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PROLOGUE 
  
When the first rider came into view over the horizon, a stab of 

disappointment pierced the man's chest. It doesn't matter, he thought, there is 
still time.  

He stood at the shore of Troy Lake, conscious of the rays of the setting 
sun grazing the water's surface before moving away in the direction of the 
Delphia Mountains, eighty leagues to the east. The rumble of a distant 
waterfall cascading down the mountain side sounded almost ominous to his 
ears.  

Telluric currents were strong here, making the Wessex ley-line the 
hardest of all conduits to protect. Several stone monuments—some elaborate, 
some mere monoliths—stood sentinel between here and the city of the 
ancient ones, which had been lost to the Uninvited centuries ago. This was 
the final test for his recruits: to survey the length of the Wessex line, to make 
certain that the Uninvited were not tampering with the stone monuments 
which neutralised the ley-line's magnetism: the magnetic forces that kept this 
world separated from, yet conjoined to, its never-seen twin planet. 

 Romulus continued to scan the horizon. A second rider came into view, 
followed by a third. The fourth and fifth riders appeared together some 
minutes later; and just as the sun slipped behind the mountains, two more 
recruits rode in. The seven riders dismounted.  

The boy was not among them.  
  

Still Romulus kept his vigil. As dusk gave way to complete darkness, the 
riders' impatient mutterings of discontent became both louder and more 
frequent, but he paid them no heed.  

Inwardly, he sighed. Maybe he had asked too much of the boy: the other 
recruits were all sons of noblemen, born, as it were, in the saddle. And 
Balkind had always been a "difficult" ride. 

Together, though, Romulus thought that both boy and beast somehow 
combined to make a team that promised to be something special.  

But apparently it wasn't to be. With a heavy heart, the grizzled old 
warrior signalled to his remaining recruits to mount up. Then, easing himself 
into his own saddle, he led the way back to camp.   

  
  
  
  
  



Chapter one. 

  
Taking careful aim, Frankie Shaunessy depressed the trigger, and 

bullets splurged from the machine gun with a satisfying rattle. Heavyset stern 
looking men in bullet proof vests and drab uniforms rushed forwards, firing 
rifles repeatedly. Frankie ducked behind a schoolhouse wall, then lobbed a 
hand grenade into their midst.  

A furious barking drowned out the screams of the injured and dying, 
Frankie glanced away from the carnage for a split second, but it was enough 
time for the insurgent: Frankie spun back to face him, as he plunged a combat 
knife into flesh, between ribs and soft tissue, almost touching the spinal cord. 
His sneering face filled Frankie's vision; the world melted away and the blood 
red words "MISSON FAILED … YOU'RE DEAD!" filled the television's screen. 

'Noooo!' Frankie wailed; she'd been so close to the next level.   
The frenzied barking continued. 'I'm dead?! Well, so's that bloody dog!' 

Chucking the X-Box controller onto the coffee table, Frankie bolted out of the 
house, her red hair streaming behind her.  

Bally was dancing with a child-sized woman around the tree in Frankie's 
next-door-neighbour-but-one's garden. The woman's dressing gown flapped 
open as she lunged unsuccessfully at the large black dog, who was still 
barking joyfully. She was also barking: Barking mad.  

'Shhhoot!' Frankie glanced back at her house. The curtains in the front 
bedroom window were closed. She just had to make sure they stayed that 
way for the next couple of hours: Frankie's step-dad, Tony, worked nights.   

Lisa spotted the teenager, still hesitating, and screeched, 'Come and get 
your bloody dog!'  

Of course, next door neighbour Gary and his mates were sitting on the 
doorstep, smoking a late afternoon cigarette. One of them giggled. 'Come and 
get your bloody dog,' he repeated shrilly. Frankie's ears burned, but she 
raised a hand in their direction and managed a grin. Bunch of losers; but they 
kept the noise down for Tony and never minded if she clambered into their 
garden after one of Bally's tennis balls. 

The moment Frankie entered Lisa's garden, Bally hurtled over, and 
jumped up to slobber at the girl's face as though he hadn't seen her for days. 
Frankie grabbed the black Labrador’s collar and twisted it, then tapped his 
nose. 'Quiet, you dopey animal.'  

'You want to keep that dog under control,' said Lisa. 
Frankie hated her neighbour's smug tone. In fact, she couldn't stand the 

skinny dried up old cow, with her silly wrist bracelet of faded blue tattoo, and 
hay for hair – brittle and yellow. She had a strange way of staring into the 
distance when she spoke, and she was a cat magnet. Every stray in the 
village ended up in her house.  

'Sorry,' Frankie mumbled. She headed for the pavement, dragging Bally 
along with her. He cast a backwards look at the tree. From the upper 
branches, a large ginger tom glared down at him, then tipped a leg forward to 
begin washing itself.  

'Allow it Bally, I want to get back to my game.' Frankie rummaged in her 
tracksuit pockets as she spoke, and that's when she remembered she'd 
carefully replaced the house key in her school bag, ready for tomorrow.  



'Shhhoot!' For the second time in as many minutes, Frankie made a 
conscious effort not to swear. Waking Tony up wasn't an option, and neither 
was climbing in through a window – not with Gary and his dopey mates 
watching. As though planned, she spun on her heel and walked in the other 
direction towards the common, even though the skies were growing dusk. 

  
Behind her, Gary took a last drag of his cigarette, and watched his young 

neighbour striding away. Frankie's hair provided a vibrant burst of colour as it 
slapped across the shoulders of her grey tracksuit. In the horizontal rays of 
the setting sun, she seemed all silver and reddish gold.  

Give her a couple of years, and she's going to be a real beauty, Gary 
thought fondly. Then with a sigh for his own lost youth, he stubbed out his 
ciggie and went inside to rejoin his mates for their game of bridge.  

  
Frankie's hand rested on Bally's collar as they hiked past gardens filled 

with late summer flowers: Purple lilacs had already wilted to brown and the 
last of the roses were fading, while football sized chrysanthemums bloomed 
with bronze and bright orange petals.  

Gardening and gossiping, thought Frankie, that’s all there is to do 
around here. Within ten minutes they were crossing the main road which led 
to more exciting places than this backward forgotten village. Frankie had 
already saved over three hundred pounds towards the moped she intended to 
buy on her sixteenth birthday. She knew her mum would never agree to loan 
her the money for a motor bike.  

Away from the streets and houses, the skies appeared brighter. The 
footpath skirting the common felt hard and compact after the long dry 
summer, and Frankie broke into a jog. Bally took this as a signal, and loped 
off in front of her.  

Frankie called him back immediately. Not because she was afraid of 
ghosts, but she didn't like passing the church lurking at the edge of the 
common on her own: She didn't like the way tiny solar lights spiked into the 
ground next to graves shone with a fluorescent glow, she didn't like the 
uniformed headstones in the war cemetery, and she really didn't like the 
gargoyle heads leering from the arched window frames. Their ugliness was 
supposed to scare away evil spirits, but Frankie shuddered each time she 
passed the medieval relics. Behind the church, the field known locally as "Six 
Acre Meadow" rose steeply, stretching across to the village centre and the 
paved road. It had recently been mown, and the golden stubble beckoned 
invitingly. Vaulting a five bar gate, Frankie decided to cut across the field 
diagonally, and return home by road. With luck, mum should be home by 
then, Tony would be having a shower and then they'd all sit down to 
dinner. Frankie's stomach crooned at the thought of mum’s flaky pastry steak 
pie.  

Engrossed in thoughts of home cooking, and wondering if there'd be 
enough time after dinner to squeeze in another battle on the X-Box, Frankie 
broached the hill's brow before realising Bally wasn't with her. She pivoted 
slowly, searching for his darting shadow-like form. Beyond the village a silvery 
mist rose from the lakes, and began to spread over rooftops, shutting out the 
streetlamps. The church was invisible, hidden in a slight dip, which was by 
now filled with mist. If Frankie squinted, she could almost imagine there was a 



lake; but there was no sign of Bally, frolicking seal like through shards of mist. 
Oh dear Lord, I hope he hasn't run home, she thought, pursing her lips and 
preparing to call him.  

Frankie's first whistle came out as a feeble pheep. Licking her lips, she 
re-pursed them and tried again: Much better! A clear two-tone wheet-
whoo somewhere between a wolf whistle and a cuckoo's call sang out.  

'That bloody dog – nothing but a pain in the backside.' She muttered, 
and started back down the hill, still whistling. She headed in the direction of 
the meadow’s gate, realising too late that she'd cut in at too steep an angle 
and almost tumbled over the waist high brick wall enclosing an even older 
cemetery. These graves dated back to the year dot. Some said even earlier. 
The inscriptions were long worn away – most of the stone angels had 
featureless faces. Frankie stopped whistling – it seemed wrong somehow, 
whistling past the cemetery – and started yelling instead.  

'Balkin – Balkin – Baalllkinnnn!' She used the animal's full name to let 
him know how much trouble he was in now.  

On the other side of the wall, tree branches rustled, and then shook as a 
large shadow lurched forward.  

'You bad boy! Get out here quick!' Frankie had a horror of dogs roaming 
in graveyards, ever since reading one of Ray Bradbury's short stories – the 
one with the sick boy and the dead teacher.  

'Balkin – d'you hear me – get here now!'  
She jumped as a wet nose jabbed into her palm, and Bally's head butted 

against her thigh. Her fingers brushed against velvety fur; sighing with relief, 
Frankie automatically stroked the silkier hair covering the dog's ear, then 
froze.  

'Bally …' she squeaked; swallowing hard, she tried again: 'Bally, if you're 
here – then what on earth is that?!'  

Without taking her eyes from the shadow, which appeared to be 
gathering mass, she groped for Bally's collar. The dog whined and struggled, 
but she held on tight. From somewhere deep within the shadow, large green 
eyes focused on the teenager – in the centre of the eye, instead of round 
black pupils, there were only glowing vertical slits of crimson. Frankie's mind 
urged her to run, but her feet were rooted to the ground. Her heart thundered. 
Bally whined again, and twisting free from his collar, he raced off towards the 
main road.  

‘Bally – no – come back!’ Frankie's paralysis melted and she sprinted 
after him. Commuters used the village as a cut through from one motorway to 
another. Bally would stand no chance, especially during rush hour. A 
thunderclap boomed behind, followed by another then another – like a 
thousand hands applauding in unison. Before Frankie realised it couldn’t 
possibly be thunder, a blast of hot fetid air knocked her to the ground. 

Seconds later, a sail-sized leathery wing swept past, trailed by a raggedy tail 
which ended in a spike. A hoarse bellow filled the darkening sky.  

A dragon – it’s a dragon – Frankie's mind jabbered. Clutching her hands 
over her ears, she curled up in a ball and waited for the world to end.  

From a distance, Frankie heard someone calling Balkin’s name over the 
sound of her own heartbeat, and forced herself to sit up.  

'Please God, let someone catch him before he gets to the main road.' 
She moaned out-loud:  Or gets eaten by the dragon, her mind added.  



‘Balkind – come back!’ A man wearing fancy dress topped with a white 
blond wig stepped over the churchyard wall. With his head tilted heavenward, 
he didn’t notice the cowering teenager until he stumbled over Frankie's feet. 
He glared down. His eyes were the darkest shade of blue – almost navy – and 
deep set under his dark blond eyebrows. Both colours were startling against 
his dark skin.  

‘Did you summons my griffin?’  

Frankie gaped at the vision, scootching a little further away, still on her 
hands and bottom.  

‘What?’ 
With a sigh of impatience, he lunged. Frankie threw up her arms in 

defence, but it seemed the stranger only wanted to stand her upright. Keeping 
his hands on her shoulders, he shook her to and fro, as though trying to shake 
an answer from her.  

‘You summoned my griffin. You whistled three times, then called three 
times – yes?’  

‘What?’  

‘My griffin!’ He gestured helplessly at the fast-disappearing dragon, now 
a speck in the distance.  

Frankie stared at him open mouthed. The local drama group met on 
Tuesday, two whole days ago, and she hadn’t seen anyone else wearing 
fancy dress. The stranger wore a thigh-length leather waistcoat affair over a 
vest of some kind. His trousers seemed to be made of a pale woollen 
material, though it was hard to tell: from ankle to knee he’d wrapped a leather 
strapping around them. There were similar, though wider, leather straps 
around his forearms. His hair swept behind his neck, and disappeared into a 
scarlet cloak that hung from his shoulders.  

Frankie opened and shut her mouth, unable to think of a single thing to 
say. Finally she managed: ‘Get lost, you madman!’ Scowling, he took a step 
towards her, reaching behind his shoulders with one hand, murder in his face. 
Wishing she'd bitten off her tongue before insulting him, then realising she still 
clutched at Balkin’s collar; Frankie chucked it with all her might and scored a 
lucky hit right between his eyes.  

He staggered backwards, throwing his hands up to his face, and yelling 
what sounded like a curse – but Frankie didn’t stop to ask for a translation. 
Tucking her head into her chin, she sprinted to the gate and threw herself 
over. She pushed past brambles and stinging nettles, and sprinted straight 
across the common, running for her life. The grassy path wasn’t much more 
than a rut, worn down by dog walkers, but it was a short cut. She didn’t dare 
look back, but she could hear footsteps, growing louder as the stranger 
gained on her. 

Then she heard something that chilled her blood. A swoosh of displaced 
air whistled behind her calves, causing filament hairs to stand on end. Without 
breaking pace, Frankie ducked her head even lower to peer under her arm, 
and her heart skipped a beat. The madman was only feet away, and he 
was waving a sword at her.  

From somewhere Frankie found extra speed. She cleared the ditch and 
pushed through the hedge to emerge at the roadside. She teetered there for a 
moment, pin wheeling her arms for balance. A cry of surprise from behind 
indicated her pursuer had discovered the ditch.  



Luck was with Frankie. Four cars whizzed by in quick succession; the 
next vehicle, a skip lorry, was still thirty yards distant. She darted across the 
road in front of it, to where a bus had just halted to pick up passengers. 
Having reached civilization, she felt safer. She stopped to catch her breath, 
and looked back.  

On the other side of the road, the common appeared as a pitch black 
hole. Through a gap in the traffic, Frankie saw the hedge part, and a mass of 
pale blond hair emerged. A car’s headlight glinted off metal – he must still be 
waving that sword around. A stream of traffic flashed by; in each oncoming 
vehicle's headlights Frankie caught only flickering images of the stranger, and 
she laughed. She laughed at the look of surprise on his face, then the look of 
horror, and finally fear. Another gap in the traffic revealed he no longer had 
the sword in his hand. Frankie couldn’t see his face without the headlights, but 
knew he was looking at her. She couldn’t see his expression either, but his 
body language spoke of total disgust. He turned his back, and pushed back 
through the hedge, disappearing into the darkness.  

With a sob of relief, Frankie turned for home, hoping against hope Bally 
would be waiting for her there. Instead, when she arrived around ten minutes 
later, she found that World War Three had broken out.  

  

Tony, still in his boxers and vest, clutched Frankie's mum round the 
waist, trying to drag her away from Lisa's garden gate. Screeching, her mum 
slapped at his hands in a bid to escape his grasp. Her feet scrabbled to find 
purchase. She yelled at Tony, and yelled at the mad old cat woman. Lisa 
stood calmly in her garden, arms crossed and smirking. Gary had her mum’s 
other side, and though other neighbours were streaming from their houses or 
gaping from their windows, Frankie's mum kept screaming – mainly at Tony to 
set her down.   

‘Let go of me! I’m going to kill her, the evil old cow!’  
All three front doors were wide open, and there was no sign of Bally. 

Frankie raced towards her mum and Tony, but one of Gary's mates rugby-
tackled Frankie and started to carry her into her house. Tony backed down 
the path, half-dragging, half-carrying mum. Gary's friend held Frankie in a sort 
of half-nelson, but she wouldn’t be budged from the doorway.  

‘Mum, what’s going on?' Frankie shouted. 'What’s she done?’  

Gary took action now. He strode into Lisa's garden, picked her up, and 
threw her through her own front door, then slammed it shut, yelling, ‘Stay in 
there you muck-stirring old bitch.’  

Giving a nod to Tony, Gary dusted his palms together with satisfaction 
and raised his eyebrows at his mate, jerking his head to say "come on leave it 
now," and went indoors. And that was that. Mum collapsed against Tony, who 
helped her into the house.  

  

‘Put the kettle on,’ Tony said, and Frankie rushed to obey, wondering 
what on earth had just happened. On the kitchen table were three plates, 
bright green broccoli had just been strained, and peering into a saucepan she 
saw a heap of greying potatoes, the water that had been covering them 
completely boiled away. At least someone had turned off the oven, so 
hopefully the pies hadn't burned to a cinder.  



With the kettle filled and switched on, Frankie rushed back into the front 
room. Her mum sat on the sofa’s edge, with her head buried in her hands, 
sobbing. Kneeling in front of her, Frankie tried to pull her hands away from her 
eyes.  

‘Mum, please, you’re scaring me – what’s happened?’  
Tony spoke in a rough growl. ‘It’s Bally.’  

Frankie closed her eyes in anticipation of his next words: “He’s dead.” 
But instead she heard, ‘That old witch found him running around in the road, 
and called the K-9 Dogs' Home.’  

Frankie gaped at him. ‘What?’  

‘They won’t give him back – they won’t give him back until tomorrow.’ 
Mum said between sobs. Frankie breathed again.  

Tony’s voice rumbled on: ‘Lisa knew very well we wouldn’t get him back 
after four. Admin’s gone home, and the dog catcher won’t release any dog 
without official permission.’  

‘She’s wicked, Tony – wicked – poor old Bally – he’ll be wondering 
what’s happening.’ Between sobs she hiccupped 'He'll think he's been 
abandoned.'  

‘Come on love, chin up. He’ll be home tomorrow. Frankie – is that kettle 
boiling yet? Make your mum a cuppa, and I’ll nip over the chippies and get 
some chips.’  

  

Dinner was a sullen silent meal. Tony left his half eaten, in a rush not to 
be late for work. Mum scrapped the left-overs into Bally's bowl, and started 
crying again. Frankie tried to comfort her with a hug, only to be rebuffed and 
snapped at for not putting Bally's collar and lead on. Then mum shouted at 
Frankie again for treading dog’s mess into the house. Frankie didn’t shout 
back, instead, she mentally counted to ten. Then she cleaned the dog's muck 
from the welcome mat, gritting her teeth and trying not to breath in the odour. 
By the time she'd finished, mum had unzipped her brief case and the sofa and 
coffee table was covered with paperwork, while mum scowled over columns 
of sums. There didn't seem any point in asking for the telly to be switched on, 
even if she promised to keep the sound down. Trudging upstairs, Frankie took 
a long hot shower, and climbed into bed.  

  

Her head buzzed, and her chest hurt. It was easier to let the tears fall 
down her face. They flowed down her cheeks, and dripped from her chin into 
the little hollow at her throat, stinging her skin as they dried. This is all my 
fault. Stupid stupid stupid: Seeing dragons and swordsmen in the dark. 
Closing her eyes, Frankie wondered if somehow she'd imagined the whole 
thing. It really wouldn’t surprise her. After all, she'd even managed to get the 
physics back to front – first the wind knocking her over then the dragon 

sweeping past. "Griffin – not dragon: griffin – and it has to flap its wings a few 
times to build up momentum for flight." A small voice in her mind corrected. 
Frankie's eyes flew open – that explained the blast of displaced air that 
knocked her down. She closed her eyes again, only to see Bally, cowering in 
some grotty kennel, raising his eyes dolefully at every sound, hoping to see 
his humans. Sobbing even harder, Frankie pulled the duvet over her head and 
fell into an exhausted sleep.  



  

Chapter two. 

  
"Griffin tears are believed to have the power to heal even the most 

grievous of wounds." 
Frankie's math teacher, Martin "Sarky" Sharky, paced the classroom as 

he spoke, waving her rough notes around like the Olympic torch. Chelsi 
Morgan gave Frankie a look of phony sympathy, and the rest of the class 
giggled.  

Mr Sharky then moved to the centre of the room, rocked back on his 
heel, and pivoted slowly through 360 degrees so everyone could see his smile 
of derision. Then he faced Frankie again. 

'"Griffin tears," Francesca Shaunessy? Can you explain what "Griffin 
tears" have to do with algebra?'  

Frankie stood in front of her desk, knowing her classmates' eyes were 
on her, hoping she'd start crying, or at least blush. 

'I finished my worksheet,' she mumbled. 'I'm writing an essay on mythical 
beasts for English homework.'  

His hamster-like cheeks bulged even more. 'Homework? You're doing 
English homework in my class?' He screwed the piece of paper up into a ball 
and aimed it at the wastepaper bin. It hit the rim and bounced back, setting off 
another round of giggles.  

Mr Sharky's face flushed with embarrassment, and he took it out on 
Frankie.  

'Stay behind when class is dismissed. You can spend the entire lunch-
hour writing lines.'  

In her blazer pocket, Frankie's hand curled around the note giving her 
permission to go home at midday. Mum had scribbled it out over breakfast; by 
now she should have rung the dogs' home to explain her daughter would be 
collecting Bally.  

 'Sir I can't, I've got a note – I'm going home at lunch time.'  
Wordlessly he held out his hand. Mr Sharky's lips moved as he read, 

reminding Frankie even more of a hamster nibbling on a sunflower seed. His 
sarcasm soared. 'Of course, visiting the local dogs' home is so much more 
important than your education. Okay Miss Shaunessy. You can sit down now. 
Tell your parents you'll be late home on Monday. You've got two hours 
detention after school.'   

As though Frankie hadn't suffered enough humiliation, Chelsi Morgan 
defended her:  

'Sir, Frankie has to pick up her brother's dog.'  
Now all the eyes that were on Frankie were pitying. Don't look at me like 

that, don't feel sorry for me. Mikey's still alive, my brother isn't dead yet. 
Where there's life there's hope, Frankie told herself fiercely.  

Poppy, Chelsi's best mate, whispered to her – in a fake whisper 
designed to be overheard – 'Maybe that's why she was reading about griffin 
tears you know...'   

'Don't be ridiculous Poppy," Mr Sharky admonished, without bothering to 
turn his head, so missing the evil glare Poppy gave him, then Frankie. 



Slapping her mum's scribbled note onto Frankie's desk, Mr Sharky's 
cheeks twitched as he gave her a final smirk, and then stalked back to the 
board. He began writing out equations, pressing the marker so hard against 
the white board that it squeaked. Beside Frankie, Annette whispered 'sorry.' 

Frankie ignored her. Obviously she'd told her best friend that she 
wouldn't be in afternoon lessons, and why. Frankie hadn't asked Annette to 
keep it a secret; she'd just assumed Annette wouldn't mouth off to Chelsi and 
her set.  

The bell rang, followed by the clatter of thirty chairs being scraped away 
from desks.  

'Sit down.' 
'But sir, we'll be late for lunch.'  
'Thank Miss Shaunessy.' Mr Sharky tapped at the board. 'This is your 

homework for the weekend. Copy out these questions and hand your answers 
into the staff room first thing Monday morning.' The class groaned.  

'Thank Miss Shaunessy.' The sarcastic teacher repeated and, smiling 
like the joker out of Batman, he strolled between desks, twirling the pen in the 
air and catching it as he went. The metal door squeaked a complaint as he left 
the room, and Frankie to her classmates' scorn. 

'Way to go Frankfurter.' Even the class nerds muttered under their 
breath as they scurried out the room. Peter Roberts stopped at Frankie's 
desk.  

'You’re doing my bloody homework,' he said, 'and you better make sure 
you get it right.'  

He shoved Frankie's head down against the desk as he left, uttering a 
swear-word that made her cheeks sting. 

'Pete! Don't be so crude.' Chelsi hurried after him, flashing Frankie 
another look of fake sympathy as she went.  

Frankie hated them both; Chelsi more than her foul mouthed boyfriend. If 
she lived in America, she would be chief cheerleader. Sadly for Chelsi, she 
lived in nowhere-ville, but that didn't stop her wearing short skirts and tight 
jumpers and jumping up and down manically so her long blonde hair swished 
and swirled like some silly shampoo advert every time Pete and his stupid 
football team scored a goal.  

Annette remained seated in silent solidarity. Frankie swung her hair 
forward, creating a curtain between them.  

'Frankie, I'm so sorry – you didn't say not to say anything.'  
'That's because I didn't think you'd rush over to that lot and start 

mouthing off about me and my family.'  
'I'm sorry Frankie, they just wanted to know where you were at break-

time, and one thing led to another and next thing I was telling them about 
Bally going missing – I'm sorry Frankie.'  

Refusing to look at her, Frankie swept out the classroom, keeping her 
head high and blinking back tears. 

It doesn't matter, she told herself, it doesn't matter. Only ninety-eight 
days to go and I'll be sixteen and no-one will ever be able to tell me when to 
stand up and sit down so they can bawl me out in front of a whole classroom 
again.  

But right now, she was free from school for hours and hours and hours, 
and even better, wouldn't have maths again until Wednesday. 



 Frankie squeezed past a gaggle of sixth formers mooching around the 
lockers chatting about their plans for the weekend. Their tie-less shirts hung 
outside their trousers, just to show they were rebels – rebels who chose to 
return to this sink-hole as sixth formers rather than try for a half decent college 
– and then she almost tripped over a little Year 8, bent double, tying his 
shoelace.  

'Sorry sorry, can't stop!' Frankie continued with her dash to the bus stop. 
Behind her the rebel sixth formers cat-called and a shrill voice screamed 'I'm 
telling my brother you knocked me flying – you clumsy cow!'  

But Frankie didn't care – the bus was only thirty yards away from the 
stop outside the school gates, and she ran like the hounds of hell were behind 
her to catch it.  

Once on board, Frankie began to relax. In twenty minutes, she'd be 
reunited with Bally. He'll be so pleased to see me, she thought – and then 
realised suddenly she hadn't brought his lead, or even any money. Never 
mind, mum will have sorted that all out over the phone, she comforted herself, 
gazing out the window as green fields bordered by darker green trees flashed 
by. This long straight stretch of country road met with the M40 motorway a 
few miles up ahead, and though the speed limit had recently been reduced to 
fifty miles an hour, even bus drivers still behaved as though they were on a 
race track. Although in Frankie's view, too fast was never fast enough, and 
especially not today. Not long now, and I'll be walking Bally home through 
those fields, back across country, and her barely there reflection grinned back 
at her. 

As though conjured up by her mind, Frankie caught a fleeting glimpse of 
a dog that could easily have been Bally's double, loping along with its master. 
Before she could look closer, they'd vanished into the woods.  

  

There wasn't an official halt outside the dogs' home, but the driver pulled 
up at the mouth of the drive. Several posters advertised happy looking dogs of 
all shapes and sizes, from the clowns of the dog world, Jack Russells, to an 
aristocratic Afghan Hound. Hoisting her rucksack higher onto her shoulder, 
wishing she'd thought to at least bring a couple of biscuits for Bally, Frankie 
began walking down the long drive. Sometimes, while walking in the woods, 
she could hear a crescendo of barking, but not today. Frankie stepped aside 
as a blue estate car drove past, a man at the wheel, a woman next to him. 
Sandwiched between two kids in the back seat, a collie type sat to attention. 
Its ears pricked and its tongue lolled with delight, while the kids 
enthusiastically patted his coat. Feeling a sudden spasm of loneliness, 
Frankie walked on.  

  

The purpose built kennel blocks were located behind a converted 
farmhouse, which served as administration offices, while upstairs had been 
converted into a grounds' keeper's flat. Despite Frankie's visions of Bally 
shivering in squalor, this place was a canine five star hotel: Each kennel was 
supposed to be the size of a single bedroom, and have under floor heating. Or 
so Frankie had been told: although the home held open days and dog shows, 
and was just a couple of miles outside the village, this was Frankie's first visit.  

There were only four vehicles parked in one corner of the staff car-park, 
two of them dog wardens' vans, but the visitors' car park was full. With a 



feeling of queasiness, Frankie realised they weren't all here to choose a dog. 
There were tea-rooms at this place, and people visited just to walk around the 
kennels, to ooh and ahh over the "dear little doggies": the sort of people who 
also went to zoos to point at the monkeys and shudder at the reptile house. 
Michael used to laugh when his sister mouthed off about animals in captivity, 
pointing out that it kept the money rolling in and the animals relatively safe. 
Then he'd pretend to be serious and ask if Frankie had plans to campaign for 
goldfish to be liberated from their bowls.  

  
'Can I be of any help?'  
Frankie shook out of the daydream – the question was delivered in the 

pained tones of someone who'd been forced to repeat themselves – and 
smiled at the elderly woman perched behind a wide wooden counter. Frankie 
decided there must be a hairdressers somewhere especially for little old 
ladies; why else would they all have the same blue tinged cauliflower hair 
style? Collecting herself, she said: 

'Hi, I'm Francesca Shaunessy, my mum called earlier – I'm here to pick 
up my dog.' Frankie grinned as she said his name: 'Bally, he's a black 
Labrador.'  

Raising her eyebrows, the clerk looked Frankie up and down, then 
wrinkled her brow. 

' – do you mean Ballykinny Lad? He's gone. Your brother collected him 
barely half an hour ago.'  

'What?' Frankie clutched at the counter. For one heart stopping moment 
she believed the old woman. Michael had disconnected his drips and 
monitors, and clambering over the sides of his cot-like bed come to claim his 
dog.  

As if talking to a simpleton the woman repeated 'Your brother – Frankie 
Shaunessy,' the furrows on her brow deepened. 

 'You don't look much like brother and sister. Frankie and Francesca 
eh?' Abruptly she jumped from her stool, even smaller standing than she was 
sitting, and hurried around to Frankie's side of the counter. Cupping an elbow, 
she guided Frankie over to a chair.  

'Are you feeling all right? You've turned white as a sheet.' Resisting the 
pressure to sit down, Frankie shook the woman's hand off. 

'No I'm not all right. I'm Frankie – Francesca Shaunessy – you've given 
my dog away to some randomer who wandered in off the street.' 

The clerk's lips tightened as she realised what she'd done.  
'I'm so sorry – he had a collar with the dog's identity disc on it – asked if 

we'd had a large black dog handed in. We only had one black dog by the 
name of Ballykinny Lad – and we'd already been told by Mrs Shaunessy that 
her daughter Frankie would be along mid-day to collect him.' 

'Daughter! Her daughter!' 
'Don't shout at me, young lady. I assumed someone had got the 

message wrong. He knew the dog's name, and he had the collar and ID disc. 
He even said if a red haired girl shows up, asking for the dog, tell her I'll meet 
her at the usual place.' 

'What?' 
'The word is "pardon," not "what." He said …'  



Frankie didn't wait to hear the rest. This was no random stranger. This 
was her stranger. 



  

Chapter three. 

  
A man sat outlined against the brow of Six Acre Meadow, a large black 

dog by his side. Frankie stumbled towards them, clutching at the stitch in her 
side. By the time she reached the top of the hill and stood over him, all the 
furious insults she'd rehearsed on the nightmare jog here were useless. 
Instead she glared down at him, struggling to catch her breath. Bally's tail 
thumped, but he made no attempt to cease worrying at the mammoth bone he 
held down with one paw.  

Finally Frankie managed: 'That's my dog.'  
Calmly unscrewing the lid from a bottle of water, the stranger took a 

couple of swigs, then offered it to Frankie. After a moment's hesitation, she 
swiped the bottle from him, tipped her head back, and chugged down.  

'Where's my griffin?' the man asked. 
Frankie clutched the now empty bottle, longing to chuck it at his head 

and snatch up Bally and run. But somehow she doubted his temper had 
improved any since last night.  

'Please – I don't know your name – but please – let me have my dog 
back. Please – it'll break my mum's heart.'  

'Get me back my griffin and you can have your dog.' 
'I'll call the police.'  
He shrugged, looking completely unconcerned. 'Call for my griffin, and 

you can have your dog back.'  
Frankie gave a sigh of surrender, and tossed the empty bottle neatly into 

his opened rucksack.  
'If I call your …griffin – and it doesn't come, will that satisfy you?'  
He nodded. 'If you call with all your heart, and Balkind doesn't answer, 

you may have your dog back.'  
Call with all your heart. Frankie knew without asking what this meant. 

Inflating her lungs, and placing her hands either side of her mouth, she 
summoned up a cry from the heart.  

'Balkind!'  
The sound flooded the meadow. Frankie sucked in air and called again. 

'Baalll-kind.' She could feel two pairs of eyes on her, watching intently, Bally's 
ears were pricked. Before calling for the third time, Frankie took a couple of 
steps away from her audience, and focussed on projecting her cry across the 
village, across the lakes, across the country if needs be.  

'Baaaalllll-kiiiiinnnnnd!'  
Frankie glanced behind her. The blond head nodded approval.  
'That'll do.'  
Of course it would: Any griffin within a hundred miles would have heard 

that.  
'What now?'  
The man jerked his head towards Bally. 'Take him.' He sat with his 

hands resting loosely on bent knees. Then with a casual glance at the 
horizon, he rummaged in the bag at his side, drew out another meaty bone, 
and began to gnaw on it.  



Frankie stared. He glanced up, and tipped the bone towards her. 'Sorry 
– would you like some?'  

'No thank you.' Frankie responded with equal politeness. Her eyes 
flickered towards the churchyard and he laughed, patting the ground beside 
him.  

'Sit down. You really need to control your imagination.'  
Right. A sword wielding weirdo who owns a griffin and likes his meat raw 

telling me to curb my imagination. But Frankie sat down, careful not to sit too 
close. 

The meadow's stubble prickled at her thighs, bare beneath her grey 
school skirt. Frankie shrugged off her maroon blazer, spread it out beneath 
her, and stretched her legs out flat.  

Her stomach rumbled, embarrassingly loudly. She could murder a ham 
sandwich or even a packet of crisps right now. Beside her, the bone-
crunching continued in unison. At least only Bally was drooling. Frankie 
couldn't stand this any longer.  

'How can you eat that?' She blurted.  
He shrugged 'I'd prefer it cooked. But I don't have my fire maker with 

me.'  
'Oh.' She glanced sideways. He'd cracked the bone open, and inside 

was a pinkish grey filling. He scooped it out and into his mouth with his 
fingers. Frankie noticed he swallowed without chewing. 

'You mean your griffin can breath fire?' She asked. 
'No. Of course he doesn't breathe fire. I mean I've left my fire makings 

behind.' He waved the bone splinter towards the church. Then he swiped his 
hand across his mouth and tossed the bone to Bally, and grimaced.  

'Got to keep my strength up.'  
Frankie didn't know if he was joking or not. Twigs festooned his hair, his 

face still had smears of mud and traces of blood, but at least he'd lost the 
dungeons and dragons outfit. Wearing baggy khaki shorts and an even 
baggier tee-shirt, he looked like a grunger, or a new-ager, but if he cleaned 
his face, he probably wouldn't attract a second glance in a crowd.  

Frankie glanced across rooftops to the horizon. On this typical early 
September day, the sky seemed painted blue. A red kite floated lazily over the 
common; if it drifted toward the crows' nursery, over to their left, the crows 
would rise up in unison and drive the intruder away. Frankie turned back to 
the man. 

'What's going on?' She asked him. 'Last night you were chasing me with 
a sword, today you're totally chilled.'  

He frowned. 'It was a little cold last night, and I felt a chill this morning – 
but now…'  

'I mean – you seem relaxed – not disturbed.'  
'Last night I was returning home when Balkind vanished into a mist. I 

went after him and found you gibbering like an idiot and Balkind flying off 
frightened out of his wits.'  

He glanced at Frankie's short skirt and pale freckled legs. 'Besides, I 
thought you were a knave. You certainly cursed like a knave. I didn't realise 
you were just a little girl.'  

'I am NOT a little girl! I'm nearly sixteen years old.' 
'That many years!' he mocked, clearly enjoying Frankie's anger.  



'How old are you?'  
'Old enough to respect my elders,' he said. This guy really did have a 

talent for pushing buttons, Frankie thought.  
'So just because someone's old I should respect them?'  
'Since older people have laboured longer and usually have more gold – 

then yes – I would say yes.'  
'So just because they're older, and richer, I should respect them?'  
'Because they've laboured longer, to provide for their children and their 

children's children. Yes. I believe so.'  
He stood suddenly, shading his eyes with one hand. 'Your griffin's 

answered your cry.' Stooping, he placed a hand under Frankie's elbow and 
helped her to her feet. His smile was wide and his eyes full of warmth, and for 
the first time, Frankie found herself liking him.  

But there was no time to think about that. Frankie followed the man's 
gaze and saw that Balkind had answered her cry. His wings barely flapped as 
he rode the thermals. As he neared them he dropped his equine shaped 
head, and a strange hoarse bellow filled the air again. He circled, a mere forty 
feet above Frankie and his owner now. His wings flapped, like a sailboat 
tacking against the wind. Pointing his snout earthwards, and with forearms 
outstretched to brace against the ground, he touched down twenty feet away. 
Frankie clutched at the stranger for dear life. 

'There, not so frightening this time was it?' the man laughed, his 
happiness infectious, and Frankie laughed too, as Balkind folded the last of 
his wing span concertina like against his flanks. With his wings tucked neatly 
behind his forelegs, his long body undulated and his neck curled so his chin 
almost touched his chest, and he snorted with pleasure and underfoot the 
earth rumbled as he gambolled over with an odd shuffling motion to greet his 
owner and Frankie. 'May I...touch him?' she asked. The man nodded. 

The texture of Balkind's skin was a mixture of satin and silkiness. A 
dense pewter coloured fur covered his neck and head, which shimmered in 
the sunlight as his eyes darted from Frankie, to his master, then to Bally, 
breathing in the unique scent of each of them. Two barley sugar horns 
protruded from his head, and his gossamer wings were almost invisible 
against his flanks. His tail thrashed from side to side. That he was pleased to 
be amongst friends again was obvious. Frankie turned to the stranger. 

'Do griffin tears have healing powers?' 
She blurted the words out without thinking:  
The man looked at her, his strange blue eyes filled with scorn.  
'You ask the silliest questions. I expect your tutors fight or draw straws 

over who is to learn you lessons.'  
'The only silly question is the one you don't ask.' Frankie said, 'besides, 

it's teach lessons, not learn.'  
'Maybe so, but before speaking, you should ask yourself the question 

again, only slower.' He turned away and rummaged in his bag again, adding 
'I'm not surprised you don't learn.'  Both dog and griffin stilled with anticipation 
as he dragged out another bone. Frankie sincerely hoped he hadn't robbed 
the graveyard. With exaggerated calmness she repeated slowly: 

'Do griffin tears have healing powers?' 
'Yes of course. Just one tear could bring this bone back to life.' Then he 

tossed the bone to Balkind, who caught it in his jaws. 



'Don't mess with me!' Frankie warned – wishing she were a knave – 
She'd knock that silly smile off his face double quick! The man ignored her. 
Feeling about eight years old again, Frankie turned her attention to his griffin. 
In a similar fashion to Bally, Balkind held the bone steady with one fearsome 
looking talon while he crunched it down in two bites. His floppy upper lip 
curled backwards, displaying long canine teeth also similar to Bally's. 

Bally watched the bone disappear, he looked confused, as though to say 
where'd it go? Then he nudged at the rucksack, giving hopeful glances up to 
his new human friend, who was obviously thinking the same as Frankie. 
 'Balkind and Balkin.' He mused, as Balkind ducked his head and placed his 
nostrils against Bally's broad head, sniffing as though he could eat the smell 
of dog.  

'Balkin's short for Ballykinny Lad. We call him Bally for shorter,' Frankie 
explained. For years Michael had wanted a dog, comparing breeds and taking 
on extra newspaper rounds, and never missing a chance to bore anyone who 
cared to listen about what he was going to call his dog, and the hikes they'd 
have over mountains and wild places.  

  
Canine Balkin snapped at griffin Balkind's nose, and with a final snort of 

disgust, Balkind whipped his head away, swivelling on that long muscular 
neck, and, without warning, thrust it into Frankie's chest.  

Automatically her arms went up, and she found herself stroking, burying 
her finger tips in velveteen fur. She found his soft spot, right between the 
barley sugar horns, and knuckled the spot there. His eyes closed with bliss 
and a deep rumble shook his body, deepening until it shimmered against 
Frankie's bones.   

'He's purring.' Her arms were beginning to ache.  
Shaking his head but still smiling, the stranger reached up and scratched 

the side of the griffin's neck where it emerged from his shoulder, and with a 
sort of collapsing at his knees, Balkind fell to the ground. Frankie half 
expected him to roll over onto his back.   

Balkind's owner flopped to the ground to sit just above the griffin, out of 
danger if Balkind did decide to roll. Frankie sat a little closer, and it seemed 
natural when Balkind stretched out his neck and placed his head in her lap.  
When Frankie expressed surprise at its lightness, the griffin's owner said: 
'Their bones are hollow. We feed them a special diet.'  

Frankie wondered just how many griffins he owned, and if he'd used the 
"Royal We" or if there were more like him back home, but more importantly, 
she wanted to know more about this "special diet".  

'Really?' She asked. 
'Hmm.' He didn't elaborate.  
Frankie continued stroking, and the rumbling purr started up again. With 

a grunt, Bally laid his head on the stranger's knee, and they could have been 
any ordinary couple out for a walk with their dog. And griffin. 

'So what do they eat?'  
'Mainly sixteen year old maidens.' He teased. Frankie reached across 

and punched him.  
'Joker.'  
'Joker? Oh – jester.' He seemed amused and content to just sit there, 

shooting the breeze.  



  
'What are you waiting for, don't you want to go home' – it sounded 

strange to say it, but she said it anyway – 'back to your own world?'  
He grimaced. 'I've tried. I've been back to… ' he waved towards the 

woods and the boundary of the church wall. 'Last night I heard Balkind 
preparing to fly, and a scream – and I rushed forward blindly – straight into a 
pillar of stone carved like a figure with wings. So I went back to that point.' He 
shrugged, 'the portal, the opening between worlds isn't there.'  

Frankie stared at him. 'So you can't get back?'  
'I'm waiting for dusk. The curtain between worlds is thinner at sunrise 

and sunset.' He sounded nonchalant. A thought struck Frankie, and forgetting 
the stranger's recent advice she blurted:  

'Didn't you try this morning?' He didn't answer, but his silence spoke for 
him.  

'I don’t understand – how can you sit there so calmly?' 
'What would you have me do? Throw rocks at the sun to move it through 

the sky faster?'  
Frankie realised she'd angered him somehow, perhaps he wasn't as 

confident as he appeared to be. He made a visible effort to control his temper, 
and went on more evenly. 'I can't allow myself to panic. There are stories; 
others from our world have visited yours and returned, and we have had 
visitors from your world who have "magically" disappeared.'  

Reaching over, he chucked Frankie under the chin, as if to say "friends 
again?", dropping his hand to stroke Balkind, now half asleep.  

And in that moment, for the first time Frankie believed in him. Until then, 
she'd been sub-consciously waiting for the punch line – half expecting the 
eager beaver director of this crazy reality show to jump out and confess to an 
elaborate prank. She felt incredibly sorry for him, and incredibly amazed at his 
bravery.  

'Why did Balkind come when I called?'  
'You have the gift. You're a "Griffin Cryer."'  
'A "Griffin Cryer?" Then why has he never come before when I called for 

Bally?'  
He shrugged. 'I don’t know. Why don't you ask him? Maybe he never 

heard you calling before.'  
Frankie considered this, and it seemed to make sense. She sat there, 

stroking a griffin's head, making small talk with some other-worlder, and it 
seemed to make sense. She felt more at ease with this stranger than with 
Annette, for some reason. Apart from the hollowness in her stomach, she 
could sit here all day. The afternoon sun shone down, and Frankie slowly 
rehearsed in her mind the questions she wanted to ask her new friend.  

  
Bally stiffened to attention suddenly, and without troubling to get up, 

gave his "welcome" bark.  
'Watcha Frankie! That's some ugly horse you've got there!' Postie John 

hiked by on sturdy shorts-clad legs, his morning round over, on his way back 
to the postmistress.  

Frankie managed to stutter a reply, but she was talking to his back, and 
he didn't respond.  

'Horse? Is he blind and deaf?'  



Frankie giggled nervously. As usual, John wore his earphones, and was 
probably listening to his beloved heavy metal music. Nice bloke, tragic taste in 
music. 'I suppose if you weren't expecting to see a griffin, your first thought 
would be horse.'  

'Nonsense. The man's an idiot. Balkind has two horns, not one.'  
'Wha – I mean, pardon?'  
'Say "what did you say?" if you didn't hear or understand me. "Pardon" is 

for if you accidentally step on my foot.'  
'What?'  
'Pardon is for when you step on my foot.' He repeated patiently, and 

Frankie couldn't resist. The effect wasn't so good from a sitting position, but 
she managed to kick at his bare instep. 'Pardon.' Before she could shove 
Balkind from her lap and take off down the meadow, he pounced. Pinning her 
shoulders to the ground with one knee, he put her head in a vice, and 
knuckled the top of Frankie's skull until she begged for mercy between shouts 
and giggles and Bally licking her face.  

Finally the torture stopped. Still catching her breath between snorts of 
laughter, Frankie stood up, straightening her skirt and dusting off grass stains. 
Balkind watched with disdain, Bally did his "thank goodness we're on the 
move again" dance and the stranger reclined back on his elbows, as though 
he hadn't reduced her to an undignified heap of giggling schoolgirl.  

'I'll get you for that.' Frankie warned.  
He closed his eyes to show his contempt for this threat. So she trampled 

on his stomach, only a gentle stamp, enough to knock the wind from him and 
to give herself a chance to escape. Even winded, he caught her foot and 
before the squeal left her lips, Frankie's heels whizzed over her head and she 
landed flat on her back.  

'No – I'm sorry – I'm sorry – I didn't mean it!' She raised her hands 
defensively, screwing up her eyelids and cringing against the torment coming 
her way. Bally's barking grew more frantic. When Frankie opened her eyes 
again, she saw his face hovering over hers, and his eyes had darkened to 
midnight blue. Rolling away, he sat up abruptly. 'You'd better go on home 
now, little girl.'  

Frankie frowned, they were only having a game weren't they? Did he 
actually think she wanted him to kiss her or something? Her cheeks felt hot, 
how arrogant – little girl indeed! He couldn't be more than seventeen or 
eighteen himself!  

'Allow you! I'm going!' And she stormed off down the slope, Bally by her 
side, sensing that playtime was over. Behind her, Balkind bellowed his 
distress. A couple of figures pottering around in the churchyard paused in 
their grave tending and froze, fear on their faces as they spotted the outline of 
a griffin.  

'Realistic isn't it?' Frankie said, relieved when the two middle aged 
women, obviously sisters in their look alike pink trousers and matching tops, 
exchanged rueful glances with each other then smiled and agreed with her. 
Spinning on her heel, Frankie marched back up the hill to the rudest man in 
this world or any other and the sweetest griffin she'd ever met.  

  



Bally danced with delight, then charged away to his new friends. Alerted 
to her return, the arrogant stranger sat up, putting an arm around Bally, the 
traitor dog.  

'Back again, did you forget something? Your manners, perchance?'  
Frankie scowled, 'You can't stay here. You're freaking out the natives. 

Take Balkind and wait for dusk in those woods over there – you don't want to 
be seen.' 

'Why not? Though I suppose if all your villagers ask the same silly 
questions as you, it could become tiresome.' He yawned and stretched to 
show how tiresome he found her. 

'Look – go and hide in the woods, right? Do you want Balkind to be 
taken away from you and put in a circus or something?'  

He snorted with amusement. 'Anyone who wants Balkind can have eight 
inches of my sword first.' But he got to his feet, scratching Balkind's shoulder 
again, which seemed to be a signal.  

  

The woods ran behind the churchyard, skirting the meadow. These were 
the same woods that Frankie had seen from the bus window. It was possible 
to walk almost to the neighbouring town through them. Frankie recalled 
reading that at one time, a squirrel could travel the length of the kingdom 
without setting foot on the ground. Two years ago, on a package holiday to 
Rome, she'd peered from the airplane's window, astounded by the expanse of 
greenery that still covered this little island. 

'Let's not part bad friends, I beg your pardon for any offence given. Walk 
with me.' He said, and since it wasn't out of her way, Frankie nodded 
agreement. Her hand rested on Balkind's flank, and she wondered suddenly 
how it would be to soar through the air with the wind whipping through her 
hair; it must be a feeling of total freedom. Her heart hammered faster at the 
thought.  

'Would you like a ride on your griffin?'  
She looked up, startled. 'Can you read minds?'  
'No, but your thoughts are so transparent, they're written in your face. 

Would you like to ride Balkind?'  
Frankie shook her head, no, when she wanted to yell yes. 
'It's more important for you to get back to your world. So far we – I mean 

– you've been lucky – but you can't take any risks.' 
They'd reached the edge of the woods now, a rabbit path opened up, 

and Frankie led the way. The path skirted a swampy mess, one of a few 
lurking in these woods, before joining a wider path.  

Frankie pointed to the other side of the swamp, towards a grove of 
chestnut trees. 'If you wait there until dusk, no-one will see you.'  

Already the brambles had sprung back; there was no sign that a griffin 
had passed this way.  

'So this is goodbye then Francesca.'  
It was the first time he'd spoken her name. She felt tearful suddenly. She 

nodded, 'This is goodbye.' She realised she didn't know his name.  
'If I tell you my name, do you promise never to call me?' He teased, 

Frankie looked up at him with a startled expression. Bemused even further 
when he stroked her face with his fingers, circling it from temple to chin. 'Your 



thoughts show too clearly. Now you are a big girl, you must learn to hide 
them.' Frankie slapped his hand away, half angry, half laughing.  

'I promise.'  
'My name is Balkind's Rider.' And laughing out loud, he strode off, calling 

behind him 'Come Balkind.' With a last look at Frankie, Balkind followed 
obediently. No doubt he didn't want to be lost and alone again.  

Frankie stomped off in the other direction, heading for home, too angry 
to feel any sense of loss at parting from her griffin. Tomorrow, she told herself, 
I'll buy a dog whistle for Bally, and never call his name out loud again. 



 


