Heroes. There are heroes who actually save lives, and there are heroes who you look up to. Hi, I am going to start out with a story about my experience, about my first real hero. In my 24years of life on this earth, I have endagered myself a few times, and I had been saved everytim-or else I wouldn’t be here.
It was a hot summer day- I was at at the Jamsil Olympic stadium in Korea. My sister was in her training session for her swimming competition-and my mother was watching her swim.

I had just graduated kindergarten and was a fresh firstgrader; Being a hyperactive child, I was bored, so went out into the hall, where I usually play when there is nothing to do. I usually played near the huge windows, from which I could see a lot of things outside. 
However In order to do that I had to climb up a ledge, as I was too small to even take glances out the window. So I climbed up the ledge and leaned against the glass, which was what I usually do. 
But one thing was different this time-there was no glass: window had been opened due to the hot weather.Not feeling anything on my fingertips, I quickly turned around, but I already had lost balance. I fell, but at the last moment I turned around and grabbed the ledge; 
I hung there for maybe 20 good seconds; but I couldn’t hold on as I was a chubby kid. Then, I really fell, hitting the concrete floor, at 200km/h or so it felt like. The whole ‘flight’ lasted maybe 2 seconds? 
Then, I must have blacked out for a few moments. I had no vision for a while, maybe from the blood from my head entering my eyes. But I could hear some people yelling that a child has fallen out of a building-then I felt somebody lifting me up and putting me into a car.

When I woke up, I found myself being casted in a bodycast at a nearby hospital- I was told that I had broken the bones on my right side: Apparently I landed on my feet and then fell again hitting my head.

My thigh bone was broken, as well as a collarbone, and my wrist had been shattered into 3 pieces.

And also I suffered a concussion. Apparently I had been in the emergency room for a while, and it would had been fatal if I arrived at the hospital moments later. They told me that I should be thankful to the person who had brought me to the hostpital.
So this man, who was just happening to pass-by, had saved my life by acting fast. To this day I  havent heard from or seen his face. 
He just saved me and went on his way, just like superheroes do good and conceal their identities. I guess he was my first hero. That’s what he looks like in my head, at least.
