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By CherylAnn Cook-Hoar

My eyes, all they said looked like her’s. I saw it when I cried, but now I would cry no more. My designation replica son model number 7. I was designed to be a child of any couple who wanted a child without the maintanence. Just plug me in at night, and I’m ready in the morning to go. They give us the same eyes as the mother, so we can look more real, even give us the ability to look like we can cry. All the programs inserted, we fall down, or get hurt in any way we can cry for mother like all the real children do. Only problem we can’t age. So, we get replaced by an older looking version, but still with the same eyes. Mother however didn’t want the older version she only wanted me. Such an act wasn’t allowed. All the regulations, and contracts stated that. So, they came for me. I watched her cry as she fell to the floor screaming for me. I felt myself cry too. Then the door to the collection truck closed, and I saw her no more.

In the truck they talked about me as if I wasn’t there, “Well we will have to replace the eyes to match the new mother, as well as give hime the new memories of his new life. We’ll have to fix that right knee as well can’t send him off with that scratch.” I thought to myself, “No, you can’t take her eyes from me, that’s how I know I’m her’s. My knee is the the scratch I got falling down, she kissed it, and made it better. I won’tlet you take my memories of her away.” Opening my eyes I saw the two men. They saw me looking at them. “Shut down,” one of them said. I kept my eyes open annoyed the man reached out to shut them. Needless to say his friend was shocked when he saw me break the arm of the other man. “Shit,” he said as he reached for the emergency button. To late I snapped his neck then crushed the other ones neck under my feet. We may look small, but we’re built like tanks. Ripping open the panel that lead to the divers front cab, I pulled the man driving back through snapping his neck as well. As the track swerved towards the river I lept out of the doors.

“Now back to my mother,” I thought, “They shouldn’t have made her cry like that, or let her fall down, I’ll have to kiss her bobo, and make it better like she did for me. I had no trouble finding the house GPS installed of course. They wanted to make sure we always came home. It was dark when I arrived. Odd there were no lights on mother always left a night light on so In wouldn’t have to worry about not finding my way around. I didn’t think she knew I had night vision built in, but it made me feel good to know she cared. She called it love, and that she loved me more than life itself.

Being as quiet as I could be, again stealth built in. I tried the door it was locked. Mother never locks the door. Something is wrong I have to find mother. Walking up the stairs I heard no noise the house always had noise even if it was only the buzzing of the bug lamp outside, but even that wasn’t turned on. I made way up the stairs, “too quiet,” I thought to myself. Entering her bedroom I saw her laying across the bed holding a picture of me. “Mother,” I said, “I’m back I’m not going to leave you.” But she didn’t answer moving to touch her; her skin was cold, too cold for the human body. Pushing her over I saw the bottle. Picking it up he read the label sleeping pills the bottle said take 1 to 2 before bed. Using his built in scanners registered it’s answer, “Human female decieded, at least three hours.” “No not mother,” I thought, “How dare they hurt her like this.” I cried, looking in the miror by the bed I saw them her eyes full of tears. Then I felt a feeling I had never experienced before “what is this
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