. 

I sighed and whimpered desperately. True, I did believe her, but if I wanted to live then I would have to somehow tell her. But how? My mind raced. I could always just tell her but I wasn’t sure I could be convincing. 

I gave a small curse and then looked around. Here was Melissa’s room. It was a light purple with teddy bears dancing on the walls. A nice purple lamp was sitting on her desk. Her desk was near her dresser, away from her bed, the bed that she shared with me. 

Even if I did manage to make her believe in something that I was starting to doubt, what would ever become of me? I would never ever be in a place like this with a mistress like this again. I was doomed. Most likely I would just be sent away like everyone else.

I sat on her bed and sighed. My first memories of freaks being sent away started with my friend. He was four years old, the same age as I, and he hit his nurse. He was promptly sent away. I kept asking her to bring him back. 

Finally she slapped me and said, “Don’t ask questions! He was sent away because he was a bad freak. If you don’t want to be sent away don’t be a bad freak.” 

For a while I actually tried to be a bad freak. Fortunately an older freak was taking care of me and told me in no uncertain terms that behaving like that was a sure way to get fed to the monsters. I never behaved like that again. 

Until now that was. I sighed. Were there really monsters? Or were the normal people the monsters? I didn’t know anymore. 

I decided I needed a break to myself to do what I wanted. I flopped on her bed and gave a sigh. Maybe I should take a nap. 

A jewelry box caught my eye. Whenever Melissa was frustrated she would open and touch whatever was inside of it, perhaps a lucky charm or something of that sort. 

Slowly I got up and tiptoed towards the box. If there was anybody who needed luck it was me. I opened the box and dropped the contents on my hand. 

It was an envelope! I looked quickly at the jewelry box but nothing else was there. Why would Melissa have an envelope as a lucky charm? Oh well, maybe it was a special envelope. 

I looked at the envelope and squinted. It had words written on it. Slowly I made out the words, “Never again.”

I paused and looked at the envelope. Why would she write that on it? I checked the back, it was sealed. Would Melissa hate it if I opened it?

If there was anything she wouldn’t like, it was me being a wimp. I carefully opened the envelope and dumped the contents in my hand. 

I gasped and dropped it. 

It was a dog tag on a silver chain. On one side it said FREAK and on the other it had some power or ability that made the person a freak. It had been touched a lot so the words were kind of faded, but even I knew what it was. 

I stepped away from it like it was something contagious. Why did Melissa have that?

As I thought of this a sick thought came into my mind. There was a way that one could have a freak without having to wear the tag, instead there was a barcode tattooed on your arm. 

First you had to have someone vouch for you, like a parent. Usually parents never did that, but there were a few rare instances. When the freak was sixteen they had to go through a test mind readers put on to see if they could be let out in society.

What if Melissa was one of those freaks?

It all made sense, her parents wanted her to believe that freaks were evil. She would have to believe that for the mind test or else she would be sent away and dishonor her parents.  She was still fifteen but she was getting closer to the magic date. Her parents must be getting more anxious. 

Or else she’ll be sent away. And the only person to blame would be me. 

I stared at the dog tag again, my mind made up. I had to convince her that we were evil. Or else my beloved child would be sent away. 

Slowly I picked up the dog tag. No, never again would I let another be sent away. Never again. 

Chapter 7


“Look at all the money I got,” Melissa crowed before flopping on her bed. I looked at the pile of bills. 


“Very impressive,” I murmured. I tried not to look at her, but I found myself looking at her arm wondering where the barcode was. She was wearing long sleeves.


“Yeah, I know,” Melissa said sighing. “Oh! You can’t even guess what school’s like. It’s torture every single day. The teachers are so stupid. If you try to have a discussion with you they blow you off. It’s like they won’t even let you talk.”


“Sort of like you and your parents,” I murmured under my breath.


“Yeah, I mean, whenever I try to talk to them they blow me off. It’s like they think I can’t think.”


“Actually I meant it the other way around.” There was a pause of silence. 


Melissa turned to me. “Okay, why are you doing this?”


“Doing what?”


“This!” She sat up and glared at me. “I mean it’s bad enough that everyone else does it, the least you can do is to be nice.”


“So that’s the way it is,” I snapped. “I should feel sorry for you. Yes, you only got parents that absolutely love you, you only get to read books, you only get to walk the street without everybody spitting on you, why, you only get yelled at, not hit! Oh, I should feel so sorry!”


Melissa stared at me. “What’s wrong?”


“Nothing is,” I lied. “Absolutely nothing.”


She got up and started pacing. “Well, okay, I’ll admit it, sometimes I do act rather stubborn. But it’s not like those people don’t deserve it.” 


“What about those people who have to live with that stubbornness and then are betrayed?” I asked in a quiet, dangerous voice. 


Melissa looked at me shocked. “What do you mean?”


“When’s your birthday?”


“A couple months away, why?”


“By then your parents will have expected me to brainwash you with the thought that we freaks are evil.”


“But you know you aren’t, right?” Melissa suddenly looked worried. 


I gave a sigh. “It’s a nice dream, but it is almost as foolish as The Place.”


Melissa looked curious in a worried matter. “The Place?”


I sighed, “Yeah, The Place. When I was little the other freaks used to talk about a place that any freak could go to and live in peace just as long as they obey the law. And the law isn’t written just for them, it’s written for everybody.”


“But that place does exist!” she said happily. 


“Even if it does, it’s not like I’ll ever see it. Besides, I need to tell you something.”


“No, but that place does exist! Here, I’ll show you some pictures.” She ran over to the bookcase and grabbed a book. 


“No!” I yelled.  She stopped and looked at me curiously. “Look,” I said, trying to calm myself down. “I am this close to being sent away. They don’t think you’re being taught properly, and you’re not. But even so you still have to look and think the part.”


She wrinkled her nose. “You mean I’ve got to act like freaks are evil?”


“Yes!” I looked at her desperately. “Look, I know it doesn’t sound good but it’s the way things are, you’ve just got to accept that.”


She didn’t look happy. She moved over to her dresser and picked up her jewelry box automatically. “But it’s not true,” she whispered. 


I sighed. “No it isn’t, but it’s the way things are. We just have to live with the consequences.”


She fiddled with her jewelry box more and took out the envelope. I watched her carefully hoping that she didn’t notice. 


I should have known better. Within a minute she cried out, “The seal is broken!” She looked at me panicky. “Did you see who did it?” I nodded. “Who?”


“Me.” There was a pause of silence. “Look,” I said, “I know you don’t want to admit it, but I know who you are,” I said quietly. She just stared at me as if I had turned her over to the police. 


“Who am I then?” There was an edge to her voice. 


“You’re a freak too.” I looked at her reaction. There couldn’t be a more surprised person. She sat down quickly. 


“I am not a freak. This is another’s dog tag.” 


“What?” I looked at her like she was crazy. “Why are you keeping another guys dog tag? Do you know how much trouble you could get him in?”


“He’s dead though.” She looked at me fiercely.


“Then,” my voice trailed off for a moment, “why do you keep it?”

She gave a long sigh. “It’s a kind of long story.”


“Tell it anyways.” She sat down on the bed that she always told stories and I sat at her feet, like usual. She looked at me carefully before beginning. 


“When I was eight years old I met this old man living on the street. Anyhow he was painting a picture and I was curious so I looked over his shoulder. He knew I was there and he let me paint a couple of strokes.”


She gave a little giggle. “Now don’t think I’m stupid, but this was a long time ago and when I saw the dog tag around his neck I liked his pretty necklace. I managed to get Mom and Dad interested in him and they took him in. They didn’t know he was a freak though.”


Her eyes grew heavy. She gave a sigh. “Anyhow one day Dad told me that since he was a freak he was unsuitable and he sent him away. He asked if I wanted to come and I said yes.”


She shivered. “Now it’s time to show you that horrible book.” 

Chapter 8


“What relevance does the book have though?”


She sighed. “Well, you know how sons eventually become like their fathers reluctantly. I mean they don’t try to be but they become like them anyway?”


I shook my head. “All my experience has been with orphans and freaks,” I said sadly. “I don’t really know what a family is like.”


Melissa looked glum. “Nor do I, it seems like we argue too much to be a real family, I mean, there’s these shows of perfect families and I look at them and I laugh. What is a perfect family anyway?”


“I wouldn’t know.”


We were silent for a while. “Did you ever know your father?” Melissa eventually asked. 


“No. He’s either dead or has forgotten me.” I smiled and let me fingers curl around her hair. 

“You don’t realize how lucky you are! A family! Why, at the orphanage I was lucky just to become a slave. To be actually a part of family would be absolutely wonderful.”

“Well, it’s not all cracked up as it’s shown to be.”

“Even so, you have a life that thousands envy.”

She looked even glummer. “Great, now shove guilt in my face.” She walked away. 

“What’s wrong?” I stood up and I started to walk towards her. 

She sighed. I’ll tell you later, but first let’s look at the book.”

“You haven’t answered my first question though. Why is it even relevant? What does that girl’s story from world war two have anything to do with now? World War Two was at least a millennium away!”

“Well, people have a nasty way of repeating mistakes.” 

“And do you think I don’t know that?”

She gave an embarrassed grin and pulled back her hair. “I guess you can say I am so used to describing things to idiots that I don’t know how to tell them to you.”

I smiled. “Tell it to me like I am more important than a simpleton.”

She paused. “When I agreed go with my father,” she said carefully, “I was not sure what he meant by having someone sent away. When we finally went there we came to a factory setting.

“At first I was unsure of where we were, after all, weren’t we going to send him away? Why would we go to a factory?

“But when I opened the door of our car, the answer became painfully obvious for us or at least to me, because the smell was absolutely terrible. 

“Have you ever smelled something, like a meat that hasn’t been roasted or seasoned burning? Well, that’s what it smelled like, only ten times worse because flesh, human flesh was burning.”

She grimaced and then looked away. “The worst thing had to be the freaks though. Some you could plainly tell they were freaks, others looked exactly like humans, but all were waiting patiently in line. It was like they were cows or something waiting to get slaughtered, except for cows, it’s okay. For humans it’s taboo.”

She shuddered and the wrapped the chain around her hand. “My father talked to one of the guards and the guard told the freak to stand into line, or else.”

“Did the freak do anything?”

She snorted. “No, maybe he thought he was going to be rewarded. Anyway the guard gave my father the chain and my father threw it aside. I grabbed it before we left, although I never told my father.”

“Was that it?”

She snorted again. “He died Beth, what do you think?” I let her settle down a bit. 

“One thing that amazed me the most,” she continued absent-mindedly, “was how confident he was when he was in that line. When we were leaving he gave me a look that was fearlessness. But he was going to die! How can one feel fearless in death?” She looked at me puzzled. 

I smiled. “Perhaps he knew something you didn’t.”

“I doubt it, I probably know more now than he’ll ever know.”

“I am not doubting your intelligence, but sometimes I doubt your faith.” I smiled slightly. “What do you believe in?”

That stopped her cold. “I guess I haven’t really thought about it, I guess I always figured that I can get myself out of a spot easily enough so I wouldn’t have to believe.” 

“What about during the baptism?”


She looked a little embarrassed. “It’s easier to say than to actually do it.” She frowned. “You can say that I believe in myself, except that doesn’t sound right.” She looked at me pleadingly, asking a question that was unknown. 

“Perhaps you should think about that Missy.” I kissed her slightly. 

“Dinnertime!” a servant called. Melissa put away her chain in the box and looked at me. 

“I got to tell you something tonight, so don’t go to bed quite yet.” With that she ran downstairs to the table to eat. 

Chapter 9


I ate a small meal and then waited for Melissa. I had always enjoyed this small time alone I had, but now I was impatient. Why did she have to take so long?


She sounded as if she wanted to tell me something really important. Usually she just tried to lecture me, which grew tiring after a while. 


After what seemed like hours, finally she came in and sat down. I grabbed one of her nightgowns and started to undress her. 


“Remember? You wanted to talk to me?”


She smiled. “You sound as if it is something to be anxious about.”


I smiled anxiously. “You sounded worried- lift up you arms.”


“I guess I am, I’m not sure if I can pull this off.” She gave a sigh as I pulled her dress over her head. “You know how I said that place you were talking about exists?”


“Ah, you mean The Place. Yes, I wouldn’t forget something like that.”


“Well, anyway I have some contacts from there and they have offered me lodging if I could get there.”


“You are so lucky!” I slipped the nightgown over her head. She looked embarrassed. “So are you going?” I asked gently. 


“Well, I have been saving up money for this trip for a long time.” Now she looked really embarrassed. 


“Are you going soon?”


“I hope.”


“That’s wonderful.” I pulled down the covers on the bed I she snuggled in while I dressed and got ready for bed too.


“Aren’t you worried about yourself?” she asked when she had finally settled into bed.


“Does is matter?”


“God! I hate it when you act like that!”


“It’s a wonderful opportunity that you won’t get in a long time,” I said sternly. “Why should I be a barrier to you?”


“Because,” she started saying, but her voice trailed off and she gave me a pathetic look. I turned off the light and snuggled with her. 


“Beth, you don’t understand,” she mumbled. “I’m not doing this with my parents consent.” There was a silence with only the sound off a fan humming away. 


Without her parent’s consent? Arguing with them was one thing, to do something against their wishes, especially for a girl, was unthinkable. 


Finally I asked, “Why?”


She said quickly, “Beth, I want to be free! I can never be free over here. Now Dad is looking at marriage arrangements for me and I won’t have any say in it. I want to have choice.”


“Doesn’t everybody?”


Everything was silent again. 


I had never known Melissa to be anything but strong, but now she sounded absolutely weak. I smiled sadly as I stroked her hair. 


What was freedom? Visions of The Place floated in my mind, but the irony of it all made the whole thing laughable. I had always thought that since Melissa was in a high class she would always be privileged. But now I realized that she was just as shackled as I. 


“So what are you going to do about it?”


She gave a sigh and hid her face from me. “Something. Anything.”


She gave me a weak smile. “I told you I have saved up a lot of money. When you had come, I had saved up enough for me to go. But I soon wanted you to come too. So I’m saving up enough money for you.”


I gave a smile and hugged her slightly. “If this plan works out, this means I will be the second freak to ever come to The Place alive.”


Melissa whimpered. I looked at her carefully and stroked her hair again.  “It’ll be okay. Why are you worrying about it?” 


She bit her lip. “I don’t know if this means anything, but I overheard a strange conversation with one of our servants. She said that finally the freak was going to go. She told the other servant that the master, my dad, had said he was going to get rid of it very soon.”


My heart skipped a beat and my arms wrapped tighter around Melissa. “How?”


“I don’t know. I mean, I don’t even know how reliable that information is. But if it’s true, then that means we don’t have much time.”


“Do you have enough money for both of us now if we go on the most strictest of budget?”


“Maybe. But then I would also have to put in airline reservations since we have to fly to get there and that will take at least two days to have that processed.”


I gave a sigh. “Do you think we have enough time for that?”


“I hope so. Dad isn’t fast in judgment, he might just take a week or maybe even a month to get himself going. A week at fastest.”


Her words weren’t assuring. I bit my lip hard. “Well, I guess we can put in a reservation tomorrow and go in two days then, I guess.”


“Yeah, and all you have to do is to get our clothes packed. I have everything else ready, including your forged passport.” I had to smile at that comment. 


As we held on to each other, my mind raced back and forth. If the servants had picked up on it, what if that meant he was well on his way to sending me away? Would we be able to make it in time?


Finally I heard a snore from Melissa. Her body had relaxed and her breathing peaceful. I rested my head on her pillow and sighed. I tried to think of a wish or prayer, but the only words that came into mind were: if only.

Chapter 10


“You called me in sir?” I asked hesitantly. Melissa’s father was standing near the window looking out at the window. 


He turned and looked at me carefully. I lowered my eyes and looked to my feet hoping he wouldn’t start hitting me again. 


He paced the room slowly. “When I got you they said you were obedient.”


My eyes flashed up and my mouth gaped open. “But I am!” I said. 


He nodded. “Yes, I know, that’s why I’m so amazed.” A smile started to curve on his face, although he was neither happy nor impressed. 


“Sir, why did you call me in?” I said. I was nervous enough, if he only got over his talk and I could get along with my business. 


Melissa and I had been busy all yesterday. Melissa had arranged the flight and made other arrangements while I packed everything. 


During the packing she said, “Beth, if we are ever separated from our flight, let’s meet at this famous pub.” She showed me a picture of it and told me detailed directions.


Finally I asked, “Why are you telling me this?”


“Because if anything happens we will be prepared,” she said in the all-knowing way she had. But I never let her fool me because when we were alone she had a worried look on her face. 


I had enough stress to worry about and I didn’t need Melissa’s father troubling me. Unfortunately Melissa was right, he was slow at deciding things, including words. 


He looked me over. “My wife and I were talking about Melissa and the changes you have done to her,” he said calmly. 


I squirmed nervously. This was not the way I wanted the conversation to go. 


“At first when we talked we were angry because it appeared that you had not been doing your duties properly. As we thought about it more we realized that you had been teaching her very good things through a period of time.”


I started to relax more. So he wasn’t going to hit me. 


He continued, “She has been more calmer, more confident in people, and more obedient. As we thought about the changes that had been taking place, we realized that it could only come out of someone’s influence, yours.”


“I am honored sir, that you believe I have been a major role model and that I have helped her believe in such noble things as you say.”


“You can also say,” he continued, “that we, her parents have done a disservice to her by behaving in a manner that would have influenced her in such a wicked way.”


“I would never say that sir.”


“Ah, I do not mind. She is just a child. When I told her that I didn’t like freaks she went up against me. It is completely natural. The way she did it was extreme, but now it is no more.”


“I am glad sir.” I didn’t look to glad though. My hands were sweating and my stomach was doing flip-flops. Did he want to send me away? Couldn’t he wait one more day when we were off to The Place? 


“I must thank you too, freak.” I jumped at the name, I had been getting used to Beth. Fortunately he had turned away when I jumped. 


“Why sir?”


He paused and then turned towards me. “You have probably noticed that I do not like freaks.”


“Who does sir?” 


“Ah, yes, wise words, but I have always hated freaks more than average. When I was a boy a freak that was in my father’s service suddenly turned against me and beat me till I was half dead.”


I gasped. “I can assure you that most freaks would never dream of doing such a horrendous act.”


“I see that now through you, but I have believed that when you came. Now I am confident that some of you are not as murderous as you seem.”


“I am glad that I have restored the little image that we freaks have sir,” I said bowing slightly. 


“Now I see you have been stressed at my child’s whims. Be stressed no more. Remember that promise that I gave you when we first met?”


I paused a little and shivered. “You said you would kill me,” I managed to say in the most blandest voice. 


“No, I said that only if you failed. I said that we would send you off somewhere if you succeeded.”


“So where am I to go?”


“I have been thinking about that in detail. I know that you freaks have a special place that you call, The Place. I will help you get there.”


My heart could have leapt out of my chest. I abandoned all composure I had and cried out with joy, “Really?”


Perhaps Melissa would meet me at The Place and we would still be together and have more money. Oh! The possibilities were endless!


He smiled slightly. “Get into the car, it’s unlocked.” I skipped down the steps and climbed into the back seat of the car. This was the most wonderful thing that happened to me in my life. 


In a minute we were driving along the road, probably to the airport. I smiled as I looked at the scenery and I eventually fell asleep. 


I woke up when we suddenly came to a halt. I heard someone talking to Melissa’s dad. Slowly I looked up out of the window and froze. 


Outside I could see a huge factory. In front of the factory there was a large gate, and inside that large gate there was a huge line of people waiting. 


Melissa’s dad said, “Get out.” He opened the door. Suddenly a nauseating odor hit my stomach.  It smelled like the most horrible burnt thing you would imagine. It engulfed my nostrils and sent my stomach churning. 


Slowly I opened the door letting myself get surrounded the smoke, not willing to let myself believe the awful truth: I was being sent away. 

Chapter 11


Melissa’s father talked to a guard, but I didn’t really pay attention. I was too stunned. He said he would take me to The Place. Why hadn’t he?


As that thought came to mind, another one came in: most freaks thought that if they were good freaks and they were sent away they would go to The Place when they were sent away. They didn’t think of The Place as a tangible place they could get to, even I didn’t think that until Melissa had pointed it out to me. 


I stared at the line. Suddenly there was a loud roar, smoke bellowed at the smoke stacks and the line suddenly moved up. 

We were getting closer to our deaths. 


Suddenly a hand grabbed my shoulder. I gave a muffled yell, but the smoke was too hard to breathe and make a proper yell. So I stumbled back and started choking. 


“I know you, don’t I?” a voice said in back of me. I turned around and looked through my watery eyes. Standing behind me was a freak with fins on her hands, feet, and face. She was a pale green. 

I groaned and tried to look more suitable but I couldn’t. “Hello,” I managed to gasp. 

“I do recognize you! You’re that girl from the orphanage, aren’t you?”

I nodded furiously but I didn’t trust myself to open my mouth. I was sure I was vomit all over her feet if I did. She gave a merry laugh.

“So why are you here?” 

I looked at her desperately. “Why do you want to talk?” I finally gasped out. 

“Because I know you. Remember me?”

I stared at her and then finally remembered. She was a freak two years younger than me who had always been absolutely jealous of me. I nodded. 

“I always knew that I was a good enough freak that I would die at the same time as you. I just didn’t know that it would be the same place too.” She gave a merry laugh. 

I stared at her. As I looked at her I remembered more of her. She was the freak who wanted to be just like me. After awhile she didn’t just want to be like me, she also wanted to have all the privileges that I had, which included seconds for dinner, for taking care of the little ones. 

She had failed ultimately and the only way she saved her face was to be picked by a master. I had forgotten about her until now. 

Suddenly an idea popped into my mind. I said in a hoarse whisper, “Want to get out of here?” I had never particularly liked her, but if we worked together then maybe there was a chance we could get out. 

She seemed shocked. “Out of all the people who would say such a thing, I can’t believe it would be you!”

“Come on, admit it, you don’t want to die. If we work together then maybe there is a chance of us living.”

She glared at me. “You forget,” she said in a loud voice, “that I fear nothing. I have been a good freak, unlike you, so I will be going to The Place.”

“No you won’t! The Place is real, you don’t have to die to get there.”

“If that isn’t the biggest pile of horse feathers I have ever heard,” she said, her voice trailing off. 

Now we were starting to draw attention to ourselves to the other freaks. Their faces turned our way and they watched this unlikely showdown. 

“If we all work together,” I said in a louder voice, we could live, and maybe even get to The Place. You needn’t die to get there. It is a real place full of real people.”

“She’s wrong,” said one freak. “She is insane.” Many agreed with him. 

“I am not insane,” I said indignantly. “My mistress has told me so. She has taught me in many ways and she has even showed me proof that this place exists and is indeed not a myth.” 

“See, look at her speak. She speaks just like a upper-class lady,” the same freak cried out.

“I believe her,” said another. He stood out and looked down at me. He was extremely tall and muscular, quite a sight. I only wondered how he could’ve stayed alive this long since he had such a threatening appearance. 

 Many of the freaks’s jeers subsided with this freak’s appearance. 

But another freak stood up quickly and glared at the tall man. “Then it is you against us and the guards. At least we won’t die with disgrace.”

“Oh, really?” I said sarcastically. “I thought we, as freaks were already disgraced.”

There was silence, but many dirty looks. They started to circle us as if they were the wolves and we the lambs. I stood proudly, but even I started to wonder what was going to happen. 

“Then obviously you have forgotten what the freaks purpose in life is,” my old friend cried out. “It is to serve without question and with honor. When we are sent away we no longer needed by our masters and our lives serve no purpose. Therefore we die.” 

“Do you really believe this freak over here?” I asked. Before I could launch into another speech, the guards came. 

“What is going on?” they asked before they struck down the man that had stood up for me to the ground. 

The other freaks quickly decided that these men were on their side and tried to reach to bring me down. Quickly they got struck down too. More guards started rushing in and a scene of pure chaos with freaks fighting each other started. 

Chapter 12

I was pushed aside quickly. My leg was badly scraped, but I ignored that, got up and started running for the gates. 

Sometimes I would stumble and as I paused I would here more violence ensuing. 

This was not the way I intended things to be. If only those freaks weren’t so stupid! If only they had been taught to think properly. Alas, both of those conditions were not true. I continued running. 

“Hey, look over there,” I heard one guard cry out to others, “the freak’s trying to get away!”

Soon I heard footsteps behind me. I tried to run faster, but I was trying to outrun a grown man while my leg ached. Soon he caught up with me and I was tackled. 

One minute I was running along and the next my belly was being scraped on the gravel road. I screamed and tried desperately to get the man off me because he was pushing me more into the jagged rocks, but it was no use. He was just way too strong for me. 

He pushed me so that my front was facing him and he sat on me. I groaned and tried to get away from him or at least get to a less prostrate position. But even I knew it was futile.

I looked up into this guard’s face with dead eyes. There he was hovering over me. His hands were covered with blood, his clothes smelled of oil, and as he looked on at me lying helpless, he smiled. 

“Well freak, this is it.” He gave me a smile as one hand reached up into his into his coat for his gun with another hand reaching up for my neck. 

“I’m not a freak,” I murmured. 

But even though I was starting to fade from exhaustion and stress, I tried to remember why exactly I was a freak. It was because I could cook unnaturally well and have a little flame on my little finger. 

Suddenly everything clicked: his coat had oil on it and I had a flame. Before I knew what I was doing, one of my hands he had left free reached to his coat and my pinky touched it. In another second he was covered in flames. 

He went off of me and tried to beat the flames off him. He gave a wild shot. But now I was winning. I got up quickly and started running towards the gate again. 

Unfortunately other guards began to notice him screaming like a lunatic. They quickly rushed to his aid, some even chasing after me. I was too far ahead of them. In a couple of seconds I reached the gate. 

If only the gate were shorter! It was huge, about eight feet tall. I said a little prayer and turned to the guards. They were coming closer. Then I turned to the wall. 

A name popped into my mind, Tom Sawyer. I gave a small laugh and then tried to climb up the gate. The first time I slipped and fell, the next I made it to the top somehow and hoisted myself over the barbed wire and fell on the other side. 

Outside the wall there was an alley covered in trash. A recycling truck was outside there and he was taking a smoke. Carefully I sneaked out and tried not to gain his attention. 

Was there anything I could hide behind? I looked but all I could see was the trash and the truck?

Suddenly I got an idea. There was no place to hide amid the rubbish, but what if I could get into the recycling truck for a minute or so? Slowly I crept around to the back. 

The recycling truck was covered with a sheet so the unpredictable rains couldn’t fill up the truck and bottles. At first I was wondering how I was going to get into it, but I quickly realized that the top was rather shabby so they could put recyclables inside. 

I climbed on the truck, lifted up the roof and threw myself into the truck. Big mistake, the truck was carrying glass and my cuts grew worse. 

I bit my lip trying my best not to cry and then hid myself as best as I could inside the truck. 

Within a minute I heard men coming around. “Did you see a girl hop the fence?” I heard a tough surly voice ask frantically. 

“No, what’s happening?” I guess that was the driver of the truck. His voice was plain. 

“Nothing,” the surly voice said, but in a minute I heard the sound of garbage being pushed around. 

“Where is she?” I heard a man say amid curses.

“Let us check your truck,” the surly voice said, “now.” The driver mumbled something, but it was inaudible to me. 

They were about to lift up the sheet that I had lifted up to get inside and I huddled in the glass trying to be inconspicuous, but I heard the driver say, “Oh no, she wouldn’t be there.”

“What makes you so certain?”

“Because I would’ve heard her. Inside is glass.” I heard him smile through his voice. Now he told me. 

After a couple of minutes of searching, the surly voice began questioning the man. As I listened to the driver’s answers I realized that him being here was probably a miracle. He was going to the same town as I was, near my destination around the time that I needed to be there. 

I gave a sigh. Everything would turn out all right after all. 

Finally he started driving. 

Chapter 13

If only Melissa knew how true she was! As I limped down the street in the predawn hours and tried to shield my cuts from the cold, I thanked her for coming up with an alternative meeting place. 


If only I wasn’t so tired! I should be excited; I was going to The Place! Weariness kicked in though, and I felt like a zombie walking these deserted streets. 


Inside my pocket was my dog tag; I promised I would never wear it again. I was not a freak.


My mind went back to that place, that terrible place. How could I believe that this was The Place? For that matter, how could anybody? 

My mind went back to the conversation my old friend and I had. We were so different, it was hard to believe that we were once so much alike. Had she changed? And whatever happened to all those freaks there?

My eyes watered up although I would not let myself cry. They probably were killed, except this time they were probably given the thought that they should never be in The Place. 

The fight I had seemed like a blur, everything seemed to be a blur. I could speak for myself, but how could one say anything for herself when one doesn’t even know what she did?

How did this madness even come about? I bet Melissa would know. Now as I thought of Melissa I grew sick. Melissa would never really understand it though. No one would. 

I came towards the pub. There was singing coming from the building and I saw shadows from the light inside the building. I slunk away from there and I went to the alley near that place. 

As I came closer I heard the strangest sound, that of a wild animal screeching. I slowly came around and looked at whatever was there.

There was Melissa crying. The sight just dumbfounded me. Melissa? Cry? The two words didn’t seem to go together yet there she was, sitting on rubbish bawling her eyes out.

She had two bags out, one for me and the other for her. Relief sank in me. I was not going to travel like this, smelling like beer. 

“Missy!” I yelled, letting my voice fill the alley. Melissa stopped, although she it was not out of happiness but fear. 

I continued to talk to her, “Get your butt moving! Of all the things, sitting around, wailing like a crybaby. What have you forgotten? Your teddy bear? Well honestly I’ve been through a lot lately and I don’t intend on getting lied to again and you, my child, are not going to lie to me more. Are we going or not?”

Her eyes blinked at me. “Beth?”

“Yes?”

“Beth! It’s you!” Suddenly she jumped up and gave me a great bear hug. She stayed like that for a couple of minutes, wrapped in my arms, half crying, half laughing. 

Finally she looked up at me with awe. “You smell like beer,” she blurted out.

I laughed and I changed myself soon after. Melissa was concerned about my cuts, but I told her we could worry about that when we reached our destination. 

We hurried and caught our flight with no difficulties. In the plane we hardly said a thing to each other, but slept. 

Finally we reached The Place. I was awake to see the plane soar over the majestic harbor, almost narrowly missing the bridge, although Melissa said we missed it by a long shot.

Slowly we walked off the airplane. I looked around at all the people speaking a different language. All of the sudden a great big arm of an even greater lady came and hugged us both, it was the acquaintance Melissa had kept. She gestured for Melissa and I to follow her out of there and she gave us a grand tour. 

While we were near the harbor, Melissa pulled on my sleeve. “Beth, throw the necklace into the harbor. Then you’ll never have to worry about it again.” 

At that point our guide found something interesting and pointed it out to the Melissa.

I chuckled. It was funny how Melissa was so strict on teaching the past to others because it teaches people about the present, but she was reluctant to view the reality of the present.

I took out the necklace, which had never left my pocket, and viewed it critically. There in big letters was FREAK, the symbol of my slavery. I smiled at it, caressed it one more time and then slipped it back into my pocket. 

I wouldn’t worry about it, it was harmless now and I was the master of it here. Besides, in larger letters there was a sign that said “HOT DOGS” and it looked like our guide was getting us some. 

I could learn to love it here. 

