ed at Sonia with a look of confusion, unsure:
as implying when she mentioned "the moon."

Sonia was just as taken aback.

From her earliest memories, she had been trained by the
Barton family, starting when she was merely seven or eight
years old. Yet, the image that had just flashed through her
mind was entirely unfamiliar.

Included in that vision was a baby figurine shaped like the
moon.

It puzzled her greatly; why had this bizarre image surféced
in her thoughts?

[t would make sense if it were a dream while sleeping, but
she was wide awake.

Perhaps it was a forgotten memory? However, she had no
clue.




esitated, unwilling to reveal the truth, She"g'lé'
away, then clutched at her side. "Maybe | really hay
been resting enough lately, and that's why | seemed
distracted."
"Are you sure you're okay?"

- Janet still felt worried and wanted to find a doctor to
examine Sonia.

“Yes." Sonia changed the subject,
Janet had no choice but to give up,

Janet and Sonia were picking out styles for baby clothes
when Janet became curious about Sonia's family history.

“Sonia, do you have siblings?"
On hearing this, Sonia looked down and said, "No."

She made up a story about herself based on the identity
Alexandra had declared for her.

Upon learning that Sonia was from an
‘warm smile abruptly stiffened.




jéssed her pregnant belly and began to ¢
)Wn story of being lost and eventually finding her pai
chance.

It was tough at first, and | had to persevere through man
difficult times. But now, those days are behind me, and I'm |
expecting a child with Brandon."

At the end, Janet smiled softly. "l had a rough childhood,
but I'll make sure my baby never faces what | did. I'm
getting everything ready for its arrival."

Listening to Janet, Sonia observed her gentle manner. The
story stirred something deep within Sonia.

She had never really pondered her own origins or why her
parents had abandoned her. Her life had been consumed
by surviving the harsh training.

But Janet's story ignited new thoughts in Sonia.

¥

possibly find them? Would they embrace her?

' Every child has parents. If hers were still alive, could

i




