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*What have you done! 
 “Nǐ zuòle shénme!*” The heavy accent of my father laced with disdain bellowed through our 
cramped living room. I had yet again found myself in another compromising situation. Heat 
flushed my hazel skin as I braced myself for another incoming strike.  
 
“Stop!”  
 
 My father did not move. He stood there rooted to the ground, his body rigid with anger as 
his thick eyebrows furrowed together.  “I knew something like this would happen,”  my 
mother muttered,  to the intimidating height of my father.  Her eyes shrewd as she gave me 
a quick once- over, signaling for me to go upstairs. My heart beated like a band of drums: 
hesitant to do anything that would defy my father. Seeing the look of uncertainty that marred 
my face, she began rubbing my fathers calloused hands. The tension in the air seemed to 
evaporate as she continued her intimate ritual with my father. I looked away.  
 
I knew where I wasn’t wanted. 
 
Gripping the cold metal banister like a latched paper-clip, I forced my quivering legs up the 
stairs- careful not to make a sound.  Hot, shameful tears began to sting my lower eyelid. 
Blinking angrily, I bit my patched lips compelling myself to a calmer resolve. You are not a 
loser, You are a fighter. How many times had I told myself that and nothing to show 
for it. 
 
Silence became my worst enemy. Seconds turned into minutes, minutes into hours. 
I was well deep into my thoughts now. My head hung in mortification as the fleeting memory 
of today's event plagued my mind. 
 
Reflecting through my window, was a brilliant shock of white.   
 
“Hello?” the distant voice sounded so far-fetched. I teared my gaze away from my bed.  
 
I saw him.  No, no I really saw him. He was my dark angel rescuing me from the plundering 
darkness that threatened to engulf my entire being. 
 
“Ah, you're alive” His emerald eyes scanned my face in concern. 
 
 “Pardon?”  
 
Out of impulse, I began raking my wild, curly hair. 

https://music.youtube.com/watch?v=51u5fnyrGj4&list=PL_pwy02LVXo47q8pJsZ7e4pL9iWvexRm3


 
“Erm- It's just, a minute ago, your house sounded like a complete war-zone “ Whilst his 
perfectly coiffed mass of curls stayed immaculate. Embarrassment crept up my neck as I 
realised the small observation. A knot of unease developed in my stomach. 
 
“It's nothing” I hurriedly told him,  stumbling over my words. My eyes averted his intense 
scrutiny. 
 
“Okaayy- by the way I’m the new neighbour, Jack.” 
 
Awareness dawned on me.  I wasn't up for discussion. I gave an abrupt nod and carefully 
closed the window behind me. I could still feel his lingering gaze seering my back. My hands 
raised in exasperation.  
 
These days joy seemed to be a foreign emotion that pervaded me. Yet  a small smile tugged 
at my face as I remembered the face of my fallen angel. A black blanket had engulfed the 
sky. Tomorrow was going to be a long day. 
 
 
                                                      *** 
 
The somewhat dilapidated edifice of the library loomed over the ground below. A small 
creaking sound could be heard as I quietly opened the door. I had become quite accustomed 
to it as it had become my second home.  
 
Splotches of discoloration where blood has pooled under my right arm reminded me of the 
incident that occured this morning. I had failed my parents, embarrassed them, shamed 
them.  An A- was an Asian F. And that was exactly what I got.  
 
Yanking various books from their shelves, whilst momentarily reading them, it slowly came to 
me that none of them could help me with the pythagorean theorem. Frustration took over. 
Years of pent up anger rearing its ugly head. Briskly walking to an ordinary customer, the 
middle-aged librarian gave me a glower that penetrated through her glasses. I had to 
constrain myself to a quiet simmer. 
 
“Looks like someone is in trouble” Jack smiled whilst his fingers swiftly shoved  themselves 
in his pockets.  
 
He closed the distance between us. 
 
 Upon closer inspection, you could just make out the faintest trace of stubble.  I took a huge 
step back. 
 
“Don’t worry, I’m just here to help” The way he said it hinted at a double meaning. One that I 
did not want to look into. 
 
“Erm, Okay”  
 



“ I was a former teacher in my old school, so I know just about everything in the book” I bit 
my lips, my amber eyes opened in bewilderment. He was that old. 
 
“Why don’t you come over to my house, so I can give you the educational resources” My 
mind went racing. My parents would kill me if they knew I was going to another person’s 
house. But with better grades I could prove to them that I wasn’t tarnishing their name. 
 
“Sure” I replied hesitantly.  
 
“4.00 clock then” 
 
                                            *** 
 
He smoothed his pleated jeans down before reaching a hand forward. 
 
“Welcome to my humble abode” 
 
I took a moment to absorb his humble abode. I felt like a mouse that had been trapped in the 
lion's den. Everything was so big, so intimidating. 
 
“Okay Tyra, Why don't we go upstairs to retrieve some of the books.” His hands rested upon 
my shoulder as he gave them a small squeeze. 
 
At first I was confused, why did he do that and why did I have to go upstairs as well? 
 
It all came to me; a tide of panic flooding my senses.  
 
Just then I heard a brief sharp zipping sound.  
 
My knuckles white and clenched. 
 
 Without even a moment's hesitation, he tossed me to the opposite room, like a rag doll. His 
nails digging into my scalp, closing the door behind him. 
 
                                                                  *** 
 
 
"You  must be Jack Marshall. You have the right to remain silent. You have the right to 
an attorney and if you cannot afford an attorney one will be appointed for you. If you 
waive these rights and talk to us, anything you say may be used against you in court.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


