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It was cold and slightly snowy. | stared out the wmdow besxde me The
windows fogged up, and | drew little dots out of boredom The old and
somewhat yellow lights flickered above me. AUl can hear my h|story teacher
say is, “Blah blah blah.” | looked up to the teacher for once ‘we weére learnrng
about Anna Rey, a girl who got k|dnapped from her own home Idon't’.

know why we were even learning about her Everyone was so focused and 1
admired that about them. For example, one: girl had a pmk Sparkly headband
she occasionally fidgeted with, but she kept her. eyes « on the board There 5 5
was also another guy, he seemed bored, but he kept his eyes on the board.
Me? Not so much, | got up occas:onally to pace around the room, drew on
the window, scribbled on'my paper anythlng BUT focus It feels like I've been,
sitting here forever, and | don't know why. | sat in the back corner, about

50 feet away from everyone Nobody called on me, looked at me, or talked
about me. | felt safe unt|l I wasnt SRR

02/03/2034 AL _: D i
IB4Pm- S e e e i :
| was drawing stars. on my paper and my teacher was wrapplng up whatever
he said. “And it was a myth that Anna Rey went to th|s school, sat in this same
classroom, back there,” he said, then pomted at me God | got so red. People
looked back, then laughed 1 didn‘t say anything but it's safe to say | was
'scared. Then, | felt somethlng on me, Like ﬁngers were grazing on my back.

| flinched a b|t and | turned around SO fast I think my neck could’'ve broken

Off. Noth|ng llterally nothmg 1 couldn t ﬁnlsh the day l wanted to go home
badly. ; Al S T
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I couldn t sleep What |f |t was Anna Rey7 What if she was gonna haunt me
5 £ tonlght'7 I lay on my bed head facmg the window. | tried not to get in my
‘head 'so | facused on every. speck of snow falling to the ground. | watched
.. as some stuck to the ground, and. some melted into the frosted ground. | felt
w5 relaxed at some pomt but then I wasn't, Footprlnts were traced on the pile of
i ;snow some dragged and some- were normal

wiid would wanna say it was in my head, but | can 't lie to myself about it. It
”seemed as if it was coming to my room. 1 hid myself under my covers as fast
“asl could “Go to sleep Anna; go to. sleep | said to myself. | couldn’t bear
it d|dn t know who was comlng to me, and all | wanted was for it to be a
ey -'dream ‘A cold gust»of wind hit my back. | wrapped my blanket tighter around
f:'myself ‘Ehe $oft hands wrapped around me, it felt comforting, like all my
v fears faded aWay like the hands of my mother. But then it sa|d something to
me, e

: "Goodn_ight, Anna‘ Rey." :
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