A knock awoke me, someone was at the door at this hour? Upon opening to see who disturbed my rest, I found no one, but a box on my doorstep had been left. Who had left it? Why was it here? Where had they gone?
I took the box inside, poured a drink, and sat to stare at it, what was in the box? Why did I feel this tension as I stared at it? Images coursed through my mind of devious devices, perhaps a 'gift' from someone I'd angered? I examined it once more, no markings to suggest whom it was from, a mistake perhaps, maybe it was not meant for me?
With trepidation, I sip my drink and watch the box. I do not know if I expect it to move, or possibly burst into flames and explode. Where does this feeling of suspicion come from?
I should open the box.
Should I open the box?
What if what I find within it changes me somehow?
I felt...not fear, but exhilaration as I reached for the box.
I must know what is within it, I must conquer this fear of the unknown.
I reach for the box...
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“Oh, sweet, the girl scout cookies I ordered showed up!”
