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of A Tribe Called Quest resonate through every pore
like a warm cup of coffee.
I open my eyes just in time to see my mother pulling
from the driveway in her crimson SUV. She blows me
a kiss and waves. I can read the look of anxious optimism in her sparkling light brown eyes like a billboard.
It only makes me shake my head and smirk as I wave
back. What’s there to worry about? New schools. New
surroundings. I’ve done them so many times they’ve
become as much of a routine as tying my shoes.
The school bus is pulling up over the hill just as
my mother’s car disappears. It’s astonishing how few
houses there are in the distance. Most of the ones I
do catch seem far from lived in. It can only be a pain
for the bus to pick me up so far off course. I quickly
adjust the lone strap of my backpack that hangs over
my shoulder, and tuck my hands into the pockets of
my gray jacket. The weather in this tiny Missouri town
doesn’t seem too bad. Not too hot, not too cold. At
least I know there is one thing positive about this place
other than the clear skies.
I can already see the probing stares blaring through
the bus windows. I try to conceal my rolling eyes as the
bus comes to a halt. In this small town, everyone likely
knows everyone and has known everyone their entire
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lives. I can imagine a seventeen-year-old stranger might
be a bit intriguing to them.
I nod to the bus driver as I clump up the vehicle’s
grimy stairs. The whole interior seems as if it has just
finished two tours of escorting soldiers in the Middle
East. A light huff echoes through my jaws as I notice
the only three black kids chatting it up in the back.
Even they manage to glare at me like my chocolate skin
is something abnormal. The only empty seat is at the
very front, right behind the driver. I quickly sit, just as
the vehicle rumbles forward.
I don’t say anything to anyone, although I can feel
the gazes scanning me. My stop is the last before we
arrive at school. This is good and bad. Good because I
won’t have to worry about some awkward kid attempting to strike up conversation. Bad because I didn’t get
to finish my old-school hip-hop playlist.
A burly man with silvering hair tells me to take off
my headphones the instant I step from the bus. I oblige,
but his tone irks me. It’s as if he’s already determined
I’m trouble just because he’s never seen me before.
I stroll around the campus, taking in every hallway
like I’m in a museum. It’s surreal how eerily similar
all of these high schools are. This is my sixth school in
four years, and it’s probably the most generic. The only
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distinctive feature is the glass case draped with basketball trophies and plaques. I scan it for a moment, before
I realize just how many achievements the school has.
The information my mother was telling me while we
were moving begins to resurface in my mind. My new
high school is the best in the state at basketball. She
guesstimated somewhere in the ballpark of five championships in six years. It’s actually seven in nine. Impressive. Maybe I’ll stay long enough to catch a game. I
chuckle inside. Unlikely.
The morning bell sounds, and a flurry of people
bombard the halls. It takes barely a minute for me to
make it to my first class—sociology. The few students
who have already entered give a stunned scowl as I trot
in. I ignore them before heading to my favorite classroom position. Nothing says don’t talk to me like the
back corner window seat.
Five minutes later, the classroom is filled. I ignore
each student’s critical scan, and the childish snickers that come from over my shoulder. I can overhear
them making fun of my high-top sneakers, like wearing
anything that isn’t popular automatically labels me an
outcast. Nothing new. I’ve met plenty of students like
these. The ones who like to mask their insecurities and
shortcomings by being obnoxious. People like this are
always easy for me to ignore.
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Our teacher is the last one to enter. He’s a tall, thin
balding man with bifocals. His attire, perfectly pressed
khakis and a tan blazer with elbow pads, looks like
something straight out of an 80s movie. There’s a
friendly smile plastered on his stubbled face as he closes
the door and moves to the white board behind his desk.
“The scientific study of society and human behavior!” He scribbles the same words in blue ink.
His gaze seems to fixate on me when he turns
around. A hint of intrigue in his stare that makes my
eyes roll.
“Good morning, everyone. My name is Mister
Keenan, and welcome to sociology. Now I’m sure the
reason you’re all here is because all of the good electives were taken.”
The entire class chuckles, but I just sit there with my
palm on my chin. He waits for the laughter to simmer
before he spends the next few minutes prattling on
about his expectations for the course, and how we,
as seniors, shouldn’t be sluggish in our studies just
because we’re close to graduation. It gets me thinking
about my own future. I’ve never given any thought to
a career path. Mom wants me to go to college, but the
thought of leaving her behind while she continues to
migrate gives me a nervous itch.
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Finally, Mr. Keenan takes up a clipboard and begins
to call the roll. He runs down every name. A few students, who deem themselves the height of comedic
timing, reply with anything but the here and present
that is the norm. I can’t help but groan and wait for
the inevitable when he nears my name.
“Ree-on Grean?”
Everyone’s eyes perk, and a few snide giggles fill the
room. I give a deep sigh before raising my hand.
“It’s pronounced just like Ryan,” I reply.
“Oh! Okay. Sorry about that, Rion.” He smiles apologetically before continuing the roll call.
It’s funny—he hasn’t taught any of these people
before, but I can tell he’s already sniffed out that I’m
new here.
I give an apathetic nod, coupled with my best faulty
smile, before turning back toward the window. I avoid
making eye contact with any other student.
The chirping birds have my attention for the next
few minutes, until something catches my ear. There’s
another new student. I can tell by the heightened tone
in the teacher’s voice when he calls her name.
“Danielle Young?” he says.
She quickly replies, as to not draw too much attention.
I look over at her. She is ironically seated at the desk
in the opposite corner of mine. Her skin looks as del-
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icate as an untouched pool of cocoa, and her eyes are
large and round like coals. She’s short. Very short.
Even while she’s sitting, I can tell she is no taller than
five feet. Her coarse hair is crinkled into two poofs,
and her modest outfit of a T-shirt and overalls seems
just as outdated as mine. She glances at me, just as I
ease my gaze away.
Mr. Keenan spends the better part of the next hour
doing the same things every teacher does on the first
day of school. Everyone groans when he starts passing
out packets of reading material. And after highlighting
specific sections on the syllabus, he talks about how
the course will explore the nuances of human behavior. He starts asking the classroom questions, but I
shrug and continue staring through the window. No
way a new kid is going to raise his hand and volunteer on the first day.
“Rion?” Mr. Keenan says, and the entire classroom
looks in my direction.
Son of a…you’re supposed to be asking for volunteers! I turn from the window, realizing other students have already spoken and I haven’t heard a single
response.
“What’s up?” I blurt.
The class snickers. Mr. Keenan gives me a look that
clearly signifies my question wouldn’t be necessary had
I been paying attention.
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“What are your thoughts on human behavior? A
quote or an observation, perhaps?”
“Well…” I murmur, as I tap my fingertips against
the cool veneer surface of my desk.
The entire classroom awaits my response with
intrigued scowls. My eyes flutter, and I start to wonder
if I should say what’s really on my mind.
“Honestly…I think humans are full of sh—crap.”
Laughter breaks out. Great. Just what I need. More
attention.
The guys look at me as if I’m the new class clown.
The girls look at me as if I’m the new bad boy. I’m
neither. Just the new kid who wants to be left alone,
and who would have loved it had the bell rang five
minutes ago.
I look into the crisp frames of the glasses covering
the teacher’s light-brown eyes. He scowls at me just as
he finishes calming the rest of the class. Surprisingly
though, he seems more laden with curiosity than anger.
So I reluctantly continue.
“People fear what they don’t understand, hate what
they can’t conquer. Guess it’s just the theory of man…”
The class looks around as if I’m speaking in some
foreign language, but Mr. Keenan just looks on curiously, unable to take his gaze from me.
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“‘Hate Me Now’…by Nas.” I scan the room with
outstretched palms. “It’s a rap song from 1999.”
The short black girl in the corner is the only student
who seems enamored by my response. The other wide
eyes glaring back at me make it seem as if I’ve just
uttered an Einstein equation. I take it their answers
didn’t stem from twenty-year-old rap lyrics.
“Very nice, Mister Grean,” Mr. Keenan says, with
a wily grin.
The bells sounds shortly after. It’s as if the noise triggers memory loss, because nearly every student jumps
from their seats and begins clamoring out of the room
like I’d never spoken.
Mr. Keenan, still grinning from each ear, begins
shuffling his papers and preparing for his next class.
I shrug and grab my notebook to place it in my backpack.
“I look forward to more insight from you, Rion.”
He smiles just as I head for the door. “Welcome to
Tyler High.”
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I trudge aboard the school bus and take a seat at the
same spot behind the driver. The soothing vibes of
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Run DMC blare into my eardrums to drown out the
thoughts of another monotonous first day of sitting in
classroom corner seats and eating alone in the cafeteria. I’m prepared to lean back and enjoy the brief trip
home, but something catches my attention just before
my eyes can shut.
There’s a kid scrambling for the bus. I recognize
him from my algebra class. He’s slender, with untamed
brown hair, but the metal boot on his right leg is easily
his most recognizable feature. He’s the only kid I spoke
to today…sort of. I opened a door for him, and he
thanked me.
He’s still a few feet from the bus when I notice the
driver preparing to close the doors. I’m not sure if he
hasn’t noticed the kid…or if he’s seen him and doesn’t
care. I turn my apathetic glare to the other students.
Virtually everyone who can see the kid through the
window is laughing at his misfortune. I wish I was
surprised. It seems that no matter where you go, high
school students will always be at the bottom of the
social maturity totem pole.
I shake my head when the driver reaches to clasp the
lever and shut the door. Without hesitation, my focused
glare takes aim at his hand. A deep scowl engulfs my
face, and I become so focused that I refuse to blink.
The driver pulls, but the lever doesn’t budge. My nose
twitches, and sweat begins to bead down my brow. My
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right palm widens, and my fingers unfurl. It’s as if I’m
standing beside the bus driver and tugging against the
lever with all my might.
Finally, the kid clumps up the vehicle’s stairs just
as I release my mental hold on the lever. The driver
yanks it so hard that I can hear the screech of the doors
through the music that continues to swarm my senses.
The kid nods at the driver and mouths a thank you
before taking a seat behind me. A smirk fills my face
when the driver looks around in a befuddled stupor,
unaware of the special gifts of the silent newcomer
behind him.
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A breeze rustles the long blades of grass that dance
around my jeans. I can feel a few pockets of air navigating through my bare toes as I sprawl out in my
new backyard. Nights like tonight, when the sky is as
clear and deep as a never-ending ocean, are always the
most relaxing. Out here in the countryside, there are
no city lights to mask the starry skies. No sounds of
honking horns to pierce the soothing silence. Only the
chirp of crickets.
Moonlight bathes one of the tiny insects as it inches
toward me. I focus on the creature just when it makes
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a leap for my right leg. I hold out my hand, letting the
cool air rush over my skin. The cricket stops midair,
and its tiny appendages begin to wriggle in a frenzy
over my open palm.
“Chill, bro,” I whisper, as if it can understand me.
“I’m not gonna hurt you.”
My eyes never waver. I can feel them growing red
as I make the insect hover to the other side of my legs.
“Rion!” Mom calls from the patio.
My eyes flicker, and the creature drops. It begins its
version of an urgent scurry through the sea of grass
as I turn to meet Mom’s curious smile beaming from
the back porch.
“Dinner,” she says, as if she knows I’m guilty of
something.
“Yes ma’am,” I call back, before I lift myself from
the grass and head inside.
I can’t remember the first time I used my gift. There
are a few hazy moments that still rest in the back of
my head like clips of a movie I’d watched in the height
of late-night fatigue.
Third grade, when Gary Moses pushed me on the
playground, and I cried because I scraped my knee on
a bed of wood chips. Gary laughed until he felt the
air rush against his face, causing his nose to gush with
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blood. He told the teacher I punched him, but the other
kids knew I hadn’t touched him.
Then there was fifth grade, when Suzy Beamon
kissed me on my cheek on Valentine’s Day. She immediately toppled to the floor and hit her head on a desk
before running to our teacher, claiming I’d shoved her.
I got suspended for a week, even though my hands
never budged.
But I specifically remember the first time I knowingly
used my powers. It was five years ago, when I was in
the seventh grade. I was sitting in my usual, chosen seat
in the corner of Mrs. England’s social studies class. I
was bored, so I tried to make my pencil move. It did,
and I remember my skin growing warm and my heart
thumping like I’d just received a shot of adrenaline. I
made the pages of my notebook flutter just to make
sure it wasn’t a fluke. I had wide eyes for the rest of
the day. For so long, it had felt like a dream. But after
that moment, the full realization that I was unlike any
other human had fully set in.
Where my abilities come from, or why I have them,
occasionally seeps into my thoughts. I come up with
theories every so often. Could I be an alien? That’s
the theory that seems to hold up the most. It would
certainly explain my mom always keeping to herself,
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and that we don’t look much alike, aside from being
African American. Although…it is certainly possible
that I might be some sort of experiment gone wrong…
or gone right.
Both ideas are aided by us constantly moving. Her
career as a freelance researcher has the two of us rarely
in the same city for more than a year, so I’ve never
managed to make anything close to a friend. She tries
little things to make me happy, like buying whatever I
want. One time, she bought me a dog when we moved.
I lost it after three weeks, and we moved after six.
As far as I know, my mother is oblivious to my gift.
But I swear she’s almost caught me a few times making
quarters spin and causing curtains to waft when there
is no air circulation. I often notice her in the corner of
my eye, glaring at me as if she’s waiting for me to move
something. But I’ve never thought to tell her about
what I can do. I can’t imagine how she’d cope if she
ever truly knew that her son had telekinesis.
She already thinks I’m miserable. Every day, no
matter what house we live in, my mother walks by
my room with the same wounded look in her eyes.
She thinks I don’t see her, but I always do. Even if it’s
not true, I always tell her that I’m content. I have no
desire to waste time scrolling through social media
accounts to forge phony relationships with strangers.
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I’ve found other, little things to make the days and
nights seem meaningful. I play games on my phone,
watch an occasional action movie, or listen to music
on my headphones.
But the only hobby I truly need…is my unnatural
ability to move things with my mind.
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