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Griffin

“Miss Victoria Griffin has gotten yet another perfect score from the judge for her uneven 

bars routine!” “Miss Griffin stuns with her routine on the rings.” “Another perfect score!” “Gold.” 

“First place!” “The amazing Victoria Griffin does it again!” The announcer said while a medal was 

hung around my neck. I smiled and waved timidly. Desiree scoffed beside me, she always acted like 

that. My mum and hers walked up. “You did so good baby.” My mum said, hugging me. “Thanks, 

mum.” After every competition, I heard Desiree's mom chewing her out, when a gold didn't come 

home. “You need to practice more.” She nearly growled. “I practice 8 hours a day mom!” 

“Obviously that's not good enough. What does Victoria bring home every time? Gold. 1st place. 

What do you have? 2nd, 3rd, participation award?! You need to do better like her.” I wanted to say 

something and I even moved to but Desiree glared at me. She and her mum walked away.

“Geez.” My mum whispered. “I know, right. That's a little harsh. I mean 8 hours a week I'd 

understand wanting her to practice more. But 8 hours a day? I don't even do that much.” “Mrs. 

Duncan has always been hard on Desiree. I know she just wants her to do well, but there are better 

ways to go at it than yelling.” I nodded in agreement. “So, home?” “Yup, sounds good. Is dad home 

yet?” “Why don't you ask him?” I looked around and saw him standing in his uniform. “Dad!” I ran 

over to him. “Hey, Vic. I missed you.” He said, wrapping me in a tight hug. “I missed you too! For 

like 13 months!” “I know. You did such a good job on those bars, spinning and flipping. How do 

you not get dizzy.” I chuckled and shrugged. “Lots of practice?” I said. “You still amaze me with 

that.” He replied. “Thanks, dad.” “No problem, let's go home hmm? Get some ice cream on the 
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way?” He asked. I nodded fervently. He picked me up with ease. “Gosh, I think you've gotten 

taller.” “Nope. Still 5'3 at 18.” “Hey. My mum was short too. But short's cool. I can pester you for 

stuff on the bottom shelf!” He joked. “Dad, really?” I poked him. “Yeah. Totally.” I pulled my 

opalescent white hair from its saggy bun. It fell down in cascades and covered my brown eyes, 

temporarily blinding me. “Shoot. Can't see.” “Move your hair silly girl!” My mum said perkily.

Dad put me down beside the car. “Shotgun!” He said. I hopped in the front. “Rosa Parks.” 

“Stinker.” “She got you there David.” “I guess so.” He slid in the back. “I can kick the back of your 

seat like you do right Victoria?” “No.” I turned around and we glared playfully at each other. The 

trunk shut, making the car bounce. “Gym bag's in the trunk. You're gonna wash it when we get 

home right?” I nodded. “Yeah, it's not going in my room till I wash it, seriously. Ew.” Dad and she 

chuckled. We talked about stuff that we'd all done recently. I talked about recent competitions and 

how excited I was for the next one, mum was talking about her business' increase in popularity, and 

dad talked about a bomb he diffused recently. He was on an EOD (explosive ordinance disposal) 

team and love telling us about what he did while he was away. We had dinner when we got home, 

mum and dad helped me plan my next routine. We always drew up a plan since I did my own 

routines. We went to bed shortly after, but all I could think about was my next competition.

Weeks passed, and before I knew it competition day was here. I was ecstatic, bouncing 

around the house all morning barely able to hold in my enthusiasm. I got dressed super quick and 

bolted out to the car. “C'mon guys! Hurry please!” “We'll be on time love, probably even a bit early. 

Don't worry.” Dad sat in the front and I continued bouncing in the back seat. “Quit bouncing Vic, 

you're rattling the whole car.” “Sorry.” I sat still and resorted to tapping my toe. “You're going to 

wear yourself out before you get there, Victoria.” I sat still but still fidgeted every now and again. 

Once we got to the gym I ran inside. I knew I'd left my parents in the dust but I was far too hyper 

not to. “An astounding routine by Desiree Duncan! Next up is Miss Victoria Griffin.” She walked 

up. “Beat. That.” I looked at her score. 87 points. “You're on the uneven bars?” “Yup.” I chalked up 
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my hands. “Challenge accepted.” My parents sat down and gave me thumbs up. I ran to the 

trampoline, went to bounce off it but it gave out underneath me and I heard a sickening crack. A 

sharp, violent pain shot up through my leg. I fell down and hit the ground.

Everything became a blur, tears were streaming down my face from the pain. Someone ran 

over and checked me out. “Her ankle is broken. I'm not sure how bad. Someone call 911.” Desiree 

was standing off to the side smiling at me, arms crossed. I cried out as someone picked me up. “It 

hurts mum!” “I know, it's okay.” I continued holding my ankle. I was put in an ambulance. Every 

bump in the road hurt. “Where does it hurt most.” “My ankle,” I said impatiently. We pulled up to 

the hospital and they pulled me out and into a room. Then I was moved to another room for x-rays, 

then back to my room. I waited for ages until they came in with the results. “It's a spiral fracture of 

her talus or anklebone.” “How bad?” “We're going to need surgery to fix it.” My mum's head 

dropped. “Is she going to be able to.” My mum started, but was cut off by the doctor saying, “It's 

too early to tell anything about recovery.”

After waking up from the anaesthesia I felt dizzy and confused. “Whoa. Where am I?” My 

mum walked over. “It's okay you're in the hospital.” “Oh, right.” I looked down at my new cast. 

“You guys already signed my cast?” They smiled. “Figured it'd be fun.” I chuckled lightly. Thank 

you, guys. I love you.” It was boring in the hospital, and I ended up crying almost every time I 

moved. Mum brought me my laptop so I had something to do other than fidgeting since that had 

stopped being an option 3 hours prior when the painkillers wore off. The whole experience was still 

settling in I think. I wasn't upset, even though I was injured and couldn't do gymnastics for a while. 

A fresh wave of anger hit my bloodstream and made me scowl. There, now it's in.

Upon getting home I used crutches to get to my room. “The doctor says to relax, Vic.” My 

mum looked down the halls and sighed. “That does not mean do pull-ups.” I had a pull-up bar on 

my doorframe. I'd figured if my ankle was going to be weak I'd overcompensate with my arms. A 

little extra strength never hurt anyone. “Vic, come down.” “I need to move or I'm going to lose my 
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mind. I'll stop in a bit.” Dad pulled me down which resulted in me pouting. “It won't be so bad, let 

the swelling go down, then you can do some stuff. Mild activity though?” He said. I nodded and he 

put me on my bed. Mum walked off and he handed me my weights. “Go easy and don't tell your 

mum.” I smiled and nodded. I was going to do as much as I could to keep my body strong and 

recover quickly, as possible. Upon the swelling going down I was doing one footed pushup and on 

arm-one foot pushups. “Vic.” “I'm not using my bad ankle.” She groaned and sat on the floor in 

front of me. “Any discomfort and you stop, understand young lady?” I nodded. “Yes'm.” “Good.” 

She counted for me as I continued going.

My ankle did get sore so I turned on my TV and lifted weights while I kept ice on it. Dinner 

was brought to me and I ate quickly, wanting to get back to working out. Drowsiness overtook me 

and I fell asleep sometime around 10 PM. My ankle throbbing woke me at 3 AM. I took some 

painkiller then went back to bed. This was my routine for 3 weeks. Then something new came into 

my life, library volunteer duty. I had always wanted to, but my schedule had never granted the time 

required. Now it did. “What are the qualifications necessary for this?” “You put the books on this 

cart, on those shelves. You check out books, I'll teach you how to do that and you tell people to 'shh' 

if they get too loud.” “When do I start?” “Monday dearie. Nobody wants to help out these days, 

bout time I got someone in here!” She whispered. I smiled, this would give me something to do 

until I got better.

I did indeed start on Monday, and it was fun! I made it my mission to memorize the Dewy 

Decimal system so I didn't have to look at the paper, to put the books away as quickly and quietly as 

possible, and to keep the whole library in order. It was a second home to me. I spent more time 

there than I did pouting that I couldn't do gymnastics. It'd brought a new spark to my life, simple 

though it may sound, it brought me joy. I never had a dull moment, if I wasn't working I was 

reading. I got better grades and improved my math skills (a subject which I'd previously had a D- 

in) which meant a lot to me. I got to know the librarian better. (Mrs. Crab tree was a sweet and 
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sarcastic lady, aged 65 years, and had silver hair.) But then came the time to get my cast off. I was 

overjoyed. Then physical therapy came.

“I expected you to be out flipping and spinning.” Said Mrs. Crabtree. “Nope, 6½ weeks of 

physical therapy, then I can be flipping and spinning and reading and sorting books.” “How're you 

going to fit all that in?!” “I rearranged my practice schedule so on the days I'm not at practice, I'm in 

here helping.” “You did all that to be in here?” “Yeah, I wasn't going to leave my BFF hanging.” 

She smiled and teared up. “You are too good for this world Victoria.” “Aw, you softie.” We 

whispered and sorted books together for the entirety of the 6½ weeks consumed by my physical 

therapy. I honestly was going to miss spending every day in the library, but now I had two hobbies, 

I was smarter, and much stronger (I weight lifted the 1828 Webster's dictionary.) than when I'd left.

Upon my first competition's arrival, I saw Mrs. Crabtree cheering me on. I ran up the pad, 

leapt off the trampoline and grabbed the uneven bars, a triumphant smirk adorning my face. My 

mum and dad and Mrs. C cheered. I wrenched my body up and around the bars, twisting around a 

couple of times between the high and low bar. I did a backflip prior to my dismount and stuck the 

landing with that feeling of accomplishment bubbling in my chest and spilling out into a smile that 

stretched from ear to ear. Desiree was on the sidelines scowling. Her routine went through, she 

slipped and missed her landing. I cringed a bit, feeling bad for her. I knew this would mean another 

chewing out from her mother.

“Her mum was comparing her to me the whole time the coaches were talking Mrs. Crabtree! 

The whole time!” I whisper-yelled. “I know dearie, some people are pleased with nothing less than 

perfection.” “That stinks.” She nodded. “I understand. I was always compared to my elder sister. 

My sister was an actress, I am a Librarian. Guess what my mother wanted.” “Another actress?” 

“Another actress, exactly. Unbelievable.” I chuckled quietly. “I just wish she would be happy for 

Desiree. It's no fun to do this stuff when all she ever gets is criticism, that's what the judges are for.” 

I paused, stretching to reach a shelf. “Shoot! Can you grab me that stool please?” She nodded and 
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gave it to me. “You are such a perfect height.” “Really?” “Yes, the whole school makes me feel 

short! Crabby, short, old Mrs. Crabtree. All the time.” “You're not that short,” I said. “I don't feel 

that short until someone says something.” Someone darted out of the library. I frowned but ignored.

When I got to school the next day posters were everywhere. 'Shortie' 'Short stuff' all stamped 

over my picture. I cringed and walked to the library before 1st period. Mrs. Crabtree was stuffing a 

whole bunch of pictures in the trash. “What're those?” “Trash! So I'm putting them where they 

belong.” “The posters I assume?” “Yes! I wanna know who's got the nerve to do that! I'll bop them 

with my cane!” I shook my head. “I dunno. I'm sure it's someone I have beef with. No biggie.” 

“You take it better than I do. Maybe we switched brains.” She said, smiling now. “Naw. You're still 

smarter.” “You're too kind.” She replied, blushing.

We talked until I had to go, then I sat through 6 hours of classes and went to gymnastics 

practice. I did a lot of work on the uneven bars and the rings since I had a lot of upper body strength 

now. My ankle was doing much better with the physical therapy. I chalked up my hands, went to 

jump on the trampoline, and they started itching. “What the heck?” Desiree did a two fingered 

salute and walked off humming. “Oh no, you didn't.” I washed my hands, several times before it 

stopped itching. When I opened the bathroom door I became sopping wet. And then it was dark. 

“Hello?” Someone pulled a bucket off my head. It was my coach. “Hiya.” “Really?” “Um, I didn't 

know it was there, duh.” He handed me a towel. “You kids these days, dry off good then come on 

out.” I nodded and did so.

Practice actually consisted of me getting pranked 12 times all together and more 'shortie' 

posters going up. School was no different for the next week. Then I saw who was putting up the 

posters. Take a guess. If you guessed Desiree you're right. “Really, you're stooping that low? You 

know I actually felt bad for you but now you're just a pain.” She growled a bit. “All my life I've 

been compared to you. Victoria learned to walk and talk faster, Victoria can read already! Victoria's 

better at this Victoria's better at that! All. The. Time!” She snapped. “That's not my fault.” I was 
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seriously trying to figure out how it was my fault. “All I could ever think is stop being so perfect. 

Well, I found something about you that's not. You're short and other people agree.” I rolled my eyes. 

“Great so instead of doing something actually useful with your time, you're pranking me and 

putting up posters that are… supposed to bother me? Is that it?” She growled quite loudly now and 

stormed off.

“Yeah, exactly! All because I'm apparently 'too perfect'. I'm not perfect. I'm hyper, have a 

hard time focusing, mum actually wants to take me to the doctor about that. Might have ADHD. 

She's got it too you know.” Mrs. Crabtree smiled. “Sorry, rabbit trail.” She nodded. “Just a small 

one dearie. So Desiree's putting up those posters?” I nodded too. “That's just lovely.” “Do I detect a 

note of sarcasm.” I asked. “Must just be you.” Her phone rang. “Excuse me.” She walked out. “You 

will never be good enough, you will always be a loser! Okay?!” I turned around and heard 

something from the other end of the library. I saw Desiree pushing someone around. Now mind 

you, this is not a small library. It's 100 feet from one side to the other. And I saw her clear as if she 

was right before me. Also, I could hear her like she was yelling even though she was whispering.

“Desiree! Back off!” I snapped, walking up to her. “Who're you to tell me what to do?!” She 

challenged. “You can either back off or I can make you.” Poor choice of words, I thought, she is 

bigger than me, but maybe not stronger. She shoved me, hard. I was wrong! “You are weak and 

pathetic and everyone is going to know it.” “And you're just a bully! Pushing other people around 

just because you can't do anything right!” I said, growing quite mad now.The other girl looked at 

me, eyes wide. I know my voice cracked but it wasn't that bad. It's only cause she knocked the wind 

out of me. Desiree backed up. Then I felt something crack. “What did you do?!” More things 

snapped and shifted, honestly it hurt like heck. I rolled over onto my hands and knees. “Ow!” I 

squeezed my eyes shut and hoped for the stabbing pain to stop. It did and I opened my eyes. Her 

previously bright blonde hair was now a muted tone. She screamed. “Hey quit it!” She screamed 

more. The other girl was frozen solid. “Stop screaming seriously!” “She's a, it's a.” Desiree 
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stammered. “She's hurting shush.” “Snow Leopard.” The other girl filled in.

I ran off, in search of a mirror. Kids bolted to the side. “Xcuse me! Watch out! Move 

please!” I said. “And for the love of my ears stop screaming!” I slid into the girl's bathroom. I was 

indeed a snow leopard. Now I screamed a little. “Oh, my gosh, Oh my gosh, Oh my gosh, Oh my 

gosh.” Now I was back to screaming. Someone walked in and screamed. “Shut it!” She stopped. 

“You can talk? Well, it's a bit growly.” “Obviously.” I walked past her and out of school. I expected 

animal control to be on me in a second, and my life would be over forever, but I turned to a hawk. 

“Whoa, dudette. I think you're a dudette.” I turned to see a boy from my class. “Jason.” “Dudette 

can talk too. The hawk can talk and was a snow leopard a second ago. I'm losing my mind man.” 

“Trust me I feel the same way.” He blinked a couple times. “Can you hold me up so I can see if I 

can fly, I don't claw.” “Sure…” He picked me up, I jumped, flapped, and hit the ground. “Ouch.” 

“Try to wait until you get a good breeze.” He said. I did and actually flew. “Woohoo!” I shouted.

I flew for a couple of hours, before landing on a rooftop. “Nice view hmm?” I turned, well 

hopped, around and a man was standing behind me. “Hiya hawk.” “Hi.” He jumped. “That'll never 

get old.” “What the heck?!” “Yeah, it's new to me too.” Then I changed again it still hurt, but a little 

less this time. “A, a.” “Choo?” “Griffin.” I looked down. “So I am.” Someone screamed. There was 

a woman getting her purse stolen. The guy hopped, no swung, down. I changed back to a hawk and 

swooped down. “Give the lady her purse back buddy.” The man coaxed the crook. I pecked him and 

stole the purse back, then gave it to the woman. “They need to train birds for the police force, not 

those spider boys.” The man groaned. I laughed. “It's even got a sense of humour.” She said 

sweetly.

Upon getting home I decided to keep quiet. “You skipped classes today?” “I… did?” “Your 

teacher says you weren't in last period.” “No, I was not. I was helping a lady get her purse back.” 

All the while being a snow leopard, a hawk, a griffin, then a hawk again. None of which I can tell 

you because you'll put me in a mental institution. “Okay… that took a whole class period?” I 
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nodded. “Across town, I went to get lunch on my free period, saw her on the way back. That's all.” I 

pursed my lips. “An you've got feathers on your backpack.” Whoops. “There were a ton of birds out 

today. Lizzie kept joking it was the apocalypse.” “Who's Lizzie?” “Sits behind me, 7th period. I'm 

tired, going to bed, love ya.”

I sat on my bed and tried just turning one part at a time, it never worked. It seemed to be all 

or nothing. Then I tried to just do the griffin wings. “Okay. That works.” I whispered to myself. 

“AAAHHH!” “Oh, will you stop screaming!?” I shouted. “Victoria!” “What?! Oh. Surprise. Don't 

tell mum.” My dad stood and stared. “You're kidding?” “No. Don't tell mum.” “Okay, I gotta go get 

your mum.” he walked out. Except that's literally the thing I just said not to do! I opened my 

window. Sirens were blaring again. “Alright, if I could do it before, let's do it again.” I mumbled. I 

threw a hoodie and hopped out. I wanted to defend people who couldn't defend themselves. After 

seeing Desiree pushing people around for no reason I wanted to make sure that didn't happen 

anymore.

I flew out until a saw the cop cars, they were chasing a car that was swerving, speeding, and 

the passenger was shooting. I swooped down wrenched the gun from his hands, gave it to an officer 

on the side of the road and turned into a rhino in front of the car. They stopped and the cops 

surrounded them. “Oh man, we're caught!” “Gee, ya think?” The other guy said. Some officers 

walked up to me and I turned to a pigeon. I flew off, not desiring any kind of recognition. Black 

SUVs were parked in front of the house. I flew inside and crawled into bed once turning back to a 

human. People opened my door. “Miss Victoria?” “What?” I asked, trying to sound tired. “We have 

someone who wants to talk to you.” A man in a black trench coat walked in. “Hello.” “Hi.” I said 

shortly. “Miss Griffin if you decide to work with us we will provide you with housing, technology, 

protection, and companions. Does that sound interesting to you?” I nodded. “We are a government 

organisation that protects people from some of the, shall we say, larger threats?” “Okay…” He 

handed me a folder which I read through. “How's that?” “When do I start?” “Right now. Welcome 
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to the big leagues, Ms. Griffin.”

Mum and Dad walked in. “I assume she said yes?” Mom queried. He nodded. They (being 

my parents) walked over to me. “We have something to tell you.” Dad said slowly, as is trying not 

to scare me off. “Okay. Go ahead.” They both sighed a little. Dad then turned into a dog and mum a 

cat. I stared. “Surprise!” They said. “That is definitely surprising.” I said slowly. “But you can do it 

too.” They said. I blinked. How long've they been able to do that?! “I assume you have some 

questions.” Mum said, turning back to her human form. “No kidding. Like how? And how long 

have you been able to do that?!” Dad turned back and started. “A few years before you were born, 

there was an accident. Your mum and I were scientists, we worked for him.” I moved a little to look 

at him. “Okay, and?” I pushed. “We were working on a formula, it was to stabilize genetic 

mutations. Something went wrong, no one really knows exactly what happened, but it exploded 

while we were closing up for the night.” Dad said, then mum took over. “I woke up a pigeon, and he 

was a cat.” “Saying they were freaked out was an understatement.” The man in black interrupted. 

They both blushed. “Oh yeah, you can't forget to tell her about the frantic 3 AM calls trying to 

explain what was going on.” He said. I tried to contain my laughter. “Anyway, we didn't tell you A. 

because we didn't want you to freak out and B. because we didn't think you would have it. Well, 

passed on to you.” Mum finished. I nodded. “Just wow.” “You still in?” “The man asked. “Sir, I 

wouldn't miss it for the world.”


