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Extract 2

Chapter 22
I was with the baby. We were tucked up together in the blackbird’s
nest. Her body was covered in feathers and she was soft and warm.
The blackbird was on the house roof, flapping its wings, squawking.
Doctor MacNabola and Doctor Death were beneath us in the garden.
They had a table filled with knives and scissors and saws. Doctor
Death had a great syringe in his fist.

‘Bring her down!” he yelled. “We'll make her good as new!’

The baby squeaked and squealed in fright. She stood at the edge
of the nest, flapping her wings, trying for the first time to fly. I saw the
great bare patches on her skin: she didn’t have enough feathers yet, her
wings weren't strong enough yet. I tried to reach for her but my arms
were hard and stiff as stone.

‘Go on!” the doctors yelled. They laughed. ‘Go on, baby! Fly!”

Doctor MacNabola lifted a shining saw.

She teetered on the brink.

Then I heard the hooting of an owl. I opened my eyes. Pale light
was glowing at my window. I looked down, saw Mina in the wilderness
with her hands against her face.

Hoot. Hoot hoot hoot.
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