"Those are eyes I'll never forget Mandy. They were gigantic, and stunningly beautiful yellow, and they saw me so well. I even had a mask on; so she couldn't imprint on me, but she could always concentrate her stare directly to my eyes; I can only imagine what kind of vision she must've had" 


The little girl smiled warmly at her grandmother. She loved hearing these things.


"And my hand Mandy...you see?, She was so perfect; when I reached in to pick her up she wrapped her talons around me, and squeezed my hand ~ through the leather glove. To this day that muscle catches a bit when I bend my pinky over"


The little girls eyes got big, and her grandmother realized her mistake.


"She wouldn't have hurt me normally Mandy. You must imagine how frightened she was. She had been taken from her mother, and her home, and placed in a box. Her other leg was injured, and every day people would come after her, and drag her out into the light, and poke, and prod at her. Poor thing; she was probably scared to all ends. She was just trying to let me know she was afraid, and wanted to be let be"


 "oh" the little girl sighed "I get it grandma; she was  talking with you; just not with words"


"that's right hon, she was trying to scare me away. I had her cornered. If we had encountered each other while outside- with forrests of trees, and all; you remember I explained that too you before? Well, if we'd been out in the trees, and bushes, and all. She would have flown away"


"Like the airplane"


"Like the airplane Mandy, only; alive"








