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By Stephanie Morse

Preface
My life as I knew it was hard enough to get through despite being the one person who has unique personality traits no one else has. I am the only red-haired girl with chocolate colored eyes who can see things differently from another person’s point of view. I entered the world as an unknown human being, not knowing who she is yet, still wondering about the curiosities of what life has to offer. It was never easy fitting in at work, school, or even with friends. After all the obstacles I was faced with throughout my early teenage years, I finally get the freedom and happiness I deserved. As I step into the next portal, a beam of light flashes as I move foreword on the pathway to a peaceful environment.

Chapter 1: A Child’s Delight


I was born on an early spring morning on April 16, 2080. The beautiful rays of sunshine had shown through the curtains in the room where I lay all snug in my mother’s arms, her face was like a shining goddess in the moonlight as she looked down to facing me. She smiles at me, “Your so beautiful, welcome my little angel.” Then she leaned foreword to kiss my forehead, my dad came in all happy to finally see his little newborn daughter after seven hours of sitting in the waiting room hearing my mom push endlessly.

“Isn’t she precious?” my mom asked my dad.

“Yes dear, she is as pretty as the roses that grow in our garden.” He said.

Both my parents were filled with joy as they looked at me, my hair was as red as the wood on the ceiling, my face pale like the marble on the statues, lips as pink like the roses they mentioned, and eyes that resemble the shade of rich chocolate truffles. They named me Rosette Therese.   
The house that I lived in was like a mansion. My room was like a room Marie Antoinette would want to own, it was a pink, and cream colored bedroom with a chandelier, my bed had white ruffles, a rug with pink roses embellished with gold borders around each corner, the wallpaper had peaches painted in the white corners on the ceiling cracks leading all the way down to the floor, it had French doors, a balcony with a nice view and a peach tree where my sweet, and friendly orange cat lies under on hot sunny days. Most of my childhood was spent being home-schooled. I was learning about art, literature, music, math all the way up to Geometry, history, and people like the Royals from France, England, Russia and Austria. I lived my life there until I was thirteen when the communists came, and kidnapped every teenager there was. These evil doers made my father so upset that he demanded to have his daughter back, my mother felt devastated that she locked herself up indoors, and refused to come outside until my return. 

Chapter 2: The Great Depression 
I was taken to a different town, a town where it was peaceful until everything grew dark and sorrow. I was forced to spend my high school years in a school where I was taught well, but forced to wear a military uniform, I was tortured and bullied by jocks, sluts in mini school girl skirts who break all the rules and spread rumors about me, and a so-called preppy Irish boy named Keller who thinks he is king of the world when he is just being a fucking asshole who tried pressuring me to have sex with him, which almost ruined me completely. Then after I graduated, I was forced to work in a factory where the company manufactures satellite dishes. Generally college would have been a better option, but if I don’t follow orders then I get killed by getting electrocuted.

One day I stepped outside on a cold, blistery day in December. The trees looked as if they were about to be burned down, the lakes were all completely dry, and no birds were flying around singing the peaceful harmonious songs like they used to do. The pink rose bushes had wilted, and turned white to match the snow that blanketed on the ground. Everywhere I looked; it felt as if I stepped into an old movie where everything was only in black and white.
 
The factories where now monitored automatically by computers, cyborgs, and robots. Peeking though the clear glass windows, I see workers wearing uniforms that almost looked like black space suits with multiple buttons and controls that operated on the jackets, moving around in the air carrying what looked like satellites.
I left before anybody saw me, if they catch you doing something else that you're not supposed to be doing like talking, playing, laughing or eating, you get put into the machine where the electric rays continue to shock your nervous system until you pass out, and die. 
I went back to work in the factory, and started stacking up the boxes, then placing them in the storage containers. The morning went smoothly, until the boss came in with a stern look on his face, as if he had smelled rotten fish. 
"Who the hell is responsible for this mess?" He yelled "Speak up!"
Everyone looked around, and saw a broken dish that shattered into millions of pieces. People were looking, and wondering, if one of them saw somebody carry the disk. Each person nodded, until the boss laid eyes on the guy in the corner quivering uncontrollably.
"It was you! Wasn't it? Weren't you the one held accountable for carrying the disks to the conveyer belts?" The boss asked
"Yes sir." he answered 
"Well, did you break it by accident? Or did you do it, so that you can try to leave my factory?"
"Sir, you know very well that I can't walk with a broken leg!"
“Excuses! Excuses! All you people always try your best to get yourselves out of a job you dread doing! I will let this one pass, but if I hear one more excuse again, it will be the end of all of your lives! Understand?"
Life as we know it was hard for all of us, there was no way out of an excuse, the boss gets pissed off by one small thing that happens regularly, and we barely get any breaks at all. Each time we have to shift to different stations, one person has to either control the situation on their own, or prepare to face their ultimate doom. One day, someone got electrocuted for accidentally dropping the motor, which exploded like an atomic bomb. I wasn't about to be next in line towards the electric guillotine of hell just because I didn't do one god damn thing right. I was willing to escape, to free myself from convention, to live independently. The following week, I managed to flee from the town without anyone knowing about my departure by stealing one of the air ships that they park outside their garage. I was running with my suitcase as fast as I could until I made it to the gate that borders the next town, I reached for the handle until I felt a tough grasp on my hand.
“You thought you were going to gain freedom by leaving these premises? Think again!" 
It was one of the security guards; I broke free from his strong grip and jolted out the door. He chased me until he caught me in his arms again. I looked up at him, realizing that I have seen that face before.
"Let's face it; women like you can't leave even if this was your idea. You females may be smart enough to solve mysteries, join the Air Force, and stand up for equality. But times are different now, and if you think your smart Alec ways are going to get you anywhere, think again you moron! Even though I would love to date a girl like you, I have no choice but to put you in the shocker." He laughed malevolently, and forced me towards the machine next to the chair, but I knocked him out with my fist. He ended up in the chair, accidentally pressing the button while getting shocked until he could not move his feet anymore. Finally, I left this dead world behind, and hoped for a better life without totalitarian rules. I stepped though the portal leading me to the next dimension.  
Chapter 3: A Ray of Light

I managed to get through the portal as much as I could long enough to get away from that creep who tried to kill me. I knew he would be one of the same jerks who lead me on back in high school, that’s what he gets for trying to mess with me, screw him and hope he learns a lesson while he goes to hell where he belongs. 
I’m eighteen, and it’s been five years since I left my home. My life as I knew it was hard enough to get through despite being the one person who has unique personality traits no one else has. I am the only red-haired girl with chocolate colored eyes who can see things differently from another person’s point of view. I entered the world as an unknown human being, not knowing who she is yet, still wondering about the curiosities of what life has to offer. It was never easy fitting in at work, school, or even with friends. After all the obstacles I was faced with throughout my early teenage years, I finally get the freedom and happiness I deserved. As I step into the next portal, a beam of light flashes as I move foreword on the pathway to a peaceful environment.

I walked out of the portal, and it disappeared forever. 

I made it to the town that I remembered very well, a place that I knew from a long time ago. I look around town, and see old antique stores that me and my mom used to look at while window shopping, oh how I missed my mother! There were kids running around, smiling and having fun. A special festival was being held in the streets, the food smelled like I was back in Paris again when I was ten years old! I felt like crying after seeing all the good stuff that I enjoyed as a kid. Now a young woman, I felt happy that I was back home after all those rocky years of working in that horrid factory 24/7.

Most importantly, I am happy that I’m free again and back in my world full of joy, peace, and prosperity.

Suddenly, I see a man that came up to me. A face that was eager to see me.

“Rosette? Is that you?”

That was my father.

“Dad! It’s me!”

I was so thrilled to see him! I ran up to him in tears and gave him a hug, united at last.  

To be continued…   

