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The classroom was small. The people in front of me stopped just
inside the door to hang up their coats on a long row of hooks. I copied
them. They were two girls, one a porcelain-colored blonde, the other also
pale, with light brown hair. At least my skin wouldn't be a standout here.

I took the slip up to the teacher, a tall, balding man whose desk had a
nameplate identifying him as Mr. Mason. He gawked at me when he saw
my name - not an encouraging response - and of course I flushed tomato
red. But at least he sent me to an empty desk at the back without
introducing me to the class. It was harder for my new classmates to stare

at me in the back, but somehow, they managed.
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