
You know my sister's story. Heroically creating a cloak of nettles to save us. Working her 
fingers bloody. Never opening her mouth to complain- or to say anything at all. You know she finished 
her task at the last minute. Just before she was to be executed. And you probably know she ended up 
married to her would be executioner. I'm afraid it was all in the tabloids for a while. But thankfully that 
died down as new scandals popped up. They always do.

You probably know about about me too.  I'm the one who got stuck with a bird wing for an arm,
because she couldn't quite make the cloak large enough to cover all of us. My arm was the lucky one 
that was left sticking out. Figures, right?

It's not that I'm not grateful to her.
I am. 
I'm very glad that the spell was broken even though the cloak wasn't technically finished. And 

having a wing is much better than being all bird. Trust me. The flying part gets old real quick. Then it's 
all eating worms staying out in all kinds of weather, and waiting for your kid sister to break a spell. 

So I was relieved when she did it. But of course I couldn't help but be a bit jealous of my 
brothers, who had their full human forms back. And let's face it- having a wing instead of an arm has its
problems. 

For one thing I'm right handed. Guess which arm is now a wing! So I've had to learn to write 
with my left. Not the end of the world. I'm getting better at it: now I can write like a kindergärtner as 
opposed to a toddler! 

Another problem is finding clothes that fit. It is  very hard to stuff a wing into a sleeve. Very 
uncomfortable too. So I generally have to stick to sleeveless shirts. I throw a blanket over myself in the 
winter (no, not one made of nettles, haha!). Of course on job interviews this attire is somewhat 
questionable.  I usually force myself into a suit for those. Well a suit with the arm cut off. I can just 
about stand to have  my wing shoved through a small hole, but keeping the whole thing inside a sleeve 
is too much. 

But by far the worst thing is that my wing still wants to fly. I know what you're thinking.  A 
wing lacks a brain. It can't “want” anything. You'd be wrong there. 

The flying was by far the best part of being a bird, even if  the novelty did wear off. My 
brothers say that they miss it too. Even though they're glad to have their human form back 

But they don't still have the wing. And I don't care if the wing doesn't have a brain. The wing 
remembers. Hollow bones leave a lot of room for memory storage. 

Sometimes I wonder if I still can. I can't take off from the ground, but if I were to fly off of 
something, would that work? The bones in my human body aren't hollow. They're filled with marrow. 
I'm filled with organs, muscle, tissue and blood, that will go everywhere if I try and fail to fly off a tall 
building. 

So I don't try. 
Still there are some advantages. 
I get to play up the sympathy factor. After all, I was the only one who was screwed over. 
And when you meet a  pretty girl at a party or a bar, it's a great conversation starter. 


