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Chapter One

"C


ome on! You can stay for one more drink," Ethan begged through slurred words and twisting one of her brown curls around his finger. "Your hair color exactly matches your eyes."

Addie laughed. "I have a feeling I should go." Addie's words were no less slurred. And she was confused. She never wanted to leave the bar this early or in her own car. Typically, she had to call a taxi to pick her up from where she had landed for the night and take her back to the bar to pick up her car. But something was definitely pulling her away this night. The smell of cigarette smoke and beer were getting to her tonight. "Send me a text," Addie said as she fell into the driver's seat of her car. "Woop!" she laughed as she slid a little too far to the right, the shift stick stabbing her in the thigh.

"I will," Ethan promised.

She hadn't gotten more than a mile down the road when her phone pinged with a text notification.

As promised.

Addie couldn't help but laugh out loud at the text Ethan sent. Honestly, she wasn't sure if the text was truly that funny or if she maybe should not have had that last drink. When she'd had a little too much alcohol, she got punchy. She laughed at a lot of things that weren't funny. When she was trying to get the attention of some new man, Addie had a habit of laughing hysterically at everything he said. The alcohol just made it worse. She may have been a little punchy, but drunk, no. Since she liked to be in control, Addie never let her drinking go that far. Unless of course, one asked Carrie's opinion. Carrie was Addie's younger sister who never did one wrong thing one day of her life. Carrie had a lot of opinions Addie didn't share. As sisters, they shared DNA, yes. But opinions, no. It didn't matter anyway. Carrie lived on the other side of the country now and was mostly out of Addie's life. Thankfully.

Addie started up her car and backed slowly out of her parking spot. She knew she wouldn't have any problem driving the five miles home. All she'd had to drink were wine coolers, and they hardly contained any alcohol. Oh, and the shot of tequila, but that had been at the beginning of the night.

Her phone dinged, signaling another text. Keeping one hand on the wheel and one eye on the road, the other hand and eye held her phone while she read the text. This time Ethan sent an inappropriate picture along with inappropriate words. This made Addie laugh uncontrollably, making her swerve just the littlest bit. Quickly, she swerved back into her lane.

Headlights from an oncoming car suddenly appeared in her vision.

"What are you doing on my side of the road?" she shouted, adding a few expletives before the metal on metal impact and the sound of breaking glass crashed into her life.

She felt what she thought was the airbag stealing the breath out of her. Addie panicked when she realized she couldn't inhale enough to fill her lungs. It was like she almost couldn't breathe at all. The last thing she saw was that it was actually the steering wheel and the dashboard pressing the life out of her, not the airbags. Oh, how her chest hurt!

 

∞∞∞

"Can you feel that?"

Toddler Addie looked up at her mother with a smile. Her hand was on her mom's protruding belly. Addie did feel something. She didn't speak much yet, but a smile came when she felt the movement she was waiting for.

"That's your little sister. She's coming soon."

Being so young, Addie didn't understand this fully. She had just known that Mama made Addie sit next to her instead of on her lap recently. There wasn't much room in Mama's lap anymore. And maybe Addie was a little jealous.

 

∞∞∞

Addie tried to move her head, but it was held down fast. What had brought about that memory? One Addie didn't even truly remember. And what made her think of her little sister? Oh, yeah. Carrie's voice had been in Addie's head, reprimanding her for drinking too much.

"I'm not surprised about this one." A voice she almost recognized came drifting in on the air she wished she could inhale deeply.

"You know her then?"

"Sort of. We've had a business relationship of sorts, if you know what I mean."

"Smells like she's been drinking."

"Yup. I'm sure she has."

Addie couldn't say anything, although she wanted to put these people in their place. Why were they talking about her like she couldn't hear them? And where was she? It was so dark she couldn't see anything.

She still felt as if she was gasping for breath, so she knew she needed to relax. Attempting to inhale deeply, Addie allowed her mind to drift back in time in her memories. They fast-forwarded to when baby Carrie came home for the first time. She was so tiny, even to Addie, who at fifteen months older really wasn't that much bigger.

Addie remembered Carrie had cried a lot and that her parents were always taking care of Carrie and not leaving them much time for Addie. At the time, Addie probably didn't recognize anything as being strange since she was so young, but as she got older she certainly did. She spent more time playing alone while Carrie cried for hours on end. There was nothing wrong with her lungs! And here Addie was now, struggling for each breath.

Finally, Carrie grew out of it, but by then it was too late. Addie was independent and didn't need anyone, not even her parents, and especially not her little sister. Used to being held so much at first, Carrie still enjoyed the comfort of her mother's arms. Addie could remember Mama carrying Carrie around in a sling on the front of her body. It kept Carrie from crying, and Mama got stuff done. Addie was quiet and left alone for the most part. At least that's how Addie remembered it.

"I can't breathe," she thought she heard herself say.

"Don't worry. We're taking care of you."

In the next moment, someone covered her mouth with a mask that made it feel a little easier to breathe.

Addie felt herself drifting off into a world made up of memories. She allowed herself to fall into the inviting sleep.

∞∞∞

"Look at this!" Grandma Marjie was pointing at yet another painting for little Addie to take note of.

Addie looked up as instructed. It was a pretty painting of a barnyard, but something about it made it look special, although Addie was too little to put her finger on it. She gripped Grandma Marjie's hand tighter. She wasn't sure if that was because she didn't want to get lost in the huge art museum or because there was something about the artwork that thrilled her to the tips of her toes. Addie could not stop smiling; a huge grin made her cheeks hurt. Addie may only have been about five years old, but she knew she wanted to be an artist when she grew up. She had always loved to color and draw pictures, but this trip with Grandma Marjie sealed that deal.

Mom's parents lived far away, and Addie didn't get to see them too often, but it was always an amazing time when she did. Grandma and Grandpa lived in the big city, and there was always so much to do, and they made everything seem like the most fun.

 

∞∞∞

Her dreams shifted one into another, a blurry conglomerate of pictures from the deep recesses of Addie's mind. This time in her memories, she and Carrie were playing in their room with their shared dollhouse.

 

∞∞∞

"I want to be the mom!" Addie shouted.

"No, it's my turn. Remember what Mom said?"

"I don't care what Mom said. I'm going to be the mom."

Carrie narrowed her eyes and sat back on her rear. "You want to be the mom because you know you're a bad kid."

"What?" It was the first time Carrie ever said anything mean and derogatory to Addie.

"Yeah. Dad told me you were so bad they wanted to have a better baby."

Addie had no words. Was it true? Did Dad really say that? Finally, she spouted out, "You cried all the time, and Mommy couldn't ever put you down."

"She didn't want to put me down because she loves me more than she loves you."

Addie stood up, her face flaming red with anger. She threw down the mom doll she was holding. "Fine! You can be the mom. I never want to play with you again!" She stomped out of the room and went to play in the back yard by herself. That may have been the first moment Addie realized she hated having a sister.

Visions shifted to another memory. Addie was sitting at the dining room table, coloring furiously. Even in her dreams, Addie could feel the anger coming off her younger self.

"Stupid!" Addie said as she threw down a colored pencil with another broken tip. These were her special colored pencils Grandma Marjie had bought after their museum trip, and Addie wanted to make them last as long as possible. It was the last gift she would ever receive from her.

Addie tried staying in the lines like Grandma Marjie had shown her. She was good at that, but she was coloring so hard because of her anger, and she kept breaking the tips of her beautiful pencils. Soon, there would not be any left in the box. Grabbing another pencil, she noticed something. There were more pencils in the box than there were at her last grab. How could that happen?

When she looked up, she saw Carrie sitting across the table from her. Carrie hadn't been there before. Now, she was picking up Addie's pencils after they broke and was painstakingly sharpening them to a nice point once again., and making the pencils extremely short.

"What are you doing? You're using up all my pencils!"

Carrie shrank into herself a little bit. "I was just trying to help you. I wanted to sharpen them for you after they broke."

Addie snatched the sharpener out of Carrie's hands and scooped up all the colored pencils, putting them back in the box. "Well, you're ruining them!"

"I'm sad, too." Huge tears dropped out of her eyes and rolled down her cheeks.

Addie knew she was talking about the news of their grandparents' death, but she ignored that.

"I'm not sad; I'm angry! Leave my stuff alone!"

 

∞∞∞

Addie tossed and turned in a restless sleep, not sure of what brought her grandparents to mind. They had died in a car accident not long after that museum trip. Addie knew they had always loved her. She always felt safe with them, even though she was so young when they passed away. One thing she did know was that after they died, her life was never the same. Many days since then, Addie felt as if they were the only ones who ever loved her for who she was. Even though their deaths were years ago now, their memories had never faded. Addie could still smell Grandma Marjie's perfume, a fragrance similar to baby powder. Surprisingly, Addie could still see Grandma Margie's face. She and Addie had matching brown hair and eyes, except that Grandma's hair was starting to get some gray mixed in.

Beeping pulled Addie out of her semi-conscious memory snippet. When she tried to open her eyes, blinding lights seemed to be pointing directly into her face. It was better to keep her eyes closed. The sound of continuous beeps reached her ears, and she still felt as if she could not take a deep breath. She heard several different voices all talking over each other, but she couldn't understand much of the chaotic conversation. Until the one.

"We need another nurse in here! Call that new guy!"

In another moment, Addie heard, "What can I do?" The male voice sent familiar echoes through Addie's throbbing head.

"Grab the anesthesia."

Nothing

"Did you hear me?" It was the voice with authority.

"Yes. I'm sorry. I know her."

"Can you do this?"

"Yes."

There was a lot of scuffling, as if someone was rearranging furniture.

"Make sure she's out. This is going to be a long surgery. Close to twelve hours for the double transplant."

Out of nowhere, a clear, plastic mask rested on the lower part of Addie's face, covering her mouth. The air coming into her body offered her rest, sweet rest. She felt no pain and was dreaming in seconds. She felt strange, detached. She was there, yet not there. It was as if she were watching an old home video of her life. Her dreams took her way back to a specific moment in time. One she remembered quite well.

 

∞∞∞

It was a bright, sunny summer day. Addie and Carrie were little girls still enjoying everything summer had to offer.

"I want a lick of yours," Addie said.

Carrie offered up her red popsicle for Addie to take a lick. "Can I have a lick of yours? I like grape, too."

Addie then pushed her frozen treat in the direction of Carrie's mouth.

The two giggled as they enjoyed the sun and shared licks.

The dresses they wore were the same, except one was pink and the other was purple. One of the things Addie loved about that dress was the pockets. Their mother often dressed them alike. Addie supposed it was a prerequisite for being sisters born only fifteen months apart.

But that was where the similarities stopped. The sisters couldn’t have looked any different. Addie was a brunette with brown eyes and olive skin she inherited from their mother's Italian side of the family. Carrie took after their dad's Swedish roots with blonde hair and bright blue eyes. Carrie's face was fuller than Addie's and always looked as if it glowed. Even as a child, there was something about her that seemed ethereal. More than once over the years, Addie had looked to the top of her sister's head, fully expecting to see a halo. There almost was one in her dream. Or maybe it was an effect of the huge lights that had been blinding her moments ago.

With the popsicles gone, Addie's memories fast-forwarded to a little bit later that same day. From her mind, she watched as she and Carrie twirled in circles, chanting the Ring around the Rosie song. Their dresses flared out wide as they spun around, which was another one of the reasons Addie loved that dress so much. Even in her drug-induced stupor, Addie felt as if she were smiling as she recalled the day. She could almost feel the warm sun on her face and arms.

That afternoon had been so beautiful and warm that Addie brought out her new box of crayons to color in her new coloring book while lying on a blanket in the sun. She had let Carrie use some of her crayons, even though they were special. These were the good crayons; not the ones that Mom usually bought them for school. These were the ones with the sharpener built-in on the back of the box. Addie had bought these with her own money that she had received for her birthday. She had bought a whole pack of paper, too, and she could do whatever she wanted with it. When Addie tried to draw pictures before, Mom had said she was wasting paper, especially when she couldn't get her pictures just right. If they weren't right, she crumpled up one sheet, grabbed another, and started over. But this was a good part of the day.

Then her dreams took a little turn, one for the worse.

Later that same summer day, they were standing in the checkout line at the grocery store with their mom.

"I saw you take that!" Carrie whispered to Addie, who was standing in line beside her.

"Saw me take what?" Addie played dumb at the same time she looked at her mother, who was too preoccupied putting groceries on the counter to pay attention to her daughters' conversation.

"That pack of gum. You need to put it back."

"I didn't take anything."

"I saw you put it in your pocket!"

Turning her back on her sister and walking toward the front of the shopping cart, Addie said, "I don't know what you're talking about."

Carrie just stared at her with a stare that only she could muster, and that stare would become the bane of Addie's existence. Well, one of them. That stare was the one thing Carrie had inherited from their mom.

When Carrie didn't say anything else as Mom put the groceries in the car and they went home, Addie thought the problem was over, but she was wrong. After dinner that evening, her mother came into the girls' bedroom while Addie was alone.

"Is there something you want to tell me?" Mom asked. With her arms akimbo, Addie knew Mom was mad.

Addie played dumb again. She was getting pretty good at that. "About what?"

"I think you know what." Mom stood there staring at Addie, a replay of Carrie's stare at the store.

That was one thing Addie had yet to overcome. That stare. She couldn't stand strong under her mother's stare for very long.

When Addie didn't respond, her mother held out her hand. Addie knew she wanted the gum.

"I don't have it anymore."

"What happened to it?"

"I ate it all."

"Get your shoes on and put your money in your pocket. We're going back to the store to pay for what you stole."

What you stole. Those words would stick with Addie for a long, long time. Those were the words that changed her relationship with her sister. She couldn’t believe it! Carrie had tattled on her. That wasn't what sisters and best friends were supposed to do. It was ridiculous.

Addie's eyes narrowed in anger as she grudgingly did as her mother told her to. When she walked past her father to go out the front door, she noticed he wouldn't even look at her. Anger was seeping from his every pore. Addie could feel it. Twitches on the side of his face told Addie he was gritting his teeth in an effort to maintain control of his emotions. If she were honest, it made her a little bit afraid of her dad. It was in these times of her father's anger that Mom took over. Dad was too enraged to look at her, let alone deal with the issue. A lot of times, Dad would send a look to mom that communicated something between them just before he walked away from whatever situation Addie had caused.

When they arrived at the grocery store, Mom gave Addie instructions. "I'm going to get the manager to come so you can tell him what you did, and then you will apologize and pay for your mistake."

Addie did exactly as her mother told her to, but there was no repentance. She wasn't sorry at all. In fact, that entire incident fueled the animosity Addie held toward Carrie. Sisters were supposed to be there for each other no matter what. Carrie hadn't backed up Addie on this one small thing. What else wouldn't Carrie back her up on? Addie decided she would never be there for Carrie on whatever day she needed it. The whole fiasco gave Addie a desire to make her sister miserable for the rest of her life. A promise Addie had kept since then.

When Mom and Addie got back home, Mom pointed to the blanket and the box of crayons that were still in the yard.

"Go clean up your mess before you come in the house."

Without saying anything, Addie did as she was told. She was afraid if she left her crayons outside at night, something might eat them since the colors were so pretty and had names like peach and cotton candy. They looked yummy enough to eat. When Addie picked up the box, it felt weird. She opened it up to find that all the tips of the crayons had melted into each other. Pulling out the whole thing, Addie hoped she could break them apart and they would be just like new. But they weren't. They weren't easy to break apart, and most of them just broke. Even where the paper was still on the crayons, they were stuck. It didn't take long for Addie to realize her special crayons were ruined. She gathered them up, went into the house, and threw them right into the garbage can. Then she went to her room. It had been such a terrible day she didn't want to be around anybody. Then she realized it was Carrie's fault the crayons were still outside. Addie had come in to get a drink and then Mom had told them to get ready to go to the store. Carrie should have brought them inside with her. It was Carrie's fault that Addie's beautiful crayons were no more.

Addie also recalled this was one of the last days the sisters were true friends. They had been best friends. They thought nothing could ever separate them or ruin their relationship. Who knew that what would destroy their relationship was Addie herself and a pack of gum? There would be no best of friends. They were the worst of enemies.

 

∞∞∞

"Come on, Addie, I need you to wake up."

Someone was gently slapping her face. She didn’t want to wake up. She wanted to stay where she was. As she came out of the anesthesia, the memory of the stolen gum sank into the recesses of her brain. Addie felt a little remorse. But then another thought came to her. Did she want to have a relationship with her sister again? She wondered if that statement was true: Could time heal all wounds?

"Addie. Come on. Wake up."

She began to wonder where she was. The pain in her chest came back, too.

"No," was all she said before retreating to a better time and place.


Chapter Two

 

A


ddie heard herself groan as she tried to move. There was pain. A lot of pain. When she tried to move, she felt as if something was holding her down. Was something strapped to her face? A whooshing sound seemed to coordinate with the air being forced into her body. Was she on a ventilator? What happened?

That sound made her chest hurt like it was pumping unwanted air into her lungs. She needed to get the thing off her face, but her arms were heavy weights she struggled to raise. There were cords everywhere, including wrapped around her arms. She wondered how she got tangled up in so many cords.

Suddenly, and uninvited, little vignettes of life flashed before her mind. Ethan at the bar. She and Carrie as little girls. Melted crayons?

Voices and a familiar fragrance brought her out of her dreaminess for a moment, but she didn't have the strength to respond to them or even really be able to figure out what the voices were saying. She heard words, but the words didn't make any sense. The only thing she knew for sure was that there were two males in the room.

"Her vitals look great for the circumstances. Heart rate, blood pressure, and pulse are right where we expect them to be at this point."

"Good. You haven't noticed anything alarming?"

"Nothing at all."

"It looks like she might be coming out of it a little bit, but I'd like to keep her under anesthesia a little longer. I want her to remain as still as possible. I want to give the lungs as much opportunity to take as we can. We've never had a better match. Watch for any signs of pneumonia; that's the biggest risk right now. Make sure to check her drainage tubes for anything that doesn't look normal as well, and be sure to check her temperature regularly, too. If it drops, grab one of those blankets from the warmer to cover her with."

"I'll take care of everything."

"I'll check back in a few hours then. If you do notice anything, anything at all, let me know."

"Will do, Doctor."

Addie managed to somewhat turn her head to her left side as she felt someone tugging on her arm. It seemed they tugged a little harder than necessary. Then came the searing pain that made her flinch.

The nurse must have noticed Addie's half-open eyes as she tried to get something to register. He smiled. Was it a sardonic smile? "You're doing great. I'm giving you some more meds to help you rest."

There was no encouragement or comfort in his tone of voice. Neither was there in the expression on his face.

But then … Did he look familiar, or was it just Addie's imagination? His closeness brought that smell again. Where did it come from? What was it? Memories seemed just beyond her recall reach. Addie tried to say no, tried to tell the nurse she didn't want any meds. Meds meant more dreams. Her brain digging up old, disturbing memories was not a place she wanted to go. While not scary in themselves, the dreams were unsettling.

Half-conscious, Addie watched as the nurse slipped a needle into her IV. It wasn't long before she was completely unconscious again; the dream world returned, and other memories surfaced.

 

∞∞∞

Addie was sitting in the bathroom watching her father shave before church that Sunday morning. She always loved the way he smelled. It was familiar. It smelled of strength and comfort and home. Addie sitting in the bathroom watching him shave was her one special time with Dad each week. It was tradition. She would watch him shave, and he would always put a dot of shaving cream on her nose. She would giggle, and he would smile. It was one of those few moments of peace in Addie's life.

One Sunday morning, before he began his routine, he gave the can a shake. He dropped his hand in feigned frustration. "Remind me to tell your mom to stop using my shaving cream to shave her legs. I guess she wants to smell like a man."

Addie laughed as he squirted out all he could, the manly-smelling foam sputtering and spraying in all directions, which was barely enough to get the job done.

That morning, Carrie came into the bathroom. "I want to watch, too."

"No!" Addie shouted. "This is my time with Daddy. Get out!"

"But I want to watch." Carrie climbed up on the toilet.

"You have your own special Daddy time. This is mine." Instead of waiting for their father to take care of the situation, Addie gave Carrie a shove with her foot.

Screaming, Carrie fell backwards and hit her head on the corner of the cabinet. The sound was a sickening crack.

Addie had never heard Carrie cry so loud. Daddy shot Addie a disappointed look as he picked Carrie up off the floor. That was when Addie noticed all the blood.

"Oh my!" Dad said and placed his hand on Carrie's head, where blood was seeping out of it. "Ellie!" He shouted to get their mother's attention.

"What's all the noise?" she asked as she walked into the bathroom. But then stopped as her question was answered without words. "Oh no! What happened?"

"An accident." Daddy said the word while looking at Addie.

Addie knew he hoped it was an accident, that Addie hadn't meant to hurt her sister. But Addie knew the truth. Addie knew her dad knew the truth. She did mean it. When she shoved Carrie, she didn't know what the outcome would be, but she was pleased with herself. Except maybe for the part where she knew she disappointed her dad. And the blood. There was a lot of blood on the bathroom floor. Carrie really was hurt, Addie thought to herself as she looked at the pool of red liquid that had come out of Carrie's head.

"I'll call your mom to come over and watch Addie." Mommy ran out of the room while Daddy got Carrie into the car. As soon as Grandma arrived, the others left. Addie went right to her room and sobbed into her pillow. She didn't want Grandma to hear her, and she didn't want anyone else to know she felt sorry for her sister. But she did. At least as much as Addie could. But she also felt sorry for herself as Carrie got all the attention.

They didn't go to church that day. Instead, Carrie got her first stitches. Ten of them.

 

∞∞∞

Addie's mind floated from one time period to the next.

This time, her dreams took her to a wedding where Carrie was the flower girl. Addie felt her heart race as anger began to take over. She was so jealous of Carrie in her beautiful dress and made up hair. She even got to wear a little make up that day. Because she was the flower girl, Carrie had spent the day with Aunt Charlotte getting pampered.

Child Addie was jealous. Trying to pull up the memories, adult Addie recalled that Aunt Charlotte had wanted both of them to participate in the wedding, but child Addie was full of attitude.

"I don't want to be in some dumb wedding!"

But when she saw Carrie in the most beautiful dress she had ever seen and her hair done, Addie changed her mind. By the time Addie realized she did want to be in the wedding, it was too late.

Meekly, she went up to Aunt Charlotte in the bride's room, where Addie's mom was helping Carrie get ready. "I want to be in the wedding now."

Mom had heard and spoke up. "It's too late, honey. If you wanted to be in the wedding, you needed to tell us months ago."

Aunt Charlotte knelt in front of Addie. "I'm so sorry, sweetie. Do you want to help and do another job?"

Addie didn't want to do anything except be dressed up as beautiful as Carrie, but she found herself nodding her head anyway.

Aunt Charlotte smiled. "Do you want to welcome people and show them where to sign the guest book?"

She didn't, but apparently, she had no choice in the matter. One of the other girls in the room, who wasn't in the wedding either, took Addie by the hand and led her to the foyer of the church where the guest book was located. She and Addie stood together, but Addie never said a word to anyone that came through the doors. The other girl was doing all the talking, not that Addie wanted to or anything.

What made it even worse was that Carrie was in all the pictures. Six-year-old Addie sat with her arms crossed in front of her, eyes once again narrowed toward her sister. She fumed inwardly as she waited for her parents. Then something dawned on her. Aunt Charlotte wanted Carrie in the wedding because she was blonde. Aunt Charlotte had blonde hair and blue eyes, just like Carrie, while Addie had brown hair and eyes. Not to mention that Carrie's hair could be styled beautifully. Addie's curly hair, on the other hand, was unruly, much like she was and could never be tamed into submission for very long. That made Addie even madder. It also made her dislike of her sister grow even deeper. She didn't think "hate" because that was a word her mom wouldn't allow her to say. But she was close to saying it because she sure did feel it.

Other pictures flashed through Addie's memories as she drifted in and out of a semi-conscious state. As she grew older in her mind, she saw herself as the bad sister and Carrie as the good one. In all the movies she had ever seen, the princess was always blonde, and the bad witch was always a brunette. Irony at its best.

 

∞∞∞

In her half-comatose state, Addie thought about how it seemed everyone had always been against her for some reason. That had stuck with her all her life. Snippets of offenses from other people popped in and out of her mind.

Then she noticed that same smell again. The good one that stood out above all the antiseptic smells of the hospital. Addie willed her eyes to open, but it was as if they were stuck shut. She couldn't even raise her hands to pry her lids upward. Then she felt herself dozing off again, too tired to even think about the fragrance that enveloped her. Sleep claimed her before she realized she was not alone.

∞∞∞

Carrie's first day of kindergarten burst into Addie's dreams. She thought it was funny she could remember Carrie's first day of school but not her own. Addie spent her kindergarten year getting into trouble and even being kicked out of school for a week. Who had ever been kicked out of kindergarten? Addie was proud of her status as the bad kid. It forced Mom and Dad to look at and notice her.

On Carrie's first day of school, she did everything little kids do in excited anticipation of meeting new friends. After some school shopping, she picked an outfit and packed her bag with all her brand new school supplies.

"Do you think they'll like me, Mommy?"

"Of course they will, sweetheart!"

"But what if I don't make any friends?"

"Why wouldn't you make any friends? You already know a lot of your classmates."

Carrie shrugged her shoulders and put her head down. Addie could tell she was a little scared, but she didn't try to encourage her sister at all.

Mom got down on her knees in front of Carrie and took her by the shoulders. "Instead of worrying about who is going to make friends with you, why don't you take the first steps? If you see a classmate who looks a bit frightened, go and talk to them and try to make them feel better. Kindergarten can be a scary thing, especially on the first day."

Taking a deep breath, Carrie gave one emphatic nod of her head. "I'll make sure everyone has a friend and that no one is being mean or picking on someone else."

"Good girl."

Always the good girl.

The girls happened to have recess at the same time that school year. Addie usually hogged a swing while she watched Carrie run around to all her classmates and made sure they were having fun. Everyone loved Carrie. She made everyone smile as soon as they saw her. Students waved as she walked past them. Even teachers waved and smiled in her direction.

Addie knew no one felt the same about her, and she was tired of it. About halfway through the school year, she wanted to teach Carrie a lesson. And Addie saw her moment. A small boy was hiding in a corner the outer walls of the school building made. From her perch on the swing, Addie could see his clothes weren't as nice as hers. With the way he was sitting and his pants hiked up some, she could also see that his socks didn't match. And it wasn't the purposeful mismatch some of the kids did. Formulating a plan in her head, Addie jumped off the swing and slowly headed in his direction. She didn't want anyone to see her, and she knew her teacher watched her carefully. Addie was sure her kindergarten teacher had told the first grade teacher of all the things she had done the previous year. When Addie walked into her first grade classroom at the beginning of the year, she could tell the teacher already didn't like her, especially since her desk was at the front of the room, right in front of the teacher's.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her teacher watching her. Addie bent down to the ground, acting as if she was looking at something in the dirt. When her teacher looked away to speak to another adult, Addie made her move. She walked over to stand next to where the boy slouched down against the wall of the school.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"Nothing."

"Why don't you go out there and play?"

"I don’t want to."

"Why? Because you smell bad, and the other kids make fun of you?"

He didn't answer. He just pulled his knees up closer to his face and wrapped his arm around his shins as if to protect himself.

"Or is it because your parents don't give you nice clothes? Your socks have holes in them."

Addie wasn't sure, but she thought she heard a sniffle coming from his direction. A devious smile slowly spread across her lips. "Do they even send you to school with food for lunch?"

She had more mean things to say, but they were abruptly cut off when someone shoved her from behind. When she turned around, she saw Carrie.

"You're not being kind!" shouted her sister.

"How would you know? You weren't over here?"

"I heard you be mean to him."

By this time, the teachers had come over to see what the problem was, which Carrie felt obliged to share. "Addie was being mean to Colin."

"Let's go inside, Addie. I think you've had enough playground time today." Her teacher forcefully grabbed her by the hand and practically dragged her into the school building.

As Addie struggled to keep up with her teacher, she was able to turn around and see Carrie kneeling beside Colin talking to him. She took his hand and pulled him to a standing position before they walked off together to some other part of the playground.

When the girls got home that afternoon, Carrie was in tears.

"Carrie, what's the matter?" Mom asked.

"My crayons!" was all she could blubber out.

Addie stood there looking as innocent as she possibly could.

"What's the matter with your crayons?"

"They're all broken!"

Mom pulled the box of crayons out of Carrie's bag and inspected them. They were, in fact, all broken. With a not quite accusatory glance at Addie, she said, "I wonder how that happened. I'll have Daddy stop and pick another box up on his way home from work tonight. Okay?"

All Carrie could do was nod. As she wiped tears and snot off her face with the back of her hand, Mom had an idea.

"We can melt these and make some fun crayons for you to keep at home. How would you like that?"

Again, Carrie nodded her head and sniffed.

"Why don't you go wash your hands and face while I get some things out and ready in the kitchen? But then I'll need your help. We have to take off all the paper wrappings."

As Carrie bounced away to obey, Mom looked questioningly at Addie. She didn't even have to say a word. She knew, but Addie wasn't going to let that make a difference in her response.

"It wasn't me. We aren't even in the same classroom."

Mom must have heard Carrie opening the bathroom door to come out, so she didn't say anything else.

By the time Carrie came into the kitchen, she was her normal self again. Happy-go-lucky. She hopped up on one of the bar stools at the counter where Mom had placed the crayons and a couple of bowls.

"Peel the paper off the crayons and then put the paper in this bowl and put the crayon pieces in this bowl," Mom gave simple instructions. "Do you want to help us, Addie? You guys can share the crayons."
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