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My father told us stories as children, of the great Gryphon Riders of 
old. The people we were descended from. And the people we should 
forever strive to be like. Of course, those instructions only held true for 
my brothers. For only men could share the skies with the noble beasts. 
Women and girls, such as myself, tended the house and children and 
the Gryphons themselves. We were the keepers of the land, while our 
men were watchers of the skies.

I grew up watching my father teach my brothers how to fly. His own 
Gryphon, Massimu—Sun Chaser—allowed the young boys to practice 
how they were supposed to sit and hold their weight. He was a patient 
Gryphon, as my father was a patient teacher. My brothers learned well 
from both of their instructions.

As did I.
Late in the evenings, my mother would send me out to make sure 

Massimu was comfortable. It was at these times that I prevailed upon 
the  patient  Gryphon  to  teach  me  what  the  men  refused  to.  The 
intelligence of  a Gryphon holds no bounds.  Massimu taught me all 
that I had seen my father teach, as well as some things only a Gryphon 
had the right to share. I learned well and quickly with his instruction.

But it was not enough. I was a girl. I could not be a Rider. Those 
were the laws.

Everyone  knew  why  the  only  Gryphons  to  capture  were  males. 
Females could not be tamed. Would die before allowing a rider upon 
her back. Back in the elder days, many a female threw herself upon 
rocks or  crashed into cliff  sides to avoid being captured.  My father 
taught us that this was because all Gryphon females were mothers in 
their hearts, and that a mother believed that her children aught to be 
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born free.  If  a  female were captured,  she would never be free,  and 
neither would her children. So, she refused to be captured.

When my father told us this story, I asked him, “If females refuse to 
give up their freedom, why do males choose to?”

“A fine question, my Sarrie,” he said. “Freedom is only being free 
when  you  have  someone  to  share  it  with.  Gryphons  know  this. 
Females share their freedom with their young. The males share their 
freedom with us.”

These words would stay with me always.
That  was  a  reason  the  Gryphon males  were  always  chosen.  The 

other, more strategic, reason was their body shape. Female Gryphons 
were  always  fleshier.  Although  their  wingspans  were  greater  to 
accommodate the extra weight of her children, the sheer size of her 
created more resistance when flying. And a Gryphon was useless if it 
could  not  fly.  And  a  Gryphon  Rider  was  meaningless  without  the 
necessary speed to complete their missions in a timely manner.

The males, however, had an agility and fluidity the females could 
not achieve with their bulkier midsections and the muscles along the 
legs that forced their bodies into the air. Males had less mass because 
they had less muscle. This made them lighter and faster. Speed and of 
a size to handle a man’s body were what had potential warriors always 
following the herds and scouting the Gryphon males.

When  I  was  twelve,  my  eldest  brother  was  nearing  the  age  of 
proving himself a man. In the tribes of the Gryphon Riders, the only 
way to do so was to capture his Gryphon. Until it was done, he would 
remain a boy.  A mere child.  Only a few men had ever suffered the 
disgrace of never capturing a Gryphon. These men lived like ghosts at 
the edges of the tribe. They were not truly one of us. No one wished to 
suffer this fate.

As the days of my brother’s manhood drew forth, my father took 
my brothers out with Massimu to scout the herds.  Unbeknownst to 
them, I followed. Massimu and I were close enough that he kept in 
plain sight, knowing of my wish to see the wild Gryphons. My father 
did not notice and my mother did not miss me. She had my little sister 
to occupy her. So, I went with my family to scout as well.

Massimu landed quite a ways from the herd. Wild Gryphons knew 
instantly when a male had been tamed. Always around his neck was a 
wide necklace of sorts with his Rider’s own name or sigil. Massimu’s 
sigils  were for speed and protection.  My father’s name was written 
between  them.  They  were  sealed  with  my  father’s  blood  and 
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Massimu’s so that they would be powerful.
When Massimu landed,  my father  and brothers  dismounted and 

slipped into the thick foliage. When I came upon Massimu, his eyes 
glinted when he saw me.  I  paid him what  attention I  could before 
following  my  brothers  and  father.  Already  I  was  sure  that  I  was 
missing some important information.

As I crept upon them, I heard nothing of the men’s voices. What I 
did hear was much more high-pitched and bird-like. Had I not grown 
up with the noises of Gryphons, the shrieks would have hurt my ears. 
Just as I was about to sneak up behind my family, a great black shadow 
flew  over  us.  My  eyes  instantly  sought  the  source  of  such  a 
tremendous shadow. When I found it, my mouth fell open in surprise.

He was beautiful. The fur of his lion body was a rich, dark brown. 
So dark was it, that only in the sunlight could you tell that it was not 
black. The muscles along his haunches and legs rippled beneath the fur 
as he used them to fly. His tail flicked effortlessly as he wheeled in the 
air.  His  ebony feathers  looked more like those of  a  raven than any 
eagle I had ever seen. So like a raven’s that rainbows seemed to be 
caught in them. The beauty of him took my breath away.

His name was Xzaryth—Storm Winds. I had often heard the men 
talk of the legendary Gryphon. They said he was as fast and as fierce as 
the storm winds that came in off of the sea. His power and mastery 
over the sky was like nothing they had ever seen. And when he flew in 
the night, he was as silent and invisible as Death itself.

He  was  too  young  for  most  of  the  men.  Only  the  boys  of  my 
brothers’ ages would be able to capture him. The older men already 
had their Gryphons. And Xzaryth was just now reaching the age to be 
captured and trained. Of all the talk, one thing was certain: Xzaryth 
was the best Gryphon any of our tribe had ever seen. And whosoever 
was  able  to  tame  the  wild  male  would  be  legend  amongst  all  the 
people who had ever met him or seen Xzaryth.

“That  is  the  one  I  will  capture!”  my  eldest  brother  suddenly 
exclaimed.

I  froze,  certain that  any noise  would betray my presence.  We all 
watched as Xzaryth flew in a wide arc to land amongst the branches of 
the great harroewood trees. His life was full of majesty. And it pained 
me to think of my brother bonding with him.

“Do not put claims on one, Jaygon. It was how we got the Wraiths 
that  we have.  They put claims on a Gryphon, claiming they would 
have no others. Then they did not fulfill their vow. Would you be like 
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them?”
“I am not like them!” my brother argued. “I will have him!”
My father sighed. “Then I fear you will remain a boy until you fall 

amongst the Wraiths. He is too clever for you and he flies too well. 
Only a true Rider may capture him.” My father was above lying to his 
children. Even to spare their feelings.

“I am a true Rider! And I’ll prove it to you and everyone else!”
A look of sadness passed over my father’s face. For he knew as well 

as  I  that  my brother  was not  a  good Rider.  He would always stay 
amongst the tribe.  His place was not amongst the elite.  Even if  my 
poor Xzaryth was enslaved to him, they would never be more than 
earth-bound. And I could not have that! Not for my Xzaryth!

It was then that I decided that I was the true Rider. Only I was clever 
enough, old enough, smart enough, and compassionate enough for the 
great Gryphon. We would rule the skies together. We would share our 
freedom in the winds and clouds. No earth-bound laws would hold us. 
Xzaryth and I would be free.

For  the  next  year,  my  brother  spent  days  out  tracking  the  herd. 
When they moved, he would take a while to track them down. Hours 
he spent studying my Xzaryth.  My father would help him to make 
plans on how to capture him. Each time they spoke of it,  my heart 
would ache.

The rest of that year, I became quite adept at hiding what I really 
wanted. I hid my own plans involving my beloved Gryphon. And each 
time  that  any  boy  became  a  man,  my  heart  stuttered  until  they 
introduced them and I found that none had caught my Xzaryth. Out of 
relief, I became quite close with all of the new men of the tribe. My true 
goal was to learn how they managed to capture their own companions. 
And although I hid it well from the humans of my tribe, each Gryphon 
seemed to give me the same look. They all seemed to know my secret. 
Even more surprising: they all seemed to approve of it.

When  my brother  aged  fifteen  summers,  it  was  time  for  him to 
capture his Gryphon. My stomach twisted with fear. He had studied so 
much about my beloved, that I feared he might actually be capable of 
enslaving my poor Xzaryth. I had nothing to fear. Time and time again 
he came back on foot. The other boys made fun of him. The men pitied 
him. And my family grew ashamed of him.

It was as my father had said. He should not have made a claim. It 
was bad enough making a claim where my father and brother could 
hear  him.  But  once  he’d  returned,  he’d  announced  his  claim  to 
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everyone. And although others tried to take Xzaryth from the skies, 
my brother’s claim still held. Only if another took Xzaryth would he be 
free from his oath and be able to become a man. But with my Xzaryth 
still free, my brother had no choice but to pursue his vow indefinitely.

A year  passed  that  my  oldest  brother  remained  a  boy  and  my 
Xzaryth was still free. That autumn, my other brother, Farleon, came of 
age.  Though I  managed to hide my feelings for the great  Gryphon, 
Farleon had not.  It  came as no surprise when he went to capture a 
Gryphon that he tried for my Xzaryth. After a few attempts on my 
beloved,  Farleon  gave  up.  Xzaryth  was  too  good  for  either  of  my 
brothers. So, Farleon settled on a Gryphon he could catch easily. When 
he returned, we were introduced to Venidere—Swift Heart.

After  this,  my  brother,  Jaygon,  doubled  his  efforts.  My  heart 
constricted whenever he left  the house and only loosened when he 
came home empty-handed. This continued for a while. The only way I 
could distract myself from my worry was by watching my father and 
Massimu instruct Farleon and Venidere. Sometimes, I caught a look in 
Massimu’s eyes that made me believe that most of this was for my 
benefit. I  soaked in the information and memorized it  so that when 
Xzaryth became mine, I would already know what to do.

Before long, another year had passed. In the spring, I reached the 
age of fifteen. I was a woman now. With a woman’s long mane and the 
knowledge of what a wife should be. It was now that suitors would 
come to my father and try to prove their worth. My mother would 
braid my ankle-length mane and my sister would thread flowers into 
the plait.  Together,  we would work on a flowing dress that I  might 
wear on my wedding night. We would go into the forests and practice 
songs to amuse our men. All the while I would be getting to know each 
of the men and their Gryphons so that my father would best be able to 
choose an appropriate husband for me.

It was a time when all of the girls were jealous of me. Every woman, 
young and old, flattered me with compliments. I was beautiful. Even at 
a young age I knew that. My hair was a thing of envy for most women. 
Even my own mother’s hair only came past her bottom. A woman’s 
hair  was her  most  attractive  feature  in  our  tribe.  Only women and 
children  had  long  hair.  Boys  sheared  their  lengthy  locks  once  they 
became men so that they could fly better. But a woman never cut her 
hair unless it needed to be trimmed.

Once a girl became a woman, her hair was braided, as mine was. 
Only her husband would ever see it loose. It was his gift, in a way, for 
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choosing that woman. It was every girl’s wish to be able to braid her 
hair as mine was braided. My sister sighed longingly as she placed the 
little white flowers in it. I put on a commiserating smile and told her 
that some day her hair would be longer and more beautiful and that 
she would catch a husband as though he was a Gryphon. My sister 
laughed, but my mother scolded me on my choice of words.

“Women do not catch Gryphons. And we do not catch husbands like 
such.”

I would prove her wrong. Only I could catch my Xzaryth.
The day I became fifteen, I was woken early so that my mother and 

sister could fix my hair. They dressed me in my best dress and waited 
until  my  father  was  prepared  to  present  me.  When  he  was,  they 
introduced me to the tribe as the woman Sarrie. A celebration was had, 
as it was whenever a woman was introduced to the tribe.

The celebration was bittersweet. Jaygon was mentioned amongst the 
men quite a bit for his inability to fulfill his vow. His name cast a dark 
shadow upon my family. It was also bittersweet because I knew that I 
wished  to  be  where  he  was  right  now:  attempting  to  capture  my 
Xzaryth.  He  was  smart  to  leave  yesterday,  instead  of  ruining  the 
celebration with his presence.

As the day proceeded, I saw a number of men talking to my father. 
About  me,  no  doubt.  I  was  beautiful  with  my  lengthy  mane  and 
woman’s body. I’d also earned a reputation for being a caring daughter 
and obedient girl. There was also my well-earned reputation for my 
care of the Gryphons. Most of the young suitors speaking to my father 
were,  indeed,  men  I’d  spoken  to  once  their  Gryphons  had  been 
introduced. I must have made an impression.

It was still early when Jaygon suddenly rushed into the village, his 
hair hanging in his face and panting hard. When I saw him, my hands 
flew to my throat. His chest was bare, as most men’s were, and there 
were angry red claw marks dripping blood all down his front. His face, 
too, was slashed up the right side. The area around his right eye was so 
swollen that he could not open it. His left eye was wide with fright.

“Jaygon! What happened?” my mother gasped at his arrival. He was 
so frightened that he didn’t even give her his customary glare for the 
tone  she  used.  If  he  was  not  still  a  child,  she  would  use  a  more 
respectful tone with him.

“I . . . I couldn’t catch him. He was too powerful for me. Too much 
the master of the skies. So I . . . I tried to sneak up on him . . . while he 
was sleeping,” he stammered. “He woke up and . . . attacked me! It 
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took me all morning to return.”
It took me a minute to grasp what he was saying. Everything was 

silent as the other members of the tribe processed this. As I realized 
what  he  had  done,  angry  tears  welled  up  in  my  eyes.  My  poor 
Xzaryth! Harassed and pestered by this insect! Two years my Xzaryth 
endured the torture of this being. But to try to capture him while he 
was sleeping! It was disgusting!

“You coward!” I screamed, launching myself at him. I beat on his 
bloodied chest,  hoping to  hurt  him in any way.  “Coward!  Pathetic! 
Useless child!”

“Sarrie! Sarrie!” my mother yelled, taking hold of my hands. “You 
are dishonoring us!” she hissed. I threw my arms down and stepped 
away from her.

“I am dishonoring us? He continues to dishonor us! Xzaryth is too 
good  for  him!  He  knew  that  when  he  made  his  ridiculous  claim! 
Xzaryth is too good for you! And you had to go and attack him in his 
sleep because you are not man enough to face him in the daylight. You 
are a Wraith!” I screamed at him.

“Look at  me!”  Jaygon suddenly  rallied.  “I  was  the  one  who got 
attacked!”

“You got less than you deserve, cowardly child! If you were my son 
I would send you to live with the Wraiths. You will never be a man!”

“Sarrie!” my mother admonished once more. I did not look at her. 
Crying in anger and hurt over what my poor Xzaryth had suffered, I 
ran back to our house and immured myself upon my mat.

This is where I  stayed. I  pretended to be asleep when my family 
returned. I did notice that Jaygon was not amongst them. A fact which 
caused me perverse pleasure. My sister played with my hair, pulling 
the flowers from the braid. I ignored her until everyone else went to 
bed.

For  hours  I  lay,  listening  to  the  breathing  of  my  family.  Finally, 
Farleon fell into a deep sleep. My eyes snapped open in the gloom and 
I waited for them to adjust. When they did, I stood up stealthily and 
went to where my clothes were stored. It was just a basket, but in its 
depths they held clothes my mother had never known I’d made.

When I was sure I’d reached my full height, I had stolen some of my 
brother’s old clothes and mended them to fit me. The shirt I made from 
one of my sister’s dresses. She had many and did not miss one of the 
ones I had given her. Changing quickly, I grabbed one of my father’s 
hunting knives and slipped out of the house.
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Almost all of the tribe were asleep. Only the sentries were awake. 
And it was mostly their Gryphons keeping watch. All of the Gryphons 
liked me and would let me go in peace, I was sure. Suddenly, a familiar 
chirp made me realize there might be another way. Looking back, I 
saw Massimu’s teak eyes staring at me.

“Would you fly with me?” I whispered. The great beast chirped once 
more and I took that for a yes. Quickening my pace, Massimu and I 
were soon in the air. None of the sentries made a noise.

We found the herd in little time. Swiftly, we landed on one of the 
tallest harroewood trees.  I  strained my eyes against the black night, 
searching  for  something  even  darker.  After  my  brother’s  cowardly 
attack on him, I was sure Xzaryth would not be sleeping tonight. As I 
was scanning the sky, I saw a black shadow block the stars. It was him. 
I’d studied the herd for a long time and never could find another so 
dark and silent as the night. It was my Xzaryth.

“Go home,  Massimu.  The rest  I  must  do on my own.”  Massimu 
chirped once and then launched himself into the air. I was alone.

As  I  watched  the  flying  shape  that  was  my beloved  Gryphon,  I 
planned. I was not my brother. I would not attack him at night. And, 
truthfully,  it  was foolish to try and take him now, while he was on 
guard. It would be safer to lull him into a feeling of security. But I did 
not have the time. If I did not take him now, then he would be lost to 
me forever. It had to be at dawn.

I waited as the night passed and tried not to plan too much. That 
was the problem. Everyone who over-planned did not get the Gryphon 
they wanted. The men I had spoken to, with the best Gryphons, had 
told me that they ran on instinct. The trick was to show the Gryphon 
that you were a part of him and he a part of you. Otherwise, he may as 
well  be  a  horse  for  all  the  companionship  you had.  If  it  was  over 
thought, it  was too unnatural.  The Rider would never get a worthy 
Gryphon, but one young and controllable. Xzaryth was two years my 
senior and Gryphons lived much longer than humans did.

As dawn finally lighted the sky, I moved into the only part I had 
planned. I had to anticipate his flight pattern. He would be tired after 
his constant vigil. From there, I would decide how to approach him. 
Light filtered through the trees as he finally let himself drift  for the 
trees.

I held my breath as luck seemed to guide him to me. His wings were 
effortless as he circled lazily downward. The ebony feathers caught the 
dawn light just right. In only a breath, he was of a level with me. I kept 
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still, hoping that he would not take note of my position. Again, I was 
in luck. Suddenly, he dropped below the branch I was hiding on.

I didn’t think of my next move. I dove through the air to land square 
on  his  back.  The  impact  pushed  us  down  much  further  than 
anticipated. Once Xzaryth became aware of my presence, however, he 
instantly fought back. It was only then that I realized why boys were 
trained so extensively on bodily injuries. I was sure to have a few of 
my own once the Gryphon was finished with me.

We flew through the air, he dipped at terrifying angles, trying to be 
rid of me. How I clung to him, I cannot imagine. Boys were taught to 
use their rope to wrap about the upper part of his neck, by the beak. 
This made the Gryphon feel as though he were choking and he would 
land immediately. On the ground, the human had the advantage.

I could not do that to my Xzaryth. Not only because I didn’t have a 
rope, but because I could not hurt him that way. Our comradeship was 
going to be hard enough without starting it in a bad way. No; I had to 
prove that I could fly with him. No matter what he threw at me.

So,  gathering  what  courage  I  possessed,  I  loosened  my  clinging 
body from the length of his. It was not how one rode a Gryphon. As 
soon as I shifted position, Xzaryth twisted underneath me and I clung 
quickly to his back once more. Finally, I was able to pull myself up and 
get into a position that I knew well.

Xzaryth did not expect the sudden control my position gave me. If 
he banked right, and I leaned in just the right way, he was in danger of 
harming us both. He was male and would avoid that if he could. Just 
as suddenly, we were flying together. And inch by inch, I was sure that 
I was proving just how much I didn’t want to stop. I was free. He was 
free. We were sharing our freedom together.

For another hour we flew, each getting used to the feeling of one 
another. Finally, I urged Xzaryth to land. Both of us had been full of 
adrenaline, before. Now, however, our long nights were getting to us 
both. We landed in a small glade away from the herd and the tribe. It 
was time to complete the bonding.

As soon as we landed, Xzaryth gave a wide yawn that I could only 
smile at. Slowly and carefully, truly terrified that he would fly away, I 
slipped off of his back and put my shaky legs back on the ground. I 
took a fearful step away and paused to meet his gaze. It was hard to 
find his obsidian eyes amongst the deeply onyx feathers. When I did, 
the glint in theirs was akin to my own. Curiosity and a bit of awe. I 
smiled.
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“My Xzaryth,” I whispered to him, kneeling by his great claws. “We 
are Gryphon and Rider.”

At that point, I drew my knife out, glad I hadn’t lost it in the wild 
ride. With a quick breath, I reached behind me and cut my braid at the 
very base of my skull. As soon as the lengthy rope fell to the ground, I 
felt free. Just as free as when I was flying with my beloved Gryphon.

Once I had the braid loosened, I wove the two ends together as my 
mother had taught me. It created a perfect circle, as I had wanted. My 
hair was never meant to attract a husband. Its length and thickness 
was  never  for  their  benefit.  The  only  male  worth  my hair  was  my 
beloved Xzaryth.

 As I wove, I poured all of my love and loyalty into the task. Finally, 
I needed only one thing to make it complete so that my Xzaryth could 
be marked as mine, by my own mane.

Swiftly, as I had done with my hair, I made a sharp gash across my 
left palm. I hissed as the blood started easing out of the slash. I placed 
my hair across it and pulled it until all of it had some of my blood on 
it. After I had finished with my blood, Xzaryth tilted his head down to 
examine the smell. Suddenly, a long pink tongue flicked out to take the 
blood from my palm. I had learned that this was part of the bonding: 
the  drinking  of  each  other’s  blood.  Xzaryth  had  already  bonded 
himself to me. It was my turn.

“I don’t wish to hurt you, Xzaryth. But I must have your blood,” I 
apologized, using the loop of hair to wipe the blade of the knife.

My father  had told  my brothers  that  the  muscle  of  the  shoulder 
would hurt the beast less. So often they harmed one another there that 
a knife blade would feel but a pinprick. Standing up gently, I stretched 
my injured hand out to his dark feathers. His shoulder was hard under 
my hand, the muscle thick and powerful. Another breath and another 
cut.

This time, I put my mouth to the blood before daring to use my hair. 
It  was the blood that  sealed our bond,  not  the neckband.  Once the 
blood was on my tongue, I removed my mouth and placed the hair 
over it, pulling it across as I had my own. It was almost done. Then we 
could sleep.

I stepped back to face him once more and held out the wide circle to 
my Gryphon. As expected, he reached out his neck to sniff it. I gave 
him a moment of realizing it for what it was before I agilely slipped it 
over his neck. It was done. We were bonded.

I could not help myself; I threw myself at my Gryphon. My fingers 
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disappeared  in  his  large  feathers,  my  little  hands  lost  from  view. 
Xzaryth pulled his head back in surprise, but not far enough for me to 
lose my grip. His chirp was surprised, but I think he understood my 
compassion for him.

“You were always mine, Xzaryth. No one else’s.” I  stepped back, 
yawning with my sleepless night. Xzaryth yawned again, letting his 
legs sink to the ground.

As his wings folded, he lay his giant bird head on the ground and 
watched me with his obsidian gaze. I smiled and moved to sit beside 
my Xzaryth. Soon, I drifted off to sleep with my head resting in his lion 
fur.

A familiar cry of alarm reached me. It was Gryphons from the tribe. 
They called to one another in search of some missing object. As I fully 
awoke, I had no doubts that the object was me. Panic seized me and I 
leapt to my feet.

Xzaryth,  alerted  by  my movement,  leapt  to  his  as  well.  I  stared 
around in alarm before deciding on what to do. Thankful that the shirt 
was overlong, I took my knife and cut a wide strip from the hem. This, 
I tied about my mouth and nose. The tribe had to respect our bond 
before they knew it was me. Or else Xzaryth and I were both doomed.

“Let’s fly, my Xzaryth!” I cried, throwing myself into position on his 
back.

Xzaryth had little room to take off in the glade. So, he took a couple 
of running bounds and leapt straight up a tree. I clung in surprise to 
my beloved Gryphon as he ran up the tree,  his claws leaving great 
furrows in the bark. The wounds would have pained me had I time to 
study them. But we were soon to the top of the tree. Just then, Xzaryth 
flung himself into the air, his wings flaring wide. We were dropping! 
Before my building scream could be let loose, his powerful black wings 
swept downward and shot us into the air. Another stroke and another 
took us ever higher. Had I ever thought, for even a moment, that he 
was less than the best, this would have banished it forever!

My shorn hair felt strange compared to the lengthy braid that had 
whipped in the wind earlier this very day. Yet, it was the most freeing 
feeling to feel the wind tease the ends and twist it around. His wings 
took us into the currents of the air and we glided as I’d watched him 
do often. My Gryphon! My Xzaryth!

After marveling in the freedom, we happened upon a sight I was 
rather hoping we would not see. The Riders were out. Searching for 
my frail self. The new woman who had disappeared in the night. They 
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saw us at the same time I saw them. Using my knees, I did the only 
thing that I could do, I urged Xzaryth to fly past them and towards the 
tribe.

My plan worked easily.  The introduction of a Gryphon was even 
more important than a search for a missing woman. Overtaking us, the 
other Gryphons landed and I knew their Riders would be gathering 
the  tribe  to  see  the  introduction.  While  I  waited  for  my  people  to 
gather, Xzaryth and I circled triumphantly. His cries flew through the 
skies in a piercing and joyous tone. Finally, they were ready for us.

As  we  circled  down,  I  banished the  fear.  Excitement  replaced  it. 
How could they deny me such joy when I was the true Rider of the 
great Xzaryth? Suddenly, we were back winging into the center of the 
village.  I  clung with my legs while  grabbing my hair.  As his  claws 
came down,  I  braced  myself  and looked about.  There  was  a  surge 
towards my Gryphon and we both reacted defensively.

“Xzaryth? Xzaryth!” voices whispered with awe and envy. I beamed 
behind my mask, drowning in pleasure. Then the men approached.

“Is it really him?” Raydin, one of my suitors, questioned. He was 
one of the best Riders near my age. His Gryphon, Maphail, was strong 
and  swift  like  my  Xzaryth.  But  he  had  not  my  Xzaryth’s  agility, 
passion, or beauty.

I nodded once in answer. Suddenly, my family was there. Only my 
eldest  brother  was  absent.  Every  fiber  of  me  lit  with  hatred  just 
thinking of him. He was a Wraith. And he belonged no where near my 
beloved.

As my father  drew near,  his  gaze tried to penetrate  my cover.  It 
made me happier to have it. When he failed, he began to study my 
Xzaryth.  At  first  he  missed  my  hair  around  his  neck.  My  father’s 
features were struck dumb with shock.

“My son? Did you fulfill your vow?” I shook my head. “No. Your 
eye would be swollen yet, were you he.” Suddenly, his eyes widened 
before narrowing to study the band that embraced Xzaryth’s feathered 
neck. “My daughter’s hair!” His voice was strangled and I waited for 
the accusation.

“Sarrie?!” my mother wailed. “What have you done with her?!” She 
spotted my hair then and fell to the ground sobbing.

“Where is she, you monster!” my father growled. This was it.
“She’s right here!” I announced. Reaching back, I undid my mask. 

As it fell, I made the introductions. “I am the Rider Sarrie and this is 
my Gryphon, Xzaryth!”
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The  gasps  that  resounded  around  me  almost  made  me  lose  my 
nerve. But I kept my faith in Xzaryth. I was the only Rider meant for 
him. I had to be strong because a Rider could not afford to be weak. 
Still, I refused to leave my seat.

“No, Sarrie! No!” my mother moaned.
“Yes! I succeeded where every boy and man in the tribe has failed! I 

am the true Rider of Xzaryth! We are bonded already!”
“You’ve  dishonored  us!”  she  continued  to  cry,  rocking  back  and 

forth.
“Sarrie, why did you do this?” my father asked.
“Because no one else was meant to. He has always been my Xzaryth. 

I will not give him up.”
“You have to!”
“How?” Raydin surprised me by speaking up. “Do you know how 

to sever the bond? Other than death? Will you do that to your own 
daughter? And Xzaryth?”

“Disgraced! Dishonored!” my mother continued her litany.
“Even if there were another way, I would not!” I challenged. “None 

here was ever good enough for him! And your pathetic Wraith of a son 
was a fool to think he could take what has always been mine!”

“Enough with your childishness!” my father yelled.
“No!” I yelled. “In case you forgot, I am one of two grown offspring 

you have! My sister is but a girl. But your eldest child is a failure and a 
Wraith! And you still have two Riders in your lineage. One the Rider of 
the greatest Gryphon you had ever seen.”

“She’s right,” another man said, stepping close to my father.
“No! I will not stand for this!” my father yelled, taking a threatening 

step towards me in an attempt to pull me from Xzaryth’s back.
Xzaryth had not moved much since the introduction was made. But 

when my father reached for me, and he sensed the antagonism in that 
action, he reacted fiercely. Rearing up, he clawed the air, my father’s 
experience the only thing that saved him from a cut body. The cry he 
let loose was one of rage and fury. His wings unfurled and covered 
their world in darkness and night. And in one swift bound, we left the 
ground behind.

Xzaryth took me higher than we’d ever gone in a faster amount of 
time  than  I  thought  possible.  His  wings  beat  the  air  with  furious 
energy and a will to keep us away from the others. But I knew what 
would happen. Almost instantly, I could hear the cries of the others as 
they tried to follow. Try is all they could do.
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We flew until they gave up. Then we flew longer until Xzaryth was 
sure that I’d had enough. Together we turned back to the village and 
the people who may or may not accept us. When we landed, we found 
only one other young Rider.

“We  can’t  come  back.”  It  wasn’t  a  question.  Raydin  stepped 
forward.

“Your father  won’t  allow it.  He says  if  we do,  then he will  take 
matters into his own hands. He says…” Raydin paused.

“Just say it,” I insisted.
“He says a Rider for a daughter is just as bad as a Wraith for a son.”
“Then this is goodbye. Thank you for defending me, Raydin. I shall 

never forget it.” He nodded without meeting my eyes. As I waited, he 
finally met my gaze.

“I  would have married you.” I  nodded but said nothing.  Raydin 
studied Xzaryth for a moment and smiled slightly. “But I never had a 
chance. Someone else had already made his claim on you.” Now he 
smiled at me and I could smile back.

“Would you give up Maphail? For my Xzaryth?” I asked. He shook 
his head.

“Not for my own life. I wish you well, Sarrie. And you, Xzaryth.”
“I  wish  the  same  for  you,  Raydin.  And  you,  Maphail.  Give  my 

goodbyes to Massimu. He taught me how to fly.”
With  that,  Xzaryth  and I  launched into  the  skies  once  more.  We 

would start  our  lives  together  somewhere  else.  We were  friendless, 
family-less, and homeless.

But we will always be free!


