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SUMMARY: WHEN THE GRYPHON, Sisel, is asked to take information from the mind of a tortured prisoner, she realizes her humans are crazy and sides with the prisoner, who she must rescue, and then find a way to heal.
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What happens when you try to write from the point of view of an animal?

What is an animal, exactly?

Behold Gryphon's Escape, a short story written from the perspective of Sisel, a telepathic/empathic animal. I strove to maintain the perspective of Sisel throughout, a creature who sees different things and asks different questions from those which occur to most humans, and who does not see time the way most people do, either. Is she like a real animal? Probably not. Then again, 'animal' is a very broad category, and if it is not certain that there are vast differences in the ways different species of animals think – and even in the ways individuals within a species think, comparable to the differences in the way human minds work – I do not what is. And if you find that you think like Sisel, or you suspect the way Sisel thinks is more natural to you than the way you've learned to think to deal with other humans – I am not one to tell you that “isn't human” or that you are any less human than the next person.

But then again, humans might be smarter than animals in some ways, but who is not to say that many animals are not smarter than humans in other ways?

Anyway, I'm not trying to solve any disputes or come up with a solution to the problems of the human race or the issues that afflict our world right now. I just wanted to imagine what the world might look like from the point of view of an animal, or something that's at least a little like one, and what choice and love might look like for such a creature. You don't have to believe animals are really like Sisel to enjoy this story; you just have to be willing to believe that Areaeran gryphons are, or can be, like Sisel, whether or not you would call them animals ....

And on the other side of things, this is just a story about a gryphon and a few humans. None of the names in this novella will be remembered through Areaeran history – except perhaps Meir's, as a cautionary tale in the elite circles of the Valor Hall, that you might want to think hard and carefully before you ask a gryphon to do certain kinds of things. Sisel and her new family are not changing history, or saving the world, or averting disaster in any obvious way.

But of lives like theirs is the world made. And in lives like theirs is it saved, if its salvation has any meaning at all.

I hope you enjoy Sisel, and that you find her as cute and as inspiration as I did,

-Raina Nightingale
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Chapter One



[image: ]


Sisel padded behind her rider. There was not room for her to walk beside him, and if he had ridden her, he would hit his head on the roof. Something hard projecting from the wall hit her left wing, and Sisel folded her wings tighter and tried to keep herself more exactly in the center of the passage. She had already been hit by things sticking out of the wall twice, but it was hard for her to keep her wings that tight and herself right in the center. The humans had not made this passage for gryphons.

So why did they want her to come down here now? What did they have down here that they needed to show her that they could not take out? Meir did not usually ask her to go in doors of buildings that had not been built to accommodate her size and shape.

Sisel ruffled her neck and wings, then immediately slimmed down again. She did not like being here, and not just because it was too cramped. It was too low. She did not mind being in buildings or caves, but they should be high up, not under the ground like they had this.

Her rider had answered her evasively before, but Sisel sent him her question again. What did they have down here that she had to see, but that they could not drag out for her to look at? She sincerely hoped they did not tell her to try to get through any more doors. She was afraid she had damaged a flying feather or two on the last one.

“It's all right,” Meir replied. “If that's so, we won't be asked to do anything that might require difficult flight maneuvers, until after your shedding. There's something down here that we have to have examined, and we think your senses might be able to detect what ours can't. Taking it outside might change it.”

Meir was uncomfortable with this, too. Sisel could tell he was trying to reassure her, but he did not succeed. Her feelings of foreboding grew. If Meir would not go down there whether she did or not, Sisel would turn around in this narrow, tiny passage and stalk back the way she had come.

It felt like it took forever, and Sisel bumped her wings more than once, despite her best efforts not to. She queried Meir after a particularly harsh bump, asking him if he knew what the things were.

“They're for holding torches,” he told her. “Normally, they would be lit, but we have them all snuffed so they don't catch your wings on fire.”

Sisel absorbed that information with increasing discomfort. Why did it matter so much to bring her down here? Everything about this place told her that gryphons should not be here.

There were other humans here, too. Sisel could feel the faint wisps of despair, the sudden cold chill of fear as their footsteps were heard, other feelings. None of it made her more comfortable. Why were there other humans in this place that clearly was not suited for them either? They were not here by choice, she knew that.

She asked Meir.

“They're our enemies and enemies of the people we guard,” Meir explained. “Some of them aren't so much enemies, as people who've fallen under the influence of the enemies and done things that can't be allowed. So we keep them here, where they can do no harm.”

That did not make any sense to Sisel. Why would anyone do that? She told Meir his explanation sounded like nonsense.

Sisel had heard his reply many times before. Human societies were very complicated, much more complicated than anything that gryphons knew. There were reasons she could not understand. She knew that, herself. The way humans lived and related to each other made no sense most of the time. But she knew some of her behaviors and thoughts did not make any more sense to Meir.

Still, there was nothing good about this place.

The light of the torch carried by the man who walked just in front of her rider lit up on wood with bars across it. Then there was a creaking sound, and the door started to open. Sisel shrank back. Not a door! Not again!

“It's okay,” Meir said. “It's okay. Your flight feathers will grow back just like they always do, and I'll make sure you don't have to do anything too hard until they do. We'll make sure.”

Meir's reassurance cut through her panic a little, but the unreasoning fear she could not understand coming from someone else did nothing at all to help her.

“It's okay, it's okay. Nothing is going to hurt you. You're not going to be hurt. Nothing is going to hurt you. It's safe. It's safe for you.” Meir spoke out loud now, softly but she could hear his voice, reassuring her over and over, beckoning her in. He and his friend had stepped through the door and out of the way. She could feel their presences.

Sisel gathered herself together and made her wings as sleek and flat against her body as she possibly could. She bolted through the door, almost as if she meant to take off, but pushing flat, instead of up, and not opening her wings, just tightening them against her body even further. Her shoulders caught. The door squeezed and pulled at them. Her hindclaws scrabbled against the ground. She twisted, and her shoulders slipped through. Her body caught again on her hips, but the two humans got beside her and helped pull her through.

Aching a little, Sisel pulled herself together, nearly sitting, and raised her head up. Her shoulders throbbed, and her puffed feathers brushed the roof. There was a third human in the room, and he was wounded and terrified.

Did he get hurt in here? Was he too injured to move? Did they somehow need her to help them get
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