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A Rejected Love (Saga of Seabrook Tales, #2)

I called myself Hammer Chamberlain and identified as a GEW. I have with me a human woman my wife given name of Bianca to hide her identity for her to speak her tale alongside me for this story to be known publicly what happened in our lives. This is our story of our lives for the reader to read is too many years in the past involving the events that happened to me as recalled in my memories. 
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Author as typist of this tale states for records what a GEW is identified for explaining to the reader reading this story. GEWs’ long words are Genetic Engineered Weapon another humanoid species is referred to as named. GEWs are always men with no cases of any of them being women historically back then for too long a gender that’s upheld today in the present. They are always marked by black straight hair of various lengths. I say that the longest length is grown to be just an inch below the shoulders and no longer. They are marked as always at birth with mops of black hair covering their heads and eyes colored gold. The gold-colored eyes and black hair without turning grey, white like a Human are a coloring maintained their entire life. 
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Hammer: My wife and I met Author we’re keeping anonymously for recording this story on the recommendation of a lawyer.

I was advised as said “You need to share your point of view of situations that happened to you in an explanatory way. People only know one point of view involving situations that happened back then. They clueless do not know yours. Once you share your story with the world, they’ll know what truly happened to you in your thoughts as the events happened.”

I reluctantly agreed and started telling my life’s stories. This was said to an author I’m not identifying for sakes of sparing embarrassment.

Author said, “I’ll anonymously verbatim type your words with no changes as promised. Whatever I’m hearing from you I’m typing while keeping my opinions to myself.”

This was agreed which I state for records “For respect I’m not naming actual locations or people by their real names who either supportive or offended me.” 

“I put this request for anonymity for offenders against you.” said ordered by a lawyer who was the one that advised me about putting my story out to the world.

Lawyer further told me “This is for the legality of you putting this story out to the public to read.”

I asked, “No one can sue for defamation’s slander if I don’t use an actual name, right?”

Lawyer nodded and said “Correct. This is the only way that we Humans reading this nonfiction material written by GEWs about their memories can give acceptance without complaints.”

Author and typist recorder notes “Lawyer’s words as said are true. Humans reading nonfiction memoirs by GEWs had nothing to complain about if the GEW didn’t name anything by their true or real names.”

I obeyed the lawyer’s request by telling this story that the reader read with fake naming identities given to people mentioned. I even used titled names such as Headmaster without saying another name to the person when referring to this titleholder leader of the high school for example. This is my story as I remember situations with my memories each time, they pop up for me to mention the subject for the reader to read. Author was allowed to ask questions for further clarification of certain situations mentioned in this story.
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Author started by asking “Hammer, detail what you found out about your birth?”
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Hammer: I was lied to as the story of my birth when I was growing up bouncing around in foster care homes from being given up at birth.

The first lie said to me “You were reportedly born by a teenaged mother unknown by name who refused to give her identity when she gave birth to you.”

I was further told a second lie by another foster parent “Your birth mother came walking into the hospital complaining of cramps that turned out to be labor pains. A short time later she gave birth to you. She declared she didn’t want to raise you by putting you up to adoption. She was declared to be seventeen when she had you.”

Third lie said to me “Once your unidentified birth mother recovered from giving birth to you, she walked out of the hospital without further giving them information on hers and your biological father’s genetic history to explain your looks.”

I figured my appearance caused people like my birth mother to reject me from being unwilling to parent a GEW. 
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“You’re schooling in high school?” asked Author.

Bianca said, “I figured was nasty.”

Hammer said, “Accurate nasty.”
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Hammer: I went to a high school in the rural northeastern part of Connecticut as a transfer student from circumstances required me to take schooling there. Once I transferred to this high school of nastiness, I was a sixteen-year-old restarting sophomore year. Unfortunately, my grades and test result I did in a previous high school in another town did not qualify me to promote me to junior grade. I called out that lack of qualification to have me to retake sophomore year again for a second time since I joined that high school for schooling. 

Just prior to transferring one teacher told me “Your grading level is valedictorian unofficially.”

I called out that headmaster of the high school I transferred to for not putting me in junior grade from my qualifications said I should be in that grade. During schooling at that high school, I learned about discrimination from the school’s rude interactions’ treatments towards me as a GEW. Being a GEW I was more likely to be blamed if there were student misbehavior infractions happening at the high school. Like the moment I entered high school as a new transfer student in sophomore year aged sixteen going on seventeen I was discriminated against by Headmaster, the teachers and the students. The discrimination repeatedly was given to me as students’ punishment of detention practically every day for my whole duration of sophomore year. Those ridiculous detentions kept piling up on me unjustified. I was talking back against bullying students that targeted me nastily.

One teasing statement that four upper classmen students gave me with mirth of laughing at me “Sun eyes of death! What lasered eyed look will you give us?” 

I said “I give no look. Leave me alone. I don’t want to hear this from you.”

The students shrugged and walked away bored that I wasn’t playing their game.

I found out what the four students pulled to get a teacher to blare at me “Chamberlain report to detention after school. Your foul-mouthed vulgarity insulting inappropriate language words you said to students laughing at a joke isn’t proper.”

I said “I said none of that talk. They’re making that up. They insulted me about my eyes.”

The teacher burst into a chuckle saying “Yeah right insulted you. It’s the other way around that you insulted them with your rudeness. I’m insisting you go to detention after school. I already informed the headmaster of you serving detention. You keep that up you may be repeating your grade from your ridiculous infractions.”

I found whatever I said complaints to the teachers about so, so students bullying me. I was always met with disbelief and laughter like they thought I was telling a joke.

One rudely said “Good! You deserve this! Detention after school is where you’re going!”

No matter how I protested and pleaded for justice for myself I was shot down, punished with endless detention that refused to stop being given to me. Once sophomore year finished, I was ordered to repeat the grade based on those flunking grades caused by teachers given to me on purpose. This involving being a seventeen-year-old forced to be repeating sophomore year in high school was from Headmaster saying excuses lousy in my opinion in a private meeting in his office.

Headmaster said one excuse “You’re not participating in class. That’s a grade requirement. You flunked the course from that lack of participation.”

I called out to the teachers from Headmaster told me about class participation. 

One teacher in science class seeing me with hand raised roared “CHAMBERLAIN PUT YOUR HAND DOWN!”

I said loudly “Why?”

Teacher instead said, “Chamberlain report to detention after school for your rudeness of talking back to me in an insulting way.”

Students giggled hearing the teacher giving me detention in their joy that I was in trouble. Other teachers in my other classes except history ignored me and refused to call on me to answer questions. Annoying thing is whenever the history teacher wanted questions answered he ignored any of the students by repeatedly calling on me to answer whatever question said.

He would say “Chamberlain, answer this question since you think you’re so smart. Who took that midnight horseback ride to warn that the British are coming?” 

I answered, “Paul Revere.”

There was a glare of murder from the teacher’s expression that I accurately figured out the answer to his question. Any question that teacher wanted answered he habitually called on me with his expectation that I would give a wrong answer. I answered correctly every time to his murderous glaring face that he couldn’t get me to say the wrong answer. 

I recalled thinking “Bah you can’t get me to speak a wrong answer. I’m always right.”

Furthermore, I call out Headmaster that declared my grades horrible when the teachers purposedly flunked me to fail just to get me to repeat sophomore year. My test results on high school tests have habitually been scored perfectly. With occasionally a teacher out of spite at me would deduct two to four points off the numbered grade. The perfect score was the same for the homework assignments focused on math. Like doing the numerical equations from the textbook written down into lined paper to hand to the teacher along with the homework paper assignments. Other classes such as history, English and science required students to handwrite neatly a composition paper on the assigned theme the teacher gave to them. For some unexplained reason an F grade was given to each of those papers. I’ve done my research too detailed to follow along with what theme the teacher wanted as assigned.

For example, the history teacher saying, “Write a report about the Boston Tea Party. Why did they throw the tea into the ocean off the boat? Detail in your reports an answer without quoting the textbook.”

I gave crystal-clear details using my own words without plagiarizing the textbook. The paper handed back to me to the history teacher’s smirk was an F grade.

The history teacher joyously said, “You flunked the assignment! Haha! I gotcha!”

Later I checked the history textbook to be sure if the teacher’s grade was accurate. I found my reports were accurate, which the flunking F grade wasn’t justified. I realized later that those F grades that piled up were discrimination against me as a GEW. Students hearing the teacher’s announcement of me flunking the assignment would snicker with comments.

“Charley Boy’s stupid!”

“He’s idiotic dolt!”

“What a dumbbell!”

Charley was my name I was given to go with Charging Hammer I called myself. It was the students that added boy during first year as a sophomore. The name Charley Boy was stuck as my identity.

Headmaster said to me “Your grades are atrocious with too many flunkouts!”

I said “I did the assignments correctly as stated by the teachers. Their flunking me on purpose to get you yelling at me.” 

Headmaster didn’t acknowledge what I said. 

Instead, he said glaring at me “I have no choice but to order you to repeat sophomore grade until your grades are pulled up for you to be promoted to junior grade level.” 

I protested “My grades should be A’s according to the paper work’s assignments as studied in the textbooks. The teachers are flunking me on purpose like I said to make me fail repeating sophomore year.’

Headmaster refused to acknowledge what I said to him.

He just said, “Sophomore year is repeated until I have no choice but to expel you if you can’t bring your ridiculous grades up.”

I said, “I want out of this school to be homeschooled.”

Headmaster roared “ABSOLUTELY NOT HAPPENING!”

I was sensing that Headmaster had an ulterior motive to keeping me in school for a reason unsure why. In the beginning of second year as a sophomore student and afterwards I had made multiple attempts to request to leave the school to be homeschooled. Those requests were always firmly refused by Headmaster every time. Despite that I had sensed he had a dislikeable attitude towards me as a GEW. I should have had my request to leave the school for homeschooling granted from Headmaster as said to him for the first time. He had firmly given me the impression he hated GEWs as students in his school. I figured he would be glad to see me leave taking schooling elsewhere out of his responsibility. I kept trying to get myself to leave the school on my own choice for homeschooling which I was shot down.

Headmaster verbally said “Absolutely not will you leave the school for homeschooling! No! Not acceptable!”

I figured Headmaster saying that refusal to me really meant “Your leaving by me expelling you and not by your own choice.”

Any GEW expelled from any high school by a headmaster had that on their reference record blocking them from getting any type of ideal job. Or going to take classes as a full-time student at a college when they can only be part-time from that record. That was what Headmaster was hoping to destroy my educational efforts to get a college education and a job once I’ve gotten the necessary degree. Hence, he was waiting for an opportunity to give out an ultimate insulting expulsion aimed at me as a GEW by expelling me on his own choice to destroy my education. In my opinion he was really a big jerk that shouldn’t be headmaster from his attitude towards me. During my time as a second-year sophomore in that nasty high school I assumed the teachers would stop their flunking grades given to me. But they kept on their stunt along with repeatedly giving me detention every day that was getting irksome and annoying happening to me. The sewing teacher an older grandma like woman from her age had started indicating her attitude was changing towards me. I arrived early at the classroom as the first student to arrive there like habit for every class I took.

She said warning me “If you keep on having those detention infractions this school term as a repeat sophomore then headmaster would have no choice but to expel you out.”

I told her “Then have me leave the school to be homeschooled since you and whoever accuse me of being a disruptive student.”

She just chuckled embarrassingly shaking her head negatively.

I pleaded “Come on. I should leave school to be homeschooled. Headmaster with his attitude dislikes GEWs like who I am identified. I told him repeatedly my request to leave the school. Just for me to get out of his hair washing his responsibility for me. He refused like always by insisting I remain in school. His attitude is ridiculous.”

The sewing teacher said “Maybe.”

The bell rang ending our conversation. I went to sit waiting for class to start as the only student in the classroom waiting for the other students to arrive. They all arrived late as usual in a big gathering group chitchatting among each other. That gathering group prevented the sewing teacher from giving out detention for whoever was pointed responsible for being late. I admit only the sewing teacher so far wasn’t giving me detention whenever I attended her classes this school term. Instead, she seemed to develop a sympathetic attitude towards me. She never once accused me of causing any of the students, all girls, with me as
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