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Krisztina was woken by the heavy flapping of wings. Her father was woken by her screams 

and rushed into the bedroom to see a mass of black birds tearing at his daughter’s face. 

Krisztina could only see sharp yellow beaks frantically stabbing at her wide eyes. She felt the 

blade-like beaks force their way between her shredded eyelids and begin to pull. A searing 

pain filled her skull as the sight of the yellow beaks suddenly disappeared. Her father tried to 

beat the birds away but only ended up with severed gouges across his hands. The birds 

ascended and flew out of the window leaving Krisztina lying on her back, staring into nothing 

with holes in her head where her eyes used to be. Her father tried to comfort her. 

Meanwhile, the birds flew back over the other side of the mountain and into the forest 

below it. They carefully clutched their winnings in their beaks as they made their way over 

the hunched treetops and descended when they saw the roof of the cottage.  

Stepping out of the doorway, Eszter listened for their return. She felt the smooth rush 

of air as they glided through the trees and landed gently. Using the tapping of her walking 

stick to guide herself along the garden path, she hobbled forward and knelt down to meet 

them.  

 ‘Well,’ she said, holding out a wrinkled hand, ‘have you got them for me?’  

  The two birds that carried Krisztina’s eyes jumped forward and deposited the green-

tinted balls into Eszter’s palm.  

 ‘I trust that you didn’t do too much damage to them getting them out?’ she said, 

rolling them gently around with her thumb, ‘Not like last time.’  

 The birds cawed.  

 ‘And these do feel a better fit.’  

 Eszter hauled herself up and made her way back into the tiny cottage. Her charcoal-

feathered companions followed in her shadow and perched themselves around the kitchen. 

Eszter’s walking stick clacked with each step she took across the stone floor. She eased 

herself into an unbalanced chair near the fireplace and tilted her head back, ready to try once 

more.  

 


