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The Truth About Chris 

No one seemed to notice when my teacher turned into a demon. I did.  

Let's go back a step. I'm Chris Nichols, and I used to be a fairly normal kid. 

Average grades, average looks, average everything, pretty much. Then I took 

chemistry. Mrs. Larson, my new teacher, was super strict. She seemed to suck the life 

out of the class, and everyone seemed to be tired when they walked out. I was among 

them. One day was far worse than normal though. As she rambled on about the 

formation of molecules, I started to see small blue wisps coming off of my body. I 

blinked. And I blinked again. No difference. If anything, they were getting stronger. And 

they were flowing straight into the mouth of Mrs. Larson. Then it happened. 

One minute, a middle-aged lady with fading blond hair, the next, a slobbering 

demon with warty yellow skin and leathery wings. Teacher. Then demon. Just like that. 

As can be expected, I screamed like never before. "What in the world is wrong?" 

the horrifying creature asked me in a raspy voice out of a nightmare. 

"What...what are you?" I managed. 

"What kind of a question is that?" the thing asked. Then I realized the rest of the 

kids in the room were coming in and out of focus. Jenny Ritter to my left was the first to 

reappear clearly. As a transparent elven woman with fairy wings. Then Carter James 

across the room, short quiet Carter James, transformed into a hulking ogre with skin like 

tree bark. Jake as a snake-like warrior. Sydney as a bear with the head of a dolphin. 



I was alone in a room full of ... of things that I once thought were human. I 

sprinted out of there faster than I knew I could. I ran past something like a giant slug in 

the hallway and into the bathroom. Just my luck, all of the stalls were taken. I happened 

to glance in the mirror and thought I might just die. 

I wasn't me. My familiar hooked nose was a bright blue pig snout, my shaggy 

brown hair a field of metal spikes. I turned to the garbage can and vomited. No one ... 

no one was human. I wasn't human. I didn't want to leave the bathroom and risk seeing 

anything else, but it would be better than being anywhere near the mirrors. Just as I was 

about to run from the school, the snake thing that was Jake slithered through the 

bathroom door. "Dude, what's wrong?" the monster growled. 

"Get away from me!" I shrieked, a hit him across the face with my hand - no, my 

hoof. He staggered toward the wall, shaking his head in apparent disbelief. I darted into 

the hallway before he could do anything and towards the front of the school. I ran 

outside, down the sidewalk until I simply had to stop. I didn't know what to do. I couldn't 

go home; if I saw my parents like everyone else I knew I would break down on the spot. 

So I just kept going, on and on, scavenging for food in trash cans and hiding from cops. 

I haven't stopped since I found this journal in a dumpster next to a discarded pen. I need 

someone, anyone to know happened. So let me tell you what happened, or at least, 

what I think happened.  

There's some kind of shield, something clouding our vision, making us see things 

differently than they truly are. Mrs. Larson took that away. I don't know if she meant to. 

In fact, I doubt it. I think everyone is so deluded by this illusion, they truly think that 

they're humans instead of these mythical beasts. Little do they know that humans are 



the myths. I'm just writing this so someone knows that I did not lose my mind that day. I 

lost my blindfold. So what does this mean for the other lunatics out there? I would be 

shocked if they were truly just insane. I think someone or something just showed them a 

new truth that they were most certainly not supposed to discover. Probably not the 

same thing I found. I'm sure that the universe has many more surprises in store for 

humanity us. You've been warned. 

 
-Chris Nichols 

 


