Patient No. 147593 - “Brenda”


Log No. 4,598





Subject’s moods are erratic, and hormone treatment is proving ineffective.  Although she is highly resistant to higher temperatures, the secondary characteristics we noted have neither diminished nor increased, although Dr. Hathaway still will not give his permission to allow us full testing of these abilities.  He fears she may be dangerous, and if her mood swings continue, further testing of any and all abilities will be too great.  


If “Brenda” doesn’t settle down, we may be forced to put her down - a fate I hope to spare her.





	She closed flame-colored eyes and whispered her name, hugging the files to her breast.  “Brenda.  I’m Brenda.”  


	“Pleased to meet you, Brenda.  I’m Morgan.” 


	She spun on one heel to smile at her “brother” who had the same idiotic grin on his face, and was holding a similar file folder, labeled “Patient No. 150024 - ‘Morgan’.”


	There the similarities stopped.  His hair was a rich green, his eyes an icy blue.  His skin was fairer, and despite being almost a year younger, he was taller than she was.  He tugged red-purple locks and grinned.  “We should get out of here, or we’ll both be called, ‘Dead’, right?”


	“Right, right…should we grab anything else?”


	He shook his head.  “How much do you want to be hauling around?”


	“Point.”  She shut her file.  “Let’s book.”


	Back up the ropes, into the ventilation shafts, just like in the movies.  They had to be very quiet; the nice people who were rescuing them had been against their going back to find their files, but they had both insisted.  Being rescued was all well and good, but she’d be DAMNED if she started her free life being called Patient 147593.


	“There you are!  Satisfied?  We’ve got to get you out; the security damper our people have going can’t run much longer!!”


	Their saviors were all in black, with black masks, but anything was better than stark crisp white.  Their voices were different, even different TONES; when she and Morgan were used to the same flat, observational tones in their…parents’ voices.


	That was how she was used to thinking of them.  Parents.  Who were her REAL parents??  What was her last name??  Did she even have one?  


	Morgan shot her a look as they crawled through the ducts.  “We’re going to see the real world, Brenda.  Really SEE it, not just read about it or see pictures of it.  And as much as I want to see it - I feel as though I’m somehow…ill-equipped.”


	“That’s why you’ve got us,” a female savior piped in.  “We’ll help you get along.”


	“Shut yer hole!” another, definitely male, hissed.


	“Sorry! This is my first rescue!”


	“It’ll be yer last if you don’t stuff it!”


	“Do you do this often?” she asked the male savior.


	“We’ve only done a coupla others.  Now you hush up too, unless you WANT to stick aroun’?”


	She shook her head.  Some of the saviors were gruff, but they were th
