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	I pulled back the curtain, allowing the stinging sunlight to invade my room. It was painful for my eyes to adjust to the sudden brightness, and I quickly flung the curtain back and slumped back onto my bed. 
	After rubbing the haze out of my eyes, I pulled on some black jeans and a shirt with a hoodie, all of the same color. I quickly ran a brush through my black hair and glanced into the mirror. Not surprisingly, I looked the same as ever: black hair, dark brown eyes, and an expression that made it clear I was not a morning person. 
	The door suddenly flung open, and my foster-mom walked cheerily into the room holding a pair of bright rain boots.  
	“Wearing black again? Like every other morning?” she paused, taking in my obvious irritation. 
“I picked these up at the store for you this morning, anyhow. It rains so much here, you’d think this little town would be a lake by now.” She chuckled and left my room. Finally. 
	I held up the boots between my thumb and forefinger, holding it away from me as I examined it. The bright blue background was enough for me to shield my eyes, but to my horror, there were bright yellow ducks everywhere. 
	“I’m not wearing these, Sharon! You better return these to the store. Or maybe spray paint them BLACK!” I yelled, and threw the boots against the wall loudly. 
The ducks were still smiling in their false cheeriness. 
	Throwing on my shoes and sneakers, I practically flew down the stairs and out the door, leaving Sharon fuming in the kitchen. 

If you haven’t realized by now, I’m not exactly the social type. In fact, I try to disappear at school. Ever since I was adopted by Sharon and her husband (I’ve been jumping around from family to family), I haven’t had… well, a friend; I mean, it’s mutual. Kids tend to keep away from me (for the obvious reasons), and I like it that way. 
Lately, I’ve taken to being alone with my fish pals in a pond. The people who adopted me own a house that’s practically situated with the forest in their backyard, so it isn’t too difficult to find time alone in nature. 
I was thinking about how unfair my life was, how my foster parents couldn’t understand me, and how I’d be better off all alone. You might think I’m overreacting about a pair of rain boots, but this happened too often. 
So there I was, stalking through the undergrowth silently, when I heard voices very close ahead. These weren’t the typical voices of a couple strolling through a park on a Sunday morning. These were pretty rough sounding, if you know what I’m saying. 
As I slowly inched forward, making sure not to make any squelching noises in the mud, I suddenly heard a young boy screaming. There was a stretch of muffled cries, and everything went silent. 
Now, you’re probably thinking I’m a selfish pig of a girl not to bound out there and rescue the child. You’re wondering why I didn’t. 
 And to be honest, I’m not sure either. I just know that my mind froze in terror, every muscle completely still. It isn’t my personality to jump into action. I’m not one of those superhuman heroes you read about in books. Not even close.  
It’s just my type of luck that I heard one of the men walking toward the bush I was squatting behind. My brain practically short-circuited and all I could do was hold my breath and pray for them to pass by me. 
I guess my impression of a shadow didn’t quite cut it.
“Well, well, well. Look what we have here.” The middle-aged man flashed a spine-chilling smile at me as soon as he got over the shock of finding me. His partner, much burlier and shorter than him, was hauling the unconscious boy over his shoulder. 
“You know what we have to do. Bring ‘er to the Boss.” The short one spoke in an accent I couldn’t place. He reached out to grab me. 
The “Boss” didn’t exactly sound like someone I wanted to meet. 
So I did exactly what any sensible girl would do: 
I screamed, jumped to my feet, and took off in the direction of the house.

	Lucky for me, I exercised regularly and I was an avid cross-country runner. The forest was familiar to me, but I didn’t stop sprinting to enjoy the scenery. 
	Soon, the house came into view and it took my last reserves of energy to run to the edge of the forest. Thankfully, the team practiced sprints every day, and the criminals were still a length behind me. 
	Unfortunately, it was then that I stumbled over a tree root. 
	I face-planted into the mud and heard ragged breathing right above me. It would’ve been smart to spring into action again, but deep inside I knew that the chase was over. The prey was captured. 
	Creepy-smile boy had reached me, and he held a syringe filled with liquid menacing over my head. 
Okay, I’m not usually so dramatic, but something about needles creeps me out. 
	I fainted before he even plunged the needle into my neck. 

	I slowly came back to consciousness, and the first thing I noticed was the smell of antiseptic. It was sharp. Then I realized I was strapped onto an operating table, and the cords were cutting into my wrists painfully. 
“Is this one ready? Is she suitable?” The man’s voice cut through my grogginess, shooting fear straight into my heart. 
	An unrecognizable voice answered him. It probably belonged to the “Boss”. 
	“She’s too old. You may dispose of her any way you wish, Ian.” He spoke coldly. I must’ve had a pretty convincing unconscious face, because the next thing I knew, the Boss undid the straps on my wrists and shoved me over to Ian. 
	I opened my eyes just enough to check out my surroundings. Blinding fluorescent lights lined the ceiling, and I noticed many other children chained to the walls. We were in a warehouse-sized operating room. On multiple tables were other kids, either unconscious or staring blankly, as though given up hope of leaving. 
	This was my only chance to escape. 
	I smashed my fist into Ian’s face, which was completely unprepared for the strength of my blow, and he reeled backward. I guess he doesn’t meet a black belt in karate too often. 
	I heard a young girl whimpering from pain nearby. She sounded on the verge of passing to the other side, but I had too much on my hands at the moment to help her.
	“Stop that girl! Get her, dead or alive!” The Boss roared to his other henchman, just as I skidded across the linoleum floor. My steps echoed throughout the eerily silent room. 
	No doubt I had the element of surprise on my side; who expects a 14 year old girl to knock out a trained man? You might call it luck, but I’d been training in a martial arts academy since I could walk. 
	Thus, when the only door in front of me immediately locked itself (probably protocol for “escaped, dangerous girl”), I was confident that I could defeat the remaining two men. 
	Out of nowhere, someone grabbed me from behind. I whirled around, ready to strike, but I found my arms in an iron grasp. 
	“Sweetie, don’t make this difficult. We can make you suffer.” A harsh voice whispered into my ear, and, trying to ignore this threat, I kicked backward. His grasp momentarily weakened, and I wriggled out of my hoodie. 
	A viselike grip clamped down on my neck. 
	I sucked in a few last breaths of oxygen and blacked out. 

	By then, I was pretty used to this whole fainting business. I mean, it had been only a few hours into the day, and I had already blacked out twice. 
	It was a good way to start the morning, huh?  
	I found myself lying in a small cell, a cube where I could barely stand without scraping my head. No windows, no chairs, no bed, nothing other than a foreboding door. 
	The locked turned, and I tried to seem nonchalant about being locked up when the Boss stepped through the door. Both men flanked him. 
	The guy with the bandaged nose glared to me. 
	“The new nose suits you.” I said in a snarky voice. He returned a look that said I’d kill you right now if I could.
	“What’s your name?” Boss asked. 
	“What’s yours?” 
	I can assure you, I sounded much less terrified than I felt. 
	Not surprisingly, he didn’t answer me. He motioned for his men to incapacitate me, but I help up a hand. 
	“Hey, come on, let’s not be too rough to a teenage girl,” I said in a sweet voice.
	They ignored me. I rolled both sleeves up past my sleeves, trying to look aggressive. Ha-ha. 
The henchmen moved in. 
	Suddenly, the Boss spotted this tattoo I had on my right shoulder. I’d had it as far back as I can remember, and it was a circular lattice design. I’d figured that my real parents were either really weird or cool artsy kinds of people.  
	His face showed a conflict of feelings, but I couldn’t read them all. 
	“Don’t hurt her,” he spoke sharply to the guards. 
	“You aren’t who you think you are” was directed at me.
	As usual, I had no idea what was going on. 

	I stepped out of the shower and dried myself with a fluffy, white towel. It was definitely an improvement. 
	Ever since Dr. Wood (The Boss actually introduced himself) noticed the strange mark on my shoulder, I’d been getting VIP treatment from everyone. 
	I was in a room, still stuck at Headquarters, with guards—Nosey wasn’t one of them, thank goodness—stationed at my door. 
	I heard a knock on my door and quickly threw on my clothes, newly laundered and sitting on the bed in a neat folded pile. 
	“Come in!” I said, apprehensive. Dr. Wood’s words echoed in my mind. Who was I? 
	I’m probably letting these men play tricks with my minds. They’re messing with me, trying to get me to lose a grip on myself. 
	The so-called “doctor” walked in, smiling at me. 
	“Hello, Andrea.”
	What? How did he know my name…? 
	“I prefer Andy.” I mumbled. 
	“You’re wondering what you’re doing here, why you’re here, yes?” His eyes studied my face, reading my expression. I remained stoic and slowly shook my head. 
	“I’m just wondering why the heck you kidnapped me.” I shot back, finally snapping. Anger boiled up inside me. “…and how do you know my name?! Do you stalk me?!” 
	I was so close to throwing a lamp at him. 
	Wood closed his eyes for a moment, struggling with his thoughts, and finally spoke very quietly. “I’ve known you since you were born.”
	Whaaat. 
	“I’m your father.”

Every adopted child has wondered what their real parents are like… and here my answer was, standing in front of me. I was Andy Wood…? 
	It was perfectly terrible. 
	We looked at each other for a few seconds, and I snorted. 
	“Yes, and I’m Santa Claus.”
	For a second he looked confused—I guess my jokes are just too funny for him—and then he laughed (for those of you who haven’t heard a criminal laugh, it’s surprisingly normal). 
	“You’re just like your mother. Always the sarcasm.” 
	I wondered who in the world would fall in love with… him. I mean, underneath those cold gray irises might’ve been a fleck of warmth, but it was difficult to imagine him as father. 
	“But… why did you tattoo me? Abandon me?” My voice came out as a squeak, and I was ashamed at the hurt in my voice. 
	“We…well, your mother wasn’t completely happy about this but…” my father squirmed uncomfortably, and sat down on the bed. 
	“While you were still growing inside your mother, we injected a serum, a very special serum, right into you. It was a combination of the best…genes of the healthiest, strongest, fastest people.” 
	He used me as a test animal? I was ready to blow this show off the road, the anger building up inside me like a time bomb. 
	“So. You tattooed me… like a way to show that I had been tested on? Experimented on? Like a guinea pig!” I bellowed in his face, and I saw flecks of spit end up on his glasses. 
	“We needed a way to ID you, nothing to be so upset about.” Wood casually wiped his glasses on the bed sheet. 
	“…like the way they stick plastic rings onto pigeons? So I’m just an animal now?” I demanded, my voice rising. 
	“This would’ve helped our entire species, the entire world had the serum effectively bound itself to your system. However, your mother wanted you to live a normal live, not one constantly in a laboratory.”
	“… so she left me at the Adoption center, in hopes of a better life.” I finished, as the pieces of the puzzle were coming together in my mind. 
	He nodded. 
	“I’m a bit tired now.” I faked a yawn. “Perhaps I could take a nap?” 
	“Sure, just tell the sentries you need to speak me when you’re up.”
	“Ok.” 
	My father left, communicating briefly with the guards before he continued down the hall. He would probably continue experimenting on children, studying them, sacrificing lives for the “good for the world”.
	This psycho, father or not, had to be stopped. 

	Regularly exercising isn’t just for nothing, you know. I don’t pound the pavement and sweat buckets just to please my coaches. 
	My lungs are extraordinarily capable of breathing deeply, and I don’t get tired too easily from all that oxygen going to different parts of my body. 
	Thus, there I was, climbing through the air ducts. I had easily stepped onto the toilet, removed the cover of the vent, and slipped into it soundlessly.
As an extra precaution, I had locked the bathroom door so whoever barged into the room would figure that I was either reviewing the minefield of pimples on my face or had fallen asleep on the toilet. 
Slithering along the maze of ducts isn’t my cup of tea, and if you’re thinking, “Eww dust and mold,” I can assure you that that was the least of my worries. 
Any sort of noise and I would be toast. 
Every time I lifted my leg, I had to strain my muscles to put it down quietly. Thankfully, even though I had not appreciated it at time, the many exercises during track practice had toned me well. 
The duct was barely wide or tall enough for me to comfortably navigate, so I had to shimmy through military-style. My shoulders had a slight ache in them after about 100 feet, but I welcomed its familiarity from kickboxing. 
I heard voices up ahead. 
I inched forward, holding my breath. I was sure they could hear my heartbeat pounding against the metal. 
Clang. The hem of my shirt had gotten caught on one of the screws, and it had pulled it a little loose. I stopped, praying that those in the room below did not notice. 
The talking continued, undisrupted. 
I kept moving forward, checking if my shirt was okay. 
Suddenly one of the panels came loose underneath my elbows. I dived headfirst into a spacious room, landing on one of the tables. 
Important-looking officials sat in chairs, surrounding me. They didn’t seem too surprised. 
My father stood up at the end of the long, wooden table. He checked his watch. 
“We’ve been expecting you. Please, sit down.” He pulled out a chair next to him. I had nothing to do but comply. 

	“This, my friends, was one of my earliest experiments.” Dr. Wood spoke excitedly to his colleagues. 
I rolled my eyes. 
	While he rattled on about the serum and injections, I casually studied a hangnail on my thumb. In reality, I was scoping out the area. There was one door, unlocked, and the rest of the men seemed relatively frail. 
	“We figured that she would be very strong and fast because of our initial injections, so we put a tracker on her.” He explained smugly, and I mentally groaned. 
	“As you can see, she is a fine, muscular specimen. We can hope to make all worthy individuals this way too.” My father referred to me as if I were a lab animal. 
	“I’ve exercised regularly.” I growled through my clenched teeth. 
	“I was a weakling before I began running and exercising. Go ask my foster parents.”
	The men looked at my father again with questions in their eyes. I could see his brow wrinkling furiously, mind spinning. 
	“Nonetheless, the other experiments seem to be working well. Perhaps our early versions of the injections were…defective.” 
	There was no indication that I was his daughter. No indication that I was even human. 
	“You butthead, if you think I’m your little ‘specimen’ that you can manipulate and experiment on at will, you’ve got some major issues.”
	There was a stir in the room, as though they just figured out that I could talk. Surprise, surprise. 
	“I’m leaving right now.” I spoke clearly, just as I swung a fist at my father. He fell backwards with a look of shock still etched on his face. 
I rubbed my throbbing knuckles; since when had his head been so solid? 
	There was a moment of silence, and then there were crashing chairs and shouts of alarm as the other men scrambled to reach the door first. 
	I eased myself out of the absurdly cushioned chair and catapulted off the edge of the table, performing a perfect flip in midair. No doubt my gymnastics coach would be surprised at the ways I was putting my skills to work. 
	I landed in the doorway and held up a hand to silence the men.
	“You let me go, and I won’t hurt you.” 
	One foolish man stepped forward with a snarl, challenging me. I picked him up, ready to throw this guy to the next state. 
Something was wrong. He was lightweight. Too light. 
Suddenly, all the men slumped, lifeless. The one in my grasps stopped moving. A voice snarled at me from behind. It was rough and terrifyingly familiar.	
“I’m afraid that leaving isn’t one of your options.” 

	I appreciated that Ian didn’t knock me out again, or perhaps he thought I wasn’t worth the pain to his knuckles. Either way, I was pleasantly surprised by the downgrading to a few muscular escorts. 
	I was prodded roughly down the hall, coming to a halt before a white, ominous door. KEEP OUT was hurriedly scrawled across the top in black paint. 
	Two hands clamped down on my wrists, while another pushed open the door. 
	I blinked. 
Inside was a small room with an entire wall of monitors displaying feed from almost every part of the building. 
Dr. Wood, clad in a pink, terry robe, beckoned me to sit down. There were no signs of injury to his face, not a scratch. Hadn’t I left him back in the conference room? 
Ian whispered into his ear, and I noticed my Dad frown. 
“Yes, we will have to replace those mechanisms… quite expensive.” His voice had a glaze of annoyance. 
 “It’s terribly unfortunate that you had to betray the trust we had in you.” He spoke, while the guard locked my handcuffs onto the arm of my chair. 
I merely shrugged, so he continued speaking. 
“You managed to fail the test we set up for you back there. You did give those robots quite a beating.” The Boss chuckled. 
Inside, I was furious. I had been duped? They must’ve been reclining in their chairs, watching the entire scene play out. I had been oblivious to the entire setup. 
Keeping my voice calm, I asked, “Then why did I fail?”
“Your temper was uncontrollable. You turned on me, which makes you quite an unstable and dangerous creature.” 
Something inside me snapped. 
“Yeah, too bad you can’t program me to listen and obey every command. It would be nice to have an Andy remote control, huh?” I glowered at him, sarcasm dripping in my voice. 
My father (at this point, I truly accepted that this abomination had...was…part of me, sadly) scratched his chin, contemplating the idea.
He checked his watch suddenly, and motioned to the guards to take me away. 
“It’s time for you to be exterminated. Don’t want you doing any more harm, you dangerous little kiddie.”
“She knows too much.” Ian grunted in agreement. Hello, Captain Obvious.  
“You risk too many lives and complications.” Wood continued.
Talk about hypocritical.

Ian and my “father” led me back to the spacious operating room. This time the guard had a gun pointed at my back. 
The whimpering girl who had been next to me had disappeared, making space for newcomers. A sense of guilt flooded into my heart, but I shrugged it away. 
It wasn’t as if I had busted out of this madhouse just yet. 
My dad opened a white cabinet and withdrew a needle and a vial of yellow liquid. You know me. You can imagine how my heart rate sped up, how my mouth became dry, how my mind filled with ideas—not exactly pleasant ones either. 
I was prodded by the barrel of the gun to remind me not to do anything brash. Believe me, even without the reminder, it’s difficult to forget a lethal weapon pointed at you. 
Wood made a show of sucking 5 millimeters of the thick concoction into the needle, and dramatically strode toward me, his eyes full of purpose. 
“I have made you, and now I will destroy you!” He cackled, not quite fitting my description of a lightning-bolt-causing-mountains-of-terror kind of laugh.
“What? Like I’m Frankenstein now?” I contemptuously spat in his face, staring straight into his marble-grey eyes. 
He closed the gap, and struck my wrist with the glistening needle. 
Right before I blacked out, I recall a sudden sense of… insignificance? The world wouldn’t stop revolving without me, and everything would continue to be the same. 
It’s very sad. 
I sunk into the darkness, clinging to my last shreds of consciousness. 
I let go. 

Distant noises made their way to my brain. 
They were far away, in another world. But I heard them. 
I felt my body near. No, I didn’t see it. I just had this vague sense of being close.
A force was pulling me away, and I nearly succumbed.
Wait. Who was I? 
I’m Andy. 
I am Andy Wood. 
And I wasn’t going without a fight. I tried to move, tried to resist, tried to remember everything that made me who I was. 
No one was taking that away from me. 

The doctor listened closely to the dead girl’s heart, checking that its beating had been extinguished. Permanently. 
He had other matters to attend to, but he had a vague sense of uneasiness. 
A voice inside his head scorned his doubt. After all, he had meticulously calculated the amount of venom needed to stop this creation’s heart. 
I am never wrong, the man thought. Never.
Wood ran his fingers through his thinning hair. 
Unknown to him, at this precise moment the girl’s heart began to beat. Although her mind was still fuzzy, she was back. That was all that mattered. 
He turned back to her one last time, peeling back her eyelids. As he shone the flashlight into her eyes, the pupils suddenly contracted. It was a natural response…for living organisms. 
The brain was working. Her senses would be coming back very soon. 
Most importantly of all, Andy was far from dead. 
The man picked up his daughter and threw her into a nearby wooden closet, locking the door with a satisfying click. 
Behind the oak doors, Andy stirred. 
On the other side of those same doors, her father was contemplating his next move. 
This time, the job would be done, and another life would be wiped off the face of the planet. Not that it mattered to him, of course…

I felt extremely tired. Every bone ached, and worst of all, I knew why. 
I should be dead. I cheated death. 
That thought should’ve made any normal person jump up and down, whooping down the length of the hall all the way to a steamy shower. 
I wasn’t exactly in the mood to do that, and the fact that I was in a completely dark container took that off my list of options. 
Yeah, you heard me. 
It’s as though my father didn’t think one traumatizing near-death experience was enough. No, he had to put me through that process until he got it right. 
I didn’t doubt that he would get it right the second time. 
Here I was, waiting for a second shot at death. It’s not the same thing as waiting in line for a second scoop of ice cream, or those crazed fan girls waiting for an, oh my gosh, second change to meet their idols. 
Seconds are just too much, you know? 
Too much of a good thing makes it bad.
I amaze myself. I can still manage to make jokes while I’m stuck in this place suffering from a severe case of claustrophobia. 
After a hearty chuckle to myself (probably the aftereffects of finding yourself alive when you were absolutely positive it was the end), I felt around my detainment center. 
The handle of a mop nearly gouged my eye out. 
The distinct smell of cleaning solution practically shut down my olfactory system. 
The sound of something scuttling around the floor cut through the still air. 
In other words, it was about the best thing that had ever happened to me. 
I was expecting to find myself in an airtight torture chamber, but instead, I was in a mere broom closet. Relief rushed over me but was quickly extinguished when I heard faint voices. 
They would be here in less a few minutes, and this time I wouldn’t be so lucky. 
I knocked on the door as lightly as possible, and I nearly smiled in delight. It was wood. Had it been any other, what would the chances of escaping be? 
It would’ve been the same concept as saying, “Yes, let’s see if I can run barefoot through this field of cacti!” 
In other words, it was zero percent probability. Fine, if you want to go easy on the pessimism, 0.0009%. I’ll give that to you. 
Anyway, here I was, stuck in a locked closet. So what do I do? If you haven’t caught my little demonstration of martial arts before, I’ll make it clear now. 
BAM BAM TWACK BOOM. I caused quite an assortment of noises before someone out in the hall alerted the staff. 
Too bad for them, the door’s hinges were already becoming loose. I could hear the wood groaning and creaking, as if deciding between splintering and being forced off its hinges. 
In the end, after a few more rounds of kicking, the door slammed flat into the floor, the fulcrums unable to bear my wrath.  
Shouts of alarm echoed down the hall, and I braced myself with a mop. 
When the first man turned the corner, I ran the end of the handle straight into his nose. 
The rest of the scrambling guards were in for a surprise. They hadn’t quite expected a weapon as dangerous as a mop. I twirled it around in true TKD fashion and whipped the men before they knew what was happening. 
That might not sound brutal, but believe me, one can be taken by surprise when a rod slams straight into the face. 
I’d thank my Master for the tedious sessions of stick training later. 
While the men were recovering from their shock, I scrambled into the nearest room I could find. 
Inside were carts of needles filled with blue liquid—jackpot.
I grabbed handfuls and stormed my way back outside. 
There, I found out men can be pretty scared of shots too. 
“Everyone kindly stop talking.” I snarled. I purposely flexed my biceps while raising the needles. I used to be ashamed of the masculinity of them, but I’m grateful now. 
The chattering suddenly ceased and I could’ve sworn the men had paled at the sight of my new defense system. 
In the end, I took pity on the cowering guys and just shut them into the cube of a prison—all nine of them. It was entertaining to watch them bicker, I’ll admit. 
But I’m not a cruel person. I called the police from an anonymous telephone booth a few miles down the road and tipped them about the illegal activities going on. 
Just as I was going back into the building to clean up the rest of my messy adventures, I found my father. 
We just stared at each for a few seconds. 
“Why did you do this? If you had been nice, we could’ve been one family.” He finally choked out. 
It would’ve been tempting a few days ago, but something had changed in me. 
“You’re insane.” I simply said. 
Something had changed in him too. He seemed deflated, given up, resigned to his fate behind bars. 
My father took responsibility for the chaos he had created. 
“Andy, I was wrong about you. You did manage to become physically superior, not through my injections, but by yourself.”
I remained silent.  
“Your heart was able to withstand the lethal dosage of poison. It should’ve killed an average person, but your heart was strengthened by your regular exercising.” 

Before I left, I freed the children. Many of them had not been tested on just yet, and getting them involved in these crimes would make their lives unnecessarily complicated.
They were all crying with happiness, and I could understand their joy.  
I didn’t offer to chauffeur them back home, or something a typical hero would do. I’m just a normal girl. Getting the shackles and chains off would be enough to help them find their way back. 
Speaking of home, it was time to sink back into the familiarity of that small, cozy house. 
I stepped off the curb, crossed the road without looking either way, and started off through the woods. 
I did not look back. The experiences I gained in that building would change me forever, for better or for worse. I don’t know. 
It had been quite a day. 

By the time the small house came into view, the sun had nearly set. 
Every window was lit with light, and it gave off a cozy feeling of being home at last. 
I bounded up the back porch steps and eased open the creaking door. I stepped inside and found my foster mom sitting at the kitchen table, staring at the wall. 
“Andy? Oh Andy! I’ve been worried about you so much. My husband went out to search for you. Why did you run away like that?” 
I hadn’t expected anyone to miss me. But now, seeing her so concerned, I felt differently.
Who would believe my day’s tale...? Did I really want to become involved and pitied and crowned hero, garnering attention? No thanks.
“I’m sorry.” 
Those are two of the most difficult words for most of us to vocalize, but the moment I spoke them, a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. 
“It’s all right. I figured you would be mad if I kept forcing colorful things like those rain boots on you… tomorrow, I’ll take you shopping for black boots, okay?”
She smiled uncertainly as I took a seat next to her. 
“Sharon, you know what? I just realized I love those boots, ducks and all.” 
Coming out of me, it must’ve been strange. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]But you know, things change. I was lucky enough to be alive and have people who cared about me. 

After a much deserved shower, I changed into my jogging outfit and pulled on my new boots to go for a healthy hike. 
The ducks smiled back at me. 
