Judy Fink
First Tuesday prompt-  Annoying 2-4-25

	Being the youngest of three kids in my family was hard enough but I was also the only girl. My brother Bobby was three years older and my brother Richard was six.
	They were as thick as thieves, and I was the outsider intent on wanting to be a part of their gang. Anytime they headed out somewhere, I would try to follow, running after them to be included. They were older and faster which left me in the dust, their laughter fading as they ran.
	One day I heard them plotting to leave and I was right on their heels. As I was pouring on the speed, I tripped and fell. My knee went down on the sidewalk, and I felt the flesh being torn. Blood gushed from the nasty scrape. I lay on the ground screaming in pain. They looked back at me, decided I hadn’t killed myself and took off running.
	Screaming louder did no good, they were gone. They took advantage of my injury and left me sitting in the dirt. Thankfully I wasn’t far from our house so I limped home, my white sox stained with red.
	My mom cleaned my wound, put Mercurochrome on which hurt much worse than the wound itself. 
	She said, “I think it’s time you stop chasing after your brothers. They’re boys and don’t like their little sister around all the time.” Pointing to my knee, “you can see what can happen.”
	I nodded my head as I sniffed back the tears. Mom was right.
