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In a world of black and  white, gray is introduced.
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In the Norms' society, people live a life of idealism. One is either black or white. For Norms, 
being born black is male. He is referred to as 'he', and is raised as a dominant creature. He is entitled to 
his father's wealth, and inherits his power to rule the family. If, however, a Norm is born white, she is 
treated as a girl. She is taught to play nice, speak softly, and become submissive to the black. This is 
how the Norms live, and how their society functions. However, in 2010, something dysfunctioned that 
ideal society. Someone was born neither black nor white, but gray …
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*** Part 1: Childhood ***

It was an ordinary day, like any other. The weather was windy, and the sun was shining 
bright. Mom was taking me to the doughnut shop as a reward for not crying. I had just finished 
from my weekly appointment at the doctor. Mom told me: “If you don't cry at the hospital, I 
will treat you to 1 doughnut.” Even when I was 5 I was crazy when it came to doughnuts. 
When we went inside the doughnut shop, mom greeted the baker, but she didn't say anything 
back. Back then I wasn't aware of the everyday problems mom encountered because of me. I 
placed both my hands on the window in excitement as I gazed at all the doughnuts. There was 
chocolate-dipped doughnuts, custard-filled doughnuts, jelly-filled doughnuts, sprinkled 
doughnuts, plain doughnuts … all sorts of doughnuts, all to my heart's content. As I stared at 
them, the baker shouted at me to take my hands off of the window. I didn't make a big fuss of it 
as I thought she had just cleaned it. “That one mommy!” I shouted excited, pointing at a 
custard-filled doughnut. “I want that one!” Mom asked the baker to give me the doughnut 
which I had requested, but the baker took out a sign and placed it on the window. I was too 
small to see it then. As the baker kept her attitude, mom took my hand and walked out the store. 
“Mom, wait, I didn't take my doughnut yet! Mom!” I shouted as she continued to exit clasping 
my hand. Her eyes were filled with tears as she marched, but she said: “Come on Janny, I'll 
make you a better cake when we get home.” I didn't understand what went down that day 
because I was 5. I didn't see the signs which surrounded me daily because I was used to them. I 
never knew what the sign the baker pulled out was, the sign which made mom cry, but I could 
take a guess. Chances are it said: “We have the right not to serve.” The baker lady, along with 
everyone in this society, out-casted me because I was born different, I was born gray.

My name's Jan, short for January. I was named after the first month of the year. I was 
born with this name, so I never asked mom why she named me that. I once asked my mom: 
“Why am I so different?” She stopped tucking me in bed and answered me: “You're not 
different, Janny, you're … special.” She said, covering the word 'freak' with her politeness. As a 
6 year-old who just knew he was odd, I was filled with questions, so I fired the second one: 
“How come I don't have a dad like all the other kids?” I never had a father. I asked mom where 
he was, but she didn't answer it. I asked this question a lot, but she always changed the subject. 
I could only guess that he freaked out when he had a gray child. But then, I asked a question 
which I shouldn't have asked: “Well, am I a boy or a girl?” Mom stood in her place, not sure 
how to answer such a question. The truth was it was too early to determine if I was a boy or a 
girl. For Norms, sex is immediately determined by birth; if one was born black, then he is a 
male. If the person is born white, then she is female. My condition puzzled all including mom 
and my doctor, as gray wasn't of the Norm. As I lied there on the bed awaiting the answer, 
mom's eyes watered, and then she ran outside. I might have been 6, but I was smart enough to 
understand that I should just go to sleep.

The problem was I didn't know what sex I was, which meant I didn't know what gender 
role to take. Should I act manly, and hang out with the guys at school, or should I befriend the 
girls and take after out mothers. A bigger problem was what if I take on one role, and when I 
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grow up my color changes and I become black or white? But to be perfectly honest, where to 
socialize wasn't an option I had. At school, all the kids stayed away from me, the boys and the 
girls alike. The teachers treated me a little better, but I was too young to notice that once I was 
out of their sight, their fake smiles would fade away. I was picked on a lot at school, everyone 
called me gray. They said it as an insult. Naturally, I didn't understand it. 7 years old and 
clueless as ever. As the guys usually leave me fallen on the ground after they pushed me around 
in the playground, the girls just walk away. They had no sympathy for me although their were 
raised to be sympathetic.

Other than going to my weekly appointments to the doctor and school, we didn't go out 
much. But when we did, we got all sorts of stares from all sorts of people. I was too young to 
understand it then, but mom knew exactly what was happening. People were staring at her for 
bringing a strange freak into this world. By giving birth to me, she had disrupted the normal in 
this society, and insulted the Norm. As a kid, I was carefree and blinded by this matter. Have I 
known, I would've stood up to defend her and myself. She didn't deserve this kind of treatment. 
If anyone of those people had a gray child he or she would've done the same. They all would've 
tended to their children and loved them just the same. If not, they would be monsters at heart. I 
never saw them like that, however, I can't say the same about mom. They gave her every reason 
to hate them.

There was this one time, when mom had enough. I was 8 then, and wasn't aware of what 
she had gone through that day. Now that I think about it, I still am not sure what drove her 
insane that day. It was a Saturday, I was playing in my room when mom returned from the 
grocery shop. However, she didn't have any bags in her hand. Without saying a word, she 
grabbed me and took me to the bathroom. She placed newspapers on the floor and told me to sit 
on them. I noticed that her eyes teared and she was shaking, but I kept quiet. She then took out 
a bucket of black paint, and painted my chest with it. Then followed my arms and back. Before 
I knew it, I was completely painted black. I looked at my body in the mirror, which resembled a 
boy's body. It looked strange on me to say the least. Mom bursted out in tears. I hugged her for 
comfort. I don't remember much of what the days colored black were like, but I remember them 
passing rapidly. Within days, my skin cells, which were painted black, fell off, replaced by new 
ones. The old me was back to normal, or at least in my condition.

The night that everything I knew came to an end was when I had just turned 9. Mom had 
given me my 9th birthday party, which was like another. The only ones who celebrated my 
birthday was me and mom. Mom made me a small birthday cake with 9 colorful candles on 
top, and gave me a present. It was a bicycle. I was happy because it was something I've been 
wanting for some time, but I also was sad because it was a unisex present, just like all the 
others I had received before. As the night became darker, mom tucked me in and went to bed. 
That's when it happened, that's when the peaceful life I knew came to an end. As I was just 
about to go to sleep, I heard the door bell. Just as I got out of the bed, mom came passing by 
my open door telling me to go back to bed. I did as she said while she went to answer the door. 
I was clueless of who might be in front of our door. We never had any visitors, and I wasn't 
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aware of having any relatives. As I crawled back to bed, I overheard the door being opened. 
Anything mom or the visitor said could be heard from my room. “Yes,” mom said as she 
opened the door. She was replied with rocks thrown at her. I later knew that she was bleeding to 
death on the front porch while I was lying in bed. At that time, I thought everything was fine 
downstairs. I found out later that the ones who did this was a mob consisting of neighborhood 
parents. Crazed Norms who thought of me as a sin to be among them and their children: they 
hated her for that.

The next day I cried during the entire funeral. The only one whom I ever knew just left 
me alone in this odd world. As the clouds cried with me, I realized that nobody was coming. 
Not even the diggers, or the teachers, or even the doctor whom I had gone to on a weekly basis 
for as long as I could remember. The doctor who I will never go to ever again because mom 
believed he could cure my disease while all he did was take her money. I was the same as 
always: gray as an old rug. I buried her myself. After a few hours I returned home. An empty 
home. This was all their fault, they took her away from me, but there was nothing I could do. If 
I acted out I would be exactly like them. Mom wouldn't have wanted that. She believed in me. 
She always said I could be better than everyone else if I held on to my morals and her teachings 
instead of stooping to their level. I didn't do anything to the people, not as much of an insult 
came out of my mouth. I did it for mom.

When I turned 10, I decided to stop feeling sorry for myself, and do what mom wanted 
me to do. She wanted me to live, have a normal life, and let nothing get me down. I got ready 
for school and went back for education. This time, the difference was, I really want it. I had a 
right to get my education as much as the next Norm. I walked proud, minding my own as I 
marched into my classes. Every day was pretty much the same. I woke up at 7:00, go to school, 
get attacked by bullies, return home, do the laundry, study, make dinner and dine, and then go 
to sleep. Getting into trouble wasn't my choice, but outrunning the bullies is harder than 
imagined. This was my program for 7 years. One time, something else changed in that 
program.
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*** Part 2: Adulthood ***

My program was pretty much the same, only now I returned from high school instead of 
elementary. As I walked home in my usual path, I saw a little girl crossing the street with her 
mother. This wouldn't have grabbed my attention if the woman wasn't in a hurry and the girl 
dropped her doll. Without noticing, the woman's daughter stopped to pick up her doll. The 
thing that alerted me was when a speeding bus came in her path. I couldn't bear to just stand as 
a life gets taken away, so I jumped without thinking, and snatched her from the jaws of certain 
brutal death. Her mother screamed as she almost lost her child, then ran towards her. The 
mother hugged her daughter. “Baby, are you alright?” She asked her, but her daughter was too 
shaken to reply. “She's gonna be fine.” I said to ease her heart. “Stay away from her, you 
freak!” She said, filled with hated of my color. “Fine.” I said calmly, but with an attitude. “Just 
remember,” I said before I left, “a gray saved your daughter's life.”

By this year, there was plenty of grays in the society. It appears that I was the first of 
many. There were others like me out there, confused as I once was. For the first time in 17 
years, I came to a conclusion of what I was. I wasn't male or female, but something else. I can't 
explain it because it's a first. It's like seeing a color you've never seen before. You can't explain 
it or even imagine it, because it would be a first. However, in this year, things were a bit 
different. After seeing how the grays, as the Norms named us, were treated, I felt something. It 
was a new sensation, one which made me feel in touch with them. Even though I went through 
a lot, and probably had a lot to go through, I felt as if I should be worried about them more than 
about myself. What happened to me was bad, but I wasn't about to let it happen to them as well.

I took a stand, deciding to help all those grays in need. It wasn't going to be easy, but 
then again, doing the right thing never is. As a beginning, I opened my house to any gray who 
needed shelter. Since I was living alone, I didn't need anyone's permission. My idea was that 
we stick together. Even though there were a lot of us, there still wasn't enough. Out of every 
15.000 Norms, only one gray was born. The ones I knew about in the society were probably 
less than 10. At first, everyone was scared to come near me, but as the days flew, a gray came 
to my door. “Hello, little fella.” I greeted him with a welcoming voice. The truth was I didn't 
know what to refer to him, as a he or a she. “Hello,” he replied back, “is this the house for 
grays? My dad and mom sent me here. They said I would be safer.” He was only 5 years old, 
and already this society was separating him from his family by implanting fear in their hearts. I 
took him in. he later told me that his name was Seven. I asked him if he wanted to be treated as 
a boy or a girl, but he didn't seem to understand the difference other than the colors. “Boy is 
being black,” he said, “and white is a girl, but I'm not black or white. So, how can I make this 
decision?” His innocent question puzzled me, but he was right. We aren't from the Norm, and 
could never be like them no matter how we act. We were different, our way of thinking and 
acting is different, our sexuality is different.

When I said our way of thinking is deferent, I meant the way we act. Boys act 
masculine, while girls act fragile. We do neither of those. I don't mean to sound condescending, 
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but I believe we act pure. Unlike the Norms, I see the differences between us not in color, but 
the actions themselves. They are always greedy, and do nothing except for beneficial purposes. 
I've lived 17 years and not once have I wished to be friends with anyone for a reason other than 
friendship itself. When I saved that little girl, all I wanted was a smile, not even a 'thank you'. 
Even though the Norms pushed me to hate them, I still consider myself a Norm, and want to be 
friends with them.

I also said our sexuality is different, that is from observation. When planning to marry 
and mate with someone, a black seeks for himself a white, and the white is also attracted only 
to the black. In my case, I see neither of them as possible candidates for mating. I could see 
them as friends, but not as marriage partners. Still, I don't believe that I'm alone. The fact that 
there are other grays out there means that it might be possible for mating after all. I might be 
attracted to my own kind: gray people. I'm not homosexual, but I believe it’s just the way are 
born. It's like how the guys are attracted to girls and the girls are attracted to guys, it's a 
biological thing.

Seven was the first, but not the only one. Others soon came to live with us. Before I 
knew it, there were 5 grays living under my roof. This was the largest gathering of grays I have 
ever seen. I was the oldest, so naturally I became a father/mother figure to them. When I 
thought about it, I realized that I was the only one who has lived for so many years. This led me 
to assume that I was the first of my kind. At my place, we lived in peace and harmony, and I 
taught them many things. I told them to never be aggressive verbally or physically to anyone, 
whether he or she was black, white, gray or pink. Of course they laughed when I said pink, but 
it was only to make a point that color doesn't matter: it's the person inside who does.

Hate crimes didn't take long to come. Many Norms rejected the idea of us living in their 
community and saw us as 'wrong' beings, mistakes of nature, and our existence is offensive. At 
first, they only attacked us with stares and words, but then it got worse. It started with a rock 
thrown through the window, breaking it while I was reading to the children inside. “Everyone 
go upstairs.” I instructed the children as I went to answer the door. “Yes?” I said to the man 
who threw the rock. Of course I was terrified, but I had to show to everyone watching that we 
are civilized. He didn’t reply, instead he just kept on his angry/disgusted face and walked away. 
As he walked, I heard him say the word “freak.” I didn’t wish to engage in a demeaning fight, 
so I just said: “Please knock the door next time.” I closed the door. I knew this wasn’t over, in 
fact, it was just the beginning. The hate crimes will only increase, and they will initiate fights. 
People will take sides, thinking that they are superior to us. Some will try to enslave us, while 
others will kill us like animals, just for the heck of it. I’ve seen it happen before between the 
black and the whites and, unfortunately, history repeats itself.

Still, as afraid I might be, I couldn’t let it show, for the sake of the children. If I showed 
fear, what chance do they have of being brave? That’s why I continued living life pretending 
that this house was a safe place, that as long as we are together, nothing could harm us. The 
house, the one mom left, it was all I have. It was more than just the bricks and the land, but 
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provided a sensation of a family, of Norms who were rejected by society, of beings who have 
the right to live. I always showed them that this place is a haven, but not because of the 
structure itself, but of the people living in it. This house will be demolished one day, if not set 
on fire by angry people. When that happens we have to hold on to what’s really important: our 
values, our beliefs, our rights.

One night, I found Hiro still awake. Hiro is a sensitive 10 year old, reminds me a lot of 
myself. However, I saw him doing something I would never do. “… Hiro?” I said, not 
believing my eyes. He didn’t respond. Hiro was bashing his head against the wall! Over, and 
over, and over. I immediately ran towards him, and pulled him away as he resisted. “Stop it!” I 
yelled as I held him back. “Let me go!” he shouted as he broke free of my grasp and continued 
with the bashing. My eyes teared as I pulled him away and hugged him hard, begging him to 
stop. He cried out the words: “What am I, a boy or a girl?!” He was confused badly. We spent 
the following minutes in our positions, tearing for the answers and easy life we crave to taste.

During the years I have suffered many of the things mom went through. I had finished 
high school, but wasn’t accepted to enroll in any universities. I didn’t fight with the board of 
directors, or took this to court because I had more important things to take care of. My children 
were growing older and so was their curiosity. They had questions which I had no answers for 
them. They had bullies after them from which I could not protect. They got stares and insults 
from strangers which I could do nothing about. It was getting worse until I began to lose all 
hope. I was becoming really depressed, believing that nothing I do can alter their future. All 
I’ve been doing is putting them in a dream, a dream which has no place in reality; in 
tomorrow’s world when I’m gone. As I began to lose hope, I saw Hiro and Seven walk pass me 
in the hallway. I had seen them in a way which I had never seen before. They were holding 
hands in a way friends didn’t.  This gave me hope. I might not be able to live a normal life, but 
those two will and so will others after them. Their lives aren't going to be easy, but it's also not 
going to be impossible. I believe if one really wants to make a difference, he or she will. As 
long as one believes in what he or she is doing is right and for the sake of others, he or she will. 
This showed me that we are not freaks of nature, but the same as the Norms, only of different 
color.

*** THE END ***
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What would you do if you were born different? How would you live life? How would 
you treat others who hate you for being born differently? For Jan, these questions are not 

hypothetical, but the challenges he faces in life.
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