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"I told you a five-eights! This is a five-sixteenths!"
Father wouldn't have been mad, if she'd just done it right. Chris rummaged through the big toolbox. The greasy wrenches and screwdrivers were all churned together, and escaped her touch. She finally caught a larger wrench and handed it to Father.
Chris and her father were taking off the old basement door. She had almost clawed through it last time. The new door stood at an angle against the kitchen sink. Chris was sixteen years old. Hair was starting to grow on her face.
Of the many times Chris had been locked in the basement, she remembered the first time the best. Her twelfth birthday had hit only days before, and Father had actually laughed and sung and got her a junkyard bicycle he'd repaired and repainted. He'd hugged her, too. Mom had patted Chris on the head and told her "Happy Birthday."
That had been the last time anyone had touched her. It was also the last time that Father had been kind to her.
Chris was sweeping the bathroom's dusty tile after dinner when she noticed the hair on her hands. It was white and soft, like the first shoots of spring grass. Her hands had always been hairless; they'd been smooth an hour before. Her stomach squirmed around the peanut butter sandwich she'd had for dinner. She suddenly itched, everywhere.
The cracked bathroom mirror diagonally split her reflection. Short albino hair had appeared across her forehead and under her chin. She quivered, and hair sprouted below her eyes and spread across her cheeks.
Mom had come in then, probably to tell Chris to turn off the light and stop staring in the mirror. Mom's face was even thinner than Chris’, and just as pale. Her eyes grew wide when she saw Chris caressing her furry face, then she turned and dashed through the hall towards the living room.
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