                                                              Before You Knew Me

The waiting room was empty, save for a young girl, and a woman who was watching her out of the corner of her eye. The girl was very young, about 4 years old. She appeared to be of Asian descent, although her eyes were blue. Her eyes! They looked at you as though she was reading your mind, and your every secret. Anyone who met her knew that it was impossible to keep secrets from this girl, despite her young age. The door opened and a man left. The woman stood up, went over to the girl.

"It’s your turn, Manderin"

Manderin nodded. She went into the room, and was greeted by a brown haired woman with bright green eyes. The woman smiled at her.

"What’s your name?"

"You can call me Manderin"

"I can call you? Is that your name?"

Manderin stayed quiet. The woman offered her a bowl of candy and she took a dark chocolate.

"So, Manderin, do you know why you're here?"

She nodded. "Yes. I'm here because no one ever adopts me, they think I'm autistic and anti-social, and I scare them too, so they want to get me off their hands for an hour a day"

The woman looked taken aback. She seemed to struggle for words. Manderin knew that people hated it when she told them what was really going on, but there were times when she couldn't help it. What had the woman wanted her to say? Surely she had been told about her patient? The woman finally remembered how to lie.

"Of course they don't want to get you away! Whatever gave you that idea?"

"They were thinking about how glad they were that I was leaving for an hour or two when they said goodbye and sent me here"

The woman looked puzzled. "How do you know what they're thinking?"

"I can read minds"

"Manderin, just because you're good at telling what people think from their face, and the way they act, that doesn't mean you can read minds. Maybe you made a mistake"

"No, I mean I can read minds. Right now you're thinking that I'm not really autistic and that you feel sorry for me because of how many orphanages I've been in"

The woman was shocked. Nothing had prepared her for a patient like this. She stuttered, thinking only that she needed to get away as soon as possible, get away from those eyes that she was sure knew exactly how she felt. Those eyes that were now filling with tears. She mentally scolded herself. The girl was only four and a half years old, for goodness sakes! Why was she afraid? Manderin looked at her, her big blue eyes taking attention away from the rest of her face.

"I'm glad you decided to stay. Can I talk now? Please don't interrupt, I don't need you to ask questions"

The woman found herself nodding. "Oh… Ok"

Manderin looked satisfied. "Thank you"

The woman nodded.

Manderin started talking. The woman presumed she was talking about the orphanages that she had stayed at, and the people who came to adopt her.

"They never stay. The people, I mean. They come, and they smile, and for a little bit it's alright. But then I do something, or say something, and they get scared. I'll mention that I like their house, and then remember I haven’t seen it, or I'll say something to them through telepathy and scare them off"

The tear that had been threatening to fall earlier fell, trickling down her face. Her voice dropped to a whisper. "They never stay..." She took another dark chocolate offered by the woman and continued her story. "And the orphanages don't stay either, not really. I've been to so many of them, and most of them are pretty much the same. They have nice intentions, but they say they don't know how to deal with me. They say I'm autistic because I don't talk much with the other children. They send me to a home for autistic children, but the people there say I'm not autistic, because I talk to them. So I get sent to a different home, and it starts all over again. The other children are nice enough, but they know I'm not like them either, and they treat me more like an oddity, or as though I'm not there. Everyone treats me like I'll bite. I almost got taken home with someone once, but when I got to their house I started playing with their dog. It was only once I had already started talking to it that I realized I was playing with the ghost of the dog who had died 3 years ago." She broke off, glancing at the clock. She turned back to the woman. "You can ask me questions now if you like"

The woman nodded, thinking. Finally she looked at Manderin again. "Do you remember anything from before you were at the orphanages?"

Manderin shook her head. "My father was already dead before I was born, and my mother died in childbirth. I was put in an orphanage immediately. I never knew anything but the orphanages"

The woman thought again. "I'm sorry Manderin, but I really don't know what I can do to help you. I'm afraid you're beyond my level of expertise"

Manderin nodded. "I know. Thank you for listening though. You've helped more than you realize"

Manderin said goodbye to the woman and left the room. They were walking back to the car, which had been parked outside a couple streets down from the building, when she saw them. There were two girls. One was 15, the other 8. There was also an older girl, who was about 19. Manderin broke away from the woman who was keeping an eye on her and ran up to them.

"Hello. I'm Manderin" She looked up at the 19 year old. "Remember, when you're looking for someone. Remember my name"

The lady looked confused. "What are you talking about?"

Manderin knew her 'escort' would be back soon. "You'll know, Melody, when you're older. About 21. Just remember my name. Manderin. Spelled with an e, not an a. Ask them for Manderin!" 

She darted back to the woman who, was, by now, looking for her. She breathed a sigh of relief. She had timed everything right. It would all work out now, as long as Melody remembered her name.

Two Years Later

"Manderin!" Manderin turned. Patti, the woman who worked at the orphanage, was looking for her. "Manderin, someone wants to see you"

"Ok, I'm coming" Manderin smiled to herself, and went out to meet the woman she knew was waiting for her. Sure enough, there she was. Manderin walked up to her, smiling. "Hi Melody!" Melody looked surprised. She hadn't actually expected that girl she had met so many years ago, Manderin, so be at the orphanage, but had asked out of what she had thought was superstition. She smiled at the girl. "Hello Manderin"
