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he little Griffin lumbered about awkwardly. 
He had been hibernating for a year, and 
this was the first time he woke up without 
his parents being there.



e remembered very little after the death 
of his family -- that he retreated deep into 
the Savanna, that he was very small and 
that absolutely everything terrified him. 

He couldn’t fly. He had never had to feed himself before. 
He only remembered that his mother and father had been 
catching food and regurgitating it for the nestlings.

He knew nothing about how to survive so he had been 
taught to hide until he thought he was safe. He had not 
counted on falling asleep and it seemed he had been 
asleep for a long time.  



e remembered very little after the death 
of his family -- that he retreated deep into 
the Savanna, that he was very small and 
that absolutely everything terrified him. 

He couldn’t fly. He had never had to feed himself before. 
He only remembered that his mother and father had been 
catching food and regurgitating it for the nestlings.

He knew nothing about how to survive so he had been 
taught to hide until he thought he was safe. He had not 
counted on falling asleep and it seemed he had been 
asleep for a long time.  



And now 

he was wide

and



rom the jagged rocks where he was hiding, 
he cautiously watched other animals forage 
for food. He discovered birds and mice got 
grubs from under tree bark and worms 
out of the ground. 

He started to peck and scavenge and his sharp beak 
proved to be an invaluable tool, but the meager offerings 
he found were not enough to satisfy his constant hunger. 
Small birds and animals avoided him but he sensed lions 
and cheetahs were very dangerous so he never ventured 
very far from his hiding place. 



e watched mother birds teach their young 
to fly and he climbed up on little hills 
and rocks and practiced. Gradually his wings 
grew strong. 
 

He learned to get his tail out of the way and one day, 
when he jumped off a hillock, he glided and then suddenly 
he flew. He was so excited he cut the air with turns 
and capers and flew high up in the trees to find a safe 
place to perch.

As he grew more experienced he ranged farther afield 
and his curiosity was insatiable. But he was lonely. He had 
no friends so he became a keen observer. He watched how 
baby elephants nursed, how mama lions taught their 
young to hunt, how eagles regurgitated food for their 
young. And then he discovered human beings.

One day, while flying over a small African village, 
the Griffin saw the natives boiling up an unfortunate 
victim in a pot. As the creature hesitated with curiosity, 
the villagers, suddenly seeing him, struck him 
with a barrage of arrows.

Overcome with rage, the Griffin dove down on them 
killing, and ripping them to pieces. When he had finished 
devouring them he was elated. For the first time he wasn’t 
hungry, and in one instant a ferocious raptor had been 
created. 

He ranged far and wide eating as he chose and delighting 
most in diving at people and watching them scatter, 
terrified, before he caught and ate them. Remembering 
the natives that tried to kill him, he smiled. Revenge 
was sweet and revenge was delicious.
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hen a drought overcame the savanna 
the Griffin moved north. There he discovered 
the Phoenicians and the purple dye they sold 
all over the Mediterranean. 
 

He awoke to hear voices. Near him a little princess 
was learning how to read. Her teacher would pronounce 
a word. She would repeat it and point it out on the page.

After preying on them he went to Abyssinia where 
the people so feared him that they put up his effigy 
to guard their temples. Then he discovered the great 
Persian Empire. 

In the middle of the hot dry desert there was an oasis, 
a beautiful romantic palace of spires, surrounded 
by lush and lavish fragrant gardens filled with fruit trees. 
He sucked their nectar like the humming birds. 
Suddenly he felt a delicious languor. He concealed 
himself in the heart of a large Pago tree, tucked 
his head under his wing and went to sleep.

There was also a marvelous illustration of the story 
and as the story progressed and the little girl picked 
out more words, the Griffin became fascinated. Here was 
an epic about the elegant warriors, romantic adventure 
and as the Griffin’s eagle eyes and eagle ears took 
in the story, he learned to read as well. 

He was enthralled. A new world was opening up to him 
and for several days he was content. The little girl came 
out every morning for her lessons and as the Griffin 
learned the language and how to read it, he was amazed 
with himself. He felt unique and very proud.



ne day, enemies of the king, the little girl’s 
father, arrived. They killed the teacher 
and kidnapped the little girl with her book. 
The Griffin was so upset he decided 
to follow them.  

All day they rode into the mountains and finally 
reached a cave high up in the cliff where they concealed 
themselves and the princess. Irritated at missing his 
lesson and very hungry, the Griffin quickly devoured 
the robbers whose screams of terror and feeble attempts 
to stab him just enraged him further.  

Pressed against the cave wall, the Princess was having 
hysterics. As he started to approach her, she put 
her hands over her eyes and wept piteously. The Griffin 
was taken aback. He had gotten rid of all her captors. 
She should be grateful. Then he explained he had not 
come to save her but to save the book. 



ewildered, he grasped her and the book 
gently in his talons and flew them back 
to their garden. The moon was just rising 
as he set them both down.

The little girl turned. She stared at the hideous creature, 
drew her shoulders back, straightened up and thanked 
him. Then she told him she thought her father, the king, 
would want her to give him the book. 

Leaving the Griffin astounded she went into the palace. 
The curious beast picked up the book and examined it. 
He opened the pages with his beak and his claw. He had 
never owned anything in his life before and now 
he had a treasure.

The next day the Princess came out to warn the Griffin, 
who was perched high in a tree, that her father wanted 
to capture him and put him in an aviary. 

Her father, at that very moment, was having his men 
prepare bird snares and sticky nets. It was unsafe to stay 
here. The Griffin must leave. «And don’t forget,» she said, 
«The book can be destroyed by water.» She handed him 
a piece of waterproof parchment and went into the palace.

The Griffin hardly knew what to do with himself. 
He had never had a home. He had never had a treasure. 
He wrapped up the book and decided to go north. 



e needed a place high and dry where no one 
would find him and the book could be safe. 
He finally ended up in the Anatolian 
mountains above the Black Sea.

When the overseer came out he read it at once. Quickly 
he replaced the Griffin’s signature with his own and went 
to the head architect with the diagram. The unscrupulous 
men claimed full credit for the brilliant invention. 
Furious, the Griffin devoured them both. 

Before returning to his aerie, however, he took many 
papyri covered with hieroglyphs and, being the Griffin 
he taught himself...

The book was fine company but he got restless. 
Somewhere there must be something more interesting. 
Flying around the Mediterranean Sea, he was struck 
by the sight of a large edifice, sort of a four sided peak, 
a pyramid, he decided. 

Thousands of men were building it. Huge square stones 
were cut and dragged into place. After watching 
for several days and noticing the designs, the Griffin 
had an inspiration. He could see a much easier way 
to put up the pyramid. Late that night he went outside 
the overseer’s cottage, drew up his diagram for a system 
of pulleys, signed it with a claw, and waited. 







s he grew older his appetite decreased. 
His eating habits became more selective. 
Once when he went to Egypt to see how 
his pyramids were coming along he found 
an overseer beating slaves to death. 

He devoured the overseer and his cohorts and helped 
the slaves to escape. He started letting birds and animals 
out of their cages. He discovered ancient Greece and 
pondered how these people could be so cruel 
to their adversaries. 

How could anyone kill their own daughters by putting 
them into pots to starve to death? The Griffin could only 
imagine a benign government where all men 
were equal.



n the Dark Ages when the Barbarians overran 
Rome, the Griffin sought refuge in Ireland, 
a simple, primitive, poor land where monks 
spent all their time reading and writing 
and painting and singing. 

He marveled at the tiny loving drawings of mice 
and flowers and the perfection with which the monks 
depicted gory historical events and the wonders 
of heaven and hell.

The Griffin couldn’t help himself. So taken was he with 
the monks’ artistry that he swooped down and stole 
their beautiful manuscripts and hid them in his secret 
sanctuary.

As time went on, the Griffin would still venture out but 
he was too smart now to put himself at risk. Still, legends 
grew up around his exploits and his fame pleased him. 

One year, as the weather got colder, the Griffin felt 
himself become torpid. He would fall asleep over a book 
and wake up several months later, rejuvenated, hungry 
and feeling very much alive.

However, he started to worry. The feeling seemed 
unexpected and he needed a place where he was 
protected when he slept. 



t the time our story begins, the Griffin 
had been alive for th  usands of years and 
had found shelter f  r himself and his books 
in a derelict castle in Wales. 

The castle was surrounded by thermal hot springs 
and burning Sulphur. His library was safe from mildew 
and the Dreadful Wilds were so h  stile to humans 
that none who ventured there ever survived.



This book illustrates the prologue to the musical, 
The Griffin. 

I thank my invaluable friend, Alice Kuhns, 
for her inspired writing. This project would not have 
existed were it not for her. Thanks to Mady Jones 
for her support on this project, and to my friend, 
Julie Flogeac, for her highly imaginative Graphic Design. 

We cannot do anything without others to stimulate 
our minds and bring passion to our souls. This 
is something the Griffin knows too much about...




