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Shadow


Every day was the same. Just sitting there in that long corridor during my study periods. It seemed harmless enough. I could hear the classes humming with noise which was relaxing because it was a constant, unrelenting, so unobtrusive, but always there, in the background . From time to time I would look down the corridor which seemed to go on forever. It would all be still and calm. Nothing out of the ordinary. Except today. I didn't see it to begin with. Nothing that you would notice unless you had your attention drawn to it. It was a shadow. A shadow that shouldn't have been there. I only noticed it when my friend Karita shouted up the corridor to me and there was someone next to her. 

“Hey Queeny, you want to come to Waitrose with me and Basia at break? Have you met Basia?”

“No, I don't think I have. Hey Basia.”

 That was when I saw it. The shadow. Is was just small, on the wall next to Basia but it shouldn't have been there. I mentally shook my head, what was I thinking it's just a shadow. “Sure Kari, meet you at the front doors at the beginning of break, ok?”

She nodded then turned and walked off with Basia. I turned back to my desk and got on with my advanced higher chemistry work. I was learning about Zinc in class and had been given a revision sheet. “What are the uses of Zinc?” Well that one's easy. I scribbled down the answer. “Zinc is used for galvanising iron, alloys and batteries. Zinc oxide is used to stabilise rubber and plastics.” Just then the bell rang. I stuffed everything into my bag and ran down the corridor to meet Karita and Basia. I didn't give a second thought to the shadow on the wall.

As we were walking back with our Waitrose bags full of goodies I asked Basia where she had come from before she moved to Broughton. “I lived in Yakutsk in Russia for a while but most my life I lived in Brno in Poland, which is where I was born.” I nodded. We carried on walking, munching all the stuff we'd got. 

I sat down in my usual place in physics and was just getting my stuff out when I saw Basia walking into the room. I waved at her and pointed at the empty chair next to mine. She smiled and slid gracefully into the vacant seat. 

“Hey Basia, I didn't know you were in my class. Just a word of warning, Mr Abaddon is not the friendliest of teachers.” Suddenly I heard a gentle swoosh at the door and knew he had arrived. I looked up to see the gaunt figure of Mr Lucifer Abaddon. He was the only teacher who still insisted on wearing a black gown and mortar board. He reminded me of Snape from Harry Potter. Even his voice sounded similar.

“Good morning class, today we are going to be learning how to do Millikan’s Oil Drop experiment.” His eyes landed on Basia. “Who, may I ask, are you?”

“My name's Basia sir. I'm new to the school.”

“Basia. That is a Polish name is it not?” She nodded. “Therefore I assume English is not your first language. Advanced Higher Physics is hard for people who English is their first language. Are you sure this is the right course choice for you?”

“Yes sir. Polish may be my first language but I am also fluent in Russian, English, Korean, Tagalog, Efik,  Wolof, Balinese, the list could go on and I also have an A band 1 at Advanced Higher Chemistry, Biology and Higher Physics. I don't think Advanced Higher Physics should be too hard. I've already attempted a past paper and got 98% so I think this course should be a walk in the park. Don't you?” A ripple of laughter passed over the class but was quickly stifled as Mr Abaddon glared across the room with one of his signature, “If looks could could kill we'd all be dust right now” stares. 

At the end of the lesson once we had safely got as far away from Mr Abaddon's classroom I patted Basia on the shoulder. As I did so I felt a sudden chill go up my spine as though someone had just walked over my grave. Basia spun round and grabbed my wrist. “What do you think you are doing?” she hissed and for a moment I thought I saw her eyes flash red. “Sorry Basia, was just going to congratulate on being able to stand up to the Devil incarnate that is Mr Abaddon. No one's been able to do that before.”  

“Oh. Right. Thanks.” She stormed off without looking back once. I shrugged and walked to my usual spot at the end of the computing corridor. 

“Hey, Queeny.” I looked up to see Kari standing right next to me. “Whatcha doing?”

Trying to do my homework on Millikan's oil drop experiment.” Kari frowned. “What's that then?”

“Well, The experiment entailed balancing the downward gravitational force with the upward buoyant and electric forces on tiny charged droplets of oil suspended between two metal electrodes.” I smiled knowing Kari would have no idea what I was on about.

“Oh Kari, is there anything wrong with Basia? She was acting a bit funny after Physics.” She shrugged. “Dunno haven't seen her since break. I was just wondering if you have your textbook for higher philosophy. Need to read over the section on Descartes before our test tomorrow.” I scraped around my bag till I found the textbook. I handed it to Kari who hugged me then ran off down the corridor. 

As I was about to turn back to my homework I noticed that the shadow which I'd noticed this morning seemed to be slowly coming towards me. I tried to look away but my eyes were transfixed. I could here Basia's voice whispering in my ear. “Fire burn in Queeny's will, Corrupt her soul to murder and kill. You belong to me now Queeny. You cannot escape now that you touched me now go, do as I say.”

I could feel myself standing up. I tried to stop myself but I found I had no control over my body. Suddenly everything went black. When I opened my eyes I could hear people screaming. I looked around to see what was wrong and noticed that people seemed to be scared of me. I looked down to see my school shirt covered in blood and I was holding a bloodied knife which seemed to be from HFT. I could here Basia laughing and I spun round to face her.

“What have you done?” She walked slowly towards me. 

“Me. I've done nothing. You're the one with blood on your hands. Quite literally. Do you want to know who you went for first? It was Karita. You stabbed her twice through the heart. Mr Abbadon tried to stop you but he paid the price. He's just one of the 12 people you killed.”

I could feel the tears rolling down my face. I took a step towards Basia and hissed, “You made me do this. How can you stand there and laugh?”

“Your excuse won't stand up in court. I am just an innocent bystander. I was in computing at the time of the murders.”

She smiled innocently as I felt hands taking the knife out of my hands and walking me towards the police car. I didn't hear what anyone was saying to me all I could think about was Karita and all the others Basia killed. 

I killed. 

