The Rebel

He was the very picture of anger as he stood at the back of the classroom eyeing Doom with a wary eye.  Doom was rattling on about a topic that he found no interest in whatsoever.  Over time Doom made the mistake of looking at him, and he promptly glared back.  His eyes flared at Doom under the black silky fringe that hid it from view as he scratched his grimy nails against the cabinet behind him- a noiseless, subtle protest that spoke with the power of thunder.  Doom stared at him angrily but continued on with his subject. 

A red hue settled over his face, a red that indicated fury that knew no bounds.  He frowned at Doom as he thought about what happened in the morning.  Sighing, he brushed his fringe back in an impatient manner, and was promptly reminded by Doom to cut it off the next day.  His face assumed a magenta hue once again as he touched his silky hair, unwillingness filling up the emptiness of his heart. Soon, he realized that he did not want to think about it.  He slowly shifted his hands unwillingly away from his “treasure”, lost in a world of embarrassment and confusion—painted scarlet with anger.   He was no longer a good student since he was scolded.  Why did Doom want to punish him in front of his fellow classmates, why did Doom want to take away the pillows his fragile reputation was rested on?

He sighed, looking at the ceiling for some type of answer to his numerous questions.  He could not derive anything from it.  Even when the bell rang, even after everybody had left the classroom, he still continued staring, searching for an answer written on a blank wall.
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