Chapter 13

5 August 2017, 14:26 HDT; Exclusion Zone, Mount Kilauea

Sessara was a much better teacher than she thought she was.


Kell had said that the fire dragons weren’t very smart, we think all that fire in them cooks their brains he’d joked to her, but after many days among the fire dragons, Jenny had drawn an entirely different conclusion.  Fire dragons were smart.  They were very smart.  In fact, Sessara was downright intelligent.  She was learning English at a nearly supernatural rate, having mastered a vocabulary of nearly 1,000 words and grasping the tricky metaphors strewn through the language that made it so hard for people to learn.  English was a language of relatively simple rules grammatically speaking, but it was a minefield of idioms, words with multiple meanings whose only means of reasoning out which meaning applied was context, and a truly vast vocabulary of words that had multiple meanings on top of that.  Sessara had the grammatical skills of a four year old, capable of smooth sentence structure, and was now able to follow English conversation more or less, puzzling out the meaning of words she didn’t know by the context of how they were used with words whose meanings she did.

Four years of learning in a little over a month.  That demonstrated just how smart Sessara was.


What made them seem not quite so smart was that, like many humans, they were ruled by their emotions.  They were impulsive and short-tempered, very aggressive, and often acted before thinking things entirely through.  They also had a somewhat simplistic world view that dealt with their social custom of being a race of gang members…literally.  Fire dragon society was a hierarchy where the strong ruled the weak, where bullying wasn’t just commonplace, it was expected, a society of “king of the mountain” where the top dragon enjoyed all the spoils of his station, but only so long as he or she could hold it.  Sessara maintained her position mainly through the threat of violence against the other dragons.  And they were all afraid of Sessara, even the wyrms.


Not because she was a powerful dragon or a nasty fighter, but because she was the best magician among the fire dragons.  Her magic made up for her lack of size when she squared off against the wyrms, capable of many spells outside of the usual fire dragon sphere of destructive magicks, and with a sound education in magic and magical application.


Hatch, the Hunter’s resident nerd, likened the fire dragons to Klingons.  That made Jenny laugh, at least until Hatch explained Klingons to her.  In the Star Trek shows, they were seen as warmongering savages, but in reality, they had a rich culture that included opera, literature, and science.  It was just that their love of the glory of battle and their willingness to die for their cause poisoned the view of others against them.  In that sense, Jenny could agree, sort of.  It wasn’t that the fire dragons weren’t intelligent, it was just that their social customs made them look brutish.


If one wanted to prove just how smart a fire dragon could be, one just had to say the word football.  Sessara knew everything about football, players, stats, rules, its history…she could even name the winner of every single Superbowl since they began, and could name the winners of the championship games they played before it became known as the Superbowl all the way back to the beginning.  She knew as much about legendary players like Jim Brown and Bart Starr as she did about current players, like Andrew Luck or Jacob Weathers.  She followed college football as well, but mainly as a means of assessing players that would enter the NFL, where other dragons were more inclined towards the NCAA than they were the NFL.  Her knowledge of football was vast and complete, always at the tip of her tongue to unleash her encyclopedic knowledge in the many debates that raged among the fire dragons about their favorite sport, debates that, surprisingly enough, never erupted into violence no matter how vociferously the dragons were arguing about some obscure statistic.


Watching the first preseason game with Sessara and several other dragons was an experience.  Sessara  would be an amazing coach, analyzing what she saw on the field like a general and picking it apart, and half the game turned into a running debate among the fire dragons about which defensive schemes the Colts should use as the Redskins let their different quarterbacks take turns leading the offense, and vice versa, then rating the play of virtually every player that had played the game to determine who would get cut and who would make the roster.  After the game, Jenny watched the ESPN postgame and heard almost everything she’d heard from the fire dragons coming out of the analyst’s mouths.


The other thing that had gotten weird to her was how…normal it felt now, coming to the exclusion zone and interacting with dragons.  All the Hunters had agreed to that, how it just felt like coming to work, joking with their friends among the fire dragons, learning about magic from Sessara, even playing with the hatchlings.  Greg and Davie arrived every day just after lunch to learn about magic, and in the ultimate example of how comfortable she was now, she never worried about Davie as he wandered around the place.  The fire dragons kept an eye on him, herded him in the opposite direction if he got too close to the lava flows, taught him draconic, and the fire dragon hatchlings didn’t bully Davie the way they bullied each other.  Actually, at first they tried to stay away from him, mainly because their mothers had warned them not to hurt the human hatchling, and fire dragons were very rough when they played.  But Davie could be very determined.  He’d decided he wanted to make friends with the “dragon babies,” as he called them, and he worked his way into their social circles with an affable personality.  Because of that, they sort of adopted Davie as a mascot, and they always welcomed him among them as they played their games, where he most often served as the scorekeeper since he was too small to really play with them. 

Davie wasn’t playing right now, he was sitting in front of Sessara, listening to her with rapt attention as the Hunters clustered around her, along with Private Kevin Winters, U.S. Army, only 18 and on his first duty assignment after finishing initial MOS training as an MP.  He was the only one that Sessara tested in her blind study experiment that had magical aptitude, just one out of 23.  That fact caused Sessara to conclude that it was blind luck that put all these magicians in one place.  Jenny, however, wanted to look more into the subject, mainly to try to figure out how twelve magicians somehow all ended up on the same elite government law enforcement agency, when no human had any inkling of magic.  Was there some kind of outside force at work?  Or was Yancy himself a magician, who had picked his team based on hunches that were in fact grounded in his latent magical abilities?

It was something to consider, at least when she had the time. 


Arlen and Jenny had excused themselves from the lesson about sensing the power of magic for a brief time, giving the daily briefing to President Walker.  One of the other fire dragon females, Gressa, sat on her haunches behind them, looking at the monitor that showed Walker’s face.  Sessara had been learning English quickly, but Gressa was the best English speaker among the dragons, having a natural aptitude for the language and spending more time than the others pestering the Hunters for lessons.  Gressa was also one of the fire drakes that almost always sat in on the magic training, for she was probably the third best magician among the adult females.  Where Sessara sounded like a four year old, Gressa had the English language skills of a second grader.  She wasn’t entirely fluent, but she could easily hold a conversation as long as the human didn’t use exotic words.

All that, in a month and a half.  If that didn’t demonstrate that the fire dragons were far more intelligent than even their dragon cousins believed, nothing did.

The fire dragons had been remarkably forthcoming about some things that Jenny would have thought they’d keep a secret.  They’d told them about the failure of the scions, with three of them having failed, and the discontent it was causing to ripple through all the dragon societies, not just the fire dragons.  This had turned into something serious, a definite pattern of failing magic, and since it concerned Jenny and the Hunters due to their magical aptitude, they’d been told about it.


It was that subject Gressa addressed to President Walker, speaking amazingly good English for someone who had only started learning it a month and a half ago.  “The chromatics have been sending out messages for the last week, honored President,” she explained.  “They’re trying to arrange a, how do you say…summit?  Summit, yes.  Bring the sages among the magic-using dragon races together to discuss the problem, chromatic, fire, water, and sky.”


“Any word on if it’s going to happen?” Walker asked.


“It will,” she replied.  “We will keep our young here, but Sessara and a few others of us will return to the island to discuss the matter.  It is this she wished you to know.  We will be gone some number of days, but we will leave competent rulership in our place.  Frazza.”


“I don’t like Frazza,” Jenny said darkly.  “She’s a bitch.”


“She is the only one that will keep the others in check without Sessara here,” Gressa told her evenly.  “Only Sessara doesn’t fear her.”


“This might be the opportunity to bring in that sociologist we promised to interview the dragons,” Walker mused.  “Since things will settle down some with the fire dragon sages off island.”


“We were thinking the same thing, mister President,” Arlen nodded.


“Did you choose one?”


He nodded.  “Professor Martin Mickelson, U.C. Berkeley,” he replied.


“Well, since preseason started, the fire dragons certainly won’t be bored,” Jenny chuckled.


“Yes!  The Hall of Fame game was most fun to watch,” Gressa nodded with a smile.  “But the real game is this weekend!”


“Oh, right, the Dragons play their first preseason game against the Seahawks,” Walker chuckled.  “Did you get all those banners and flags up?”

“Oh yes,” Gressa grinned.  “We wanted to ask for special food for the game.  Snacking food?”


“Snack food,” Jenny corrected.  “But I’m not sure I want to pump all that sugar into the hatchlings and let them loose.  It could be a disaster.”


Walker laughed.  “Anything else you needed to pass along, Gressa?”


“No, honored President,” she answered.  “Your tribute has been generous, and because of that, we have no demands.”

“Very well, then, thank you for your time, Gressa.  I need to speak with Jenny and Arlen a moment.”


“Of course.  Make it quick, you two, Sessara gets impatient when you shirk her lessons.”


After Gressa returned to the magic lesson, sitting beside Davie and leaning down to look at what Sessara was drawing on the ground, Jenny turned back to the monitor.  “So, things are still stalemated on their island outside of that?” Walker asked.


“As far as we know, Mister President,” Arlen replied.  “Sessara gets messages from Hirrag, the other fire dragon council member, and nothing indicates there’s any changes.”


“Hmm.  Any new security breaches?”


“Not since yesterday,” Arlen replied.  “Just another reporter trying to sneak up here.  What about the Chinese?  Anything new that hasn’t reached my desk yet?”


“Screaming louder and louder,” he replied with a grunt.  “Publicly, they’re all but accusing us of holding the fire dragons prisoner.  Privately, their diplomats are all but threatening economic sanctions if we don’t give them access.  I’ve never seen them this bull-headed about anything. I almost believe they’re willing to cause a global recession just to bully us into getting their way.”


“Well, didn’t you want to start that initiative to lessen our dependence on Chinese trade?” Arlen asked.


Walker chuckled.  “I certainly did, so I’m inclined tell them to stick their demands up their asses,” he remarked.  “I could even turn around and hit them over the head with that currency policy.”

They finished up with some minor points, then Arlen left to go to his field office.  He was still the Secretary of State, and while this was slightly important, he still had all his other work to do.  Jenny wandered over to the lesson, which was mainly for Davie, listening to her explain the currents of magic in ways Davie would understand.


But both Sessara and Gressa stopped and looked up, concern on their faces.  “What is it?” she asked in draconic.


“A sky dragon, and not hiding itself,” Gressa replied.

Jenny looked up, and she saw it.  The huge wings made it unmistakable; it was indeed a sky dragon.  Long and whip-like, with that slender body and spindly limbs designed to snatch prey in their talons rather than carry its weight on the ground, the sky dragon descended slowly, almost lazily, from almost directly over them.  When the dragon got closer, she recognized him; it was Hinado!


“Hinado!” Jenny called, waving to him.  Where had he been?  Sessara had been looking for him, Hirrag had been looking for him, they said that the water dragons had been looking for him…everyone had been looking for him!  And now he finally shows up?


He landed lightly just in front of Sessara, who was giving him a curious look.  They chattered at each other in draconic, far too fast for her to make out more than a word here and there, then Hinado’s glowing blue eyes looked down at her.  “Jenny,” he nodded.


“Where have you been?” she demanded in draconic.


“Busy,” he replied, giving her a slight smile.  “Your draconic is much better.”


“She makes me practice,” she replied, pointing at Sessara.  “Busy with what?”


“Watching,” he replied. He started chattering with Sessara, and Gressa brought her head low to translate, her English losing some of its polish as she was forced to translate quickly.  “Sky dragons getting mad at chromatics,” she relayed.  “Soon Hinado try to take control back, when they get very mad, when they listen again.  Sessara tell him of summit, say three scions fail.  Hinado say he go too.  Banish or no, if scions fail, serious problem.  Must talk.”

“Do you think the chromatics would let him?” Jenny asked quietly.


“Not their concern.  Between Hinado and sky elders,” she replied.  “Sky elders maybe beg him come back, Hinado very smart, good leader.  This no time for dragons to fight each other.”  She listened.  “Sessara tell him of all humans here with magic.  Hinado very surprised so many in one place.”  Hinado looked to Jenny, and she understood what he said.  “Can I stay here until Sessara leaves?”

“Of course!” she replied in draconic.  “All dragons welcome here, Hinado!  Want to talk to you!”

“And I want to talk to you,” he agreed.  “Much to discuss.  Much to teach,” he noted, glancing over at the other Hunters, and the deer-in-the-headlight look of Private Kevin Winters.  “All of them?”

“All of them,” Sessara nodded.


“Curious.  Very curious,” he said.  “Come, Sessara.  Tell me what they’ve learned, so I know where to start.”


“I’m glad of it, I’m not a good teacher,” she admitted.  “You’re much better suited.”


14 August 2017, 17:39 DMT; The Library of Camelot

The word had already spread through every library like wildfire.  The fifth scion had failed.

That was a shock.  A real shock.  Only two days ago, they’d heard about the fourth scion failing, and it had only been 5 days from that that the third had failed.  The fifth scion had failed just two days after the fourth.  And after writing down the dates they had failed, she saw that they were failing faster and faster.  Nearly a month after the first, fourteen days after the second, five days after the third, and only two days after the fourth.  Each failure was less than half the time of the previous.  If they continued to fail in that pattern, then the sixth would fail tomorrow, and the last three would fail on the very next day within hours of one another.

That was five of the nine scions, gone.  And the island was now in full-blown panic.


Panic enough to bring the sages of the dragon races back to the island.  Despite the discord between the races, the failure of the scions was so important, so grave, that four water dragons and three fire dragons had arrived the day before, as well as all the members of the dragon council, including the banished sky drake, Hinado.  They were here to pool their knowledge with the chromatics and try to understand what was happening, and once they determined the cause, try to correct it.

It left the Library of Camelot virtually deserted.  This library was the repository of most of the non-magical books the chromatics kept, books on history, science, even fiction and other entertainment books, as well as many human tomes the earth dragons had brought from human lands that the chromatics filed, because a book was a book, though earth dragons weren’t allowed in the library.  Earth dragons kept their own libraries in their villages.  Almost every chromatic was in the other libraries, reading anything and everything they could get their claws on, studying and researching like crazy to see if anyone could find anything that might lead them to the truth behind the crisis.  Even the academy was engaged in the effort, though they were needed more for their manual labor than their magical knowledge.  Those libraries needed librarians, after all.

She was already a librarian, but instead of working in her own library, they had sent her here to run the Library of Camelot by herself…which was very easy when she had no patrons to cater.  So, since she only had to fetch books for herself, well, she had plenty of spare time.  She had been assigned to Camelot just yesterday, replacing the entire library staff so they could serve in the much busier libraries.  It let her research the historical journals she’d been curious to read, reading a little about pre-modern draconic history. Humans considered it ancient history, but since recorded dragon history went back some 18,000 years, 3,000 years ago wasn’t all that far in the past.


What she learned was…disjointed.  Incomplete.  Further research did tend to support Athena’s observations about draconic behavior in that time period.  The earth dragons were very shy and reclusive, and the other dragons defended them with nearly unreasoning violence, even chromatics.  The texts didn’t go very deeply into this behavior, obviously written at the time and done so with a basic frame of historical reference that modern dragons lacked.  The dragons back then knew why they did it, and considered it such basic common knowledge that the idea of recording it for posterity had seemed ridiculous to them.

Her research had pinpointed the only real changes in historical reference she could find, and that coincided with the dragons withdrawing from human lands and human civilization.  One historian, a chromatic named Veldela, had a private journal in the library that conveyed her sense of betrayal and outrage over the humans turning against them.  We, who gave them so much, who taught them, nurtured them, considered them as our very friends, have been betrayed on every level by the humans, she wrote.  The Pope has declared us to be demonspawn, the agents of Satan and enemy to all mankind, and even worse, he has ordered the complete excisement of dragons from their records, from their very history, to hide the contributions the chromatics have provided mankind, even the very church.  Do they forget so quickly that it was the chromatics that helped build their basilica?  That magic placed the works of art on their walls, their ceiling, that shaped the statues of their virgin Mary and Christ the Holy Redeemer they so revere within the nave?  Magic infuses all of Rome, will they burn Rome to the ground now?

That was curious to read, but it was the story of Camelot itself that got her attention as the point where the earth dragons began to change.  It had several versions in multiple history books, but they all agreed on certain points.  The earth dragons had built Camelot out of respect for Arthur, some kind of deep friendship the earth dragons of Britain had for the monarch, but had also declared that Camelot would only stand so long as Arthur’s line sat upon the throne.  After Arthur was assassinated by a female assassin hired by his half-sister, and one of his trusted knights betrayed him and killed both Arthur’s wife and children to assume the throne for himself, the earth dragons attacked Camelot, slaughtered the legendary Knights of the Round Table, impaled Lancelot the Betrayer on one of their tail spikes and left him in the courtyard, then they tore the entire city of Camelot down.  That displaced thousands of civilians and townsfolk, who spread the story of how the earth dragons, the shy, reclusive, gentle earth dragons, had gone berserk and tore Camelot down to such a degree that they even pulled up the foundations of the buildings and carried away the stones so as to deny humanity anything that had ever been part of Camelot.  The only thing they left was a hideous scene of dead knights, their heads all taken off and laid in a great circle around what had once been the courtyard, a grim mockery of the Round Table.  The bodies of Arthur and his family had been spirited away by the earth dragons, and then the earth dragons abandoned Britain completely, moving into what was now Denmark, Sweden, and Norway.


Only one knight survived the slaughter, because he was off on a quest.  Sir George of the Gray vowed revenge on the dragons for their destruction of Camelot, and became known in both human and dragon history as Saint George, the Dragonslayer.  George had managed to kill five dragons before being killed himself, using cunning and steel weapons to slay five fire dragons, the first three of which were attacked by ambush, thinking that humans were still their friends, which the dragons considered to be the paramount of cowardice.

What had caused the earth dragons to do something so violent, she pondered.  It seemed much unlike what the histories said of them.  What could have driven a race of pacifists to act in such a barbaric fashion?


But that was the turning point.  There were no mention of attitudes towards the earth dragons among their cousin changing in the histories, but it was when the humans started to turn against the dragons.  News of the destruction of Camelot spread across Europe, and from what she’d read, it started a series of events that eventually led to the church declaring that dragons were the enemies of mankind, and that led to the ultimate self-imposed exile of the dragons to the island.


Like most chromatic libraries, the master list of books wasn’t easy to find.  The librarians were the ones that kept the books in order, were expected to know every book in their library and where it was, and it was a measure of control the librarians exercised to not let others know as much as they did.  Such secrecy was commonplace in chromatic society, where chromatics kept secrets from each other.  So, for a librarian not assigned to this library, she knew how to find books due to the filing system, but she didn’t know what books they had.   It required her to dig around quite a bit, peruse the titles in a section to find the book most aligned with what she wanted to learn.  So, she was a bit surprised when she came across a book about magic in the historical section.  The title on the spine was almost always an abridged version of the actual title, for chromatics tended to be very literal about naming their books.  The spine read Magical History of Atlantis, but the full title read The Rise and Fall of Atlantis:  A Comprehensive History of Magical City of Atlantis From Birth to Death.


Intrigued, she took the book out and found that it probably hadn’t been read in a thousand years. The librarians kept it in decent condition, but a librarian could tell when a book wasn’t read regularly due to the stiffness of the spine and pages.  The filing code told her that there was another copy of this book in the Library of Atlantis, which probably explained why this particular book wasn’t used as much.  She took it over to the reading table and opened it, finding an illustration of an earth dragon on the first page, the title and author just under it.  That meant that an earth dragon had written this book.  The dragon’s name had been Kem, and from the preface, had been the only earth dragon in Atlantis when the disaster destroyed it, there to study history.  Several other books written by Kem were listed on the inner page, mainly dealing with more detailed studies of both human and draconic history that were before Kem’s time.  Kem’s foreword told her that he had thought it would be a good rounding out of the historical record to tell the story of the magical city from a frame of reference of those who had built it…and then unbuilt it.  Atlantis had fallen while Kem was there researching other historical subjects, and he had been one of the earth dragons that had disassembled the city to deny it to the barbarians that roamed what is now southern coastal Spain, south of Portugal.

She started to read the book, more out of honest curiosity than a need to research her own subject, learning more about Atlantis in a few hours than she’d learned in years in lectures in history in academy.  She learned how the great magicians of the era had decided that creating a single place to pool their knowledge would benefit magic as a whole, but such a place had to be built the right way, magical in design and complementing magical forces…and that meant earth dragons.  The chromatics had secured the cooperation of five different villages of earth dragons, and they came together and raised the city using only the best materials; the most pristine marbles, the richest granites, the city built in three concentric circles that would help influence magical forces used within the city.  The earth dragons built at its center a grand library that rivaled such wonders as the Colossus of Rhodes, the Hanging Gardens, even the great palaces of the Egyptian pharaohs, a true architectural marvel of sweeping towers and towering walls.  After it was built, it became the greatest repository of magical lore ever brought together, the fabled Library of Eternity; the chromatic council chambers had taken on that name for its sages to honor that lost library.

Kem described a day in the life of an average citizen, which he told with an attention to detail that almost made her seem to be transported back to that legendary place and become Tevak the Merchant, one of the many non-magical humans that dwelled in Atlantis due to the fact that it was probably the best place for a merchant to ply his trade.  Tevak was a modestly successful businessman, a Moor by ancestry but much more cultured than his barbarian cousins, who dealt in textiles; cloth, dyes, raw wool, carpets, and tapestries.  He wasn’t a citizen of the city, so he couldn’t call himself an Atlantean, but he had lived there for most of his life.  In fact, most of the residents of the city weren’t citizens, for only a magician could be a citizen.  Kem described an average day in Tevak’s life, from spending his early morning at the baths, where much business was conducted, to visiting his two shops to make sure things were running smoothly, then a day visiting other merchants to maintain friendships, do business, and make new contacts.  Evenings were spent with the family, his two wives and five children, playing his citaran, occasionally entertaining guests, and from time to time they would go to parties thrown by other merchants.  Once a month, however, there was a festival of sorts in the center of the city, a night celebrating the full moon where the inhabitants of the city would bring food to share with their neighbors and eat under the moonlight, creating a strong sense of community that didn’t exist in most cities of the era.

Then, Kem described the disaster.  He’d been there when it happened, so his writing was very detailed.  He wrote that first there was an earthquake, a powerful earthquake that shook down anything in the city that the earth dragons didn’t build, and just as the city was in a full-blown panic some ten minutes after the temblor eased, a wall of water some 50 kaddams high—that was about 42 dram—slammed into the city.  The tidal wave was created by the earthquake, and it washed virtually anything that couldn’t fly either inland at the vanguard of the wave or out to sea as the waves washed in and out, each one building on the last, until the entire coast was underwater and the only parts of the city above the roaring, building waves were the towers and the library.  Kem himself had ridden out the tidal waves clinging to the side of the library, climbing up the side just as the first wave roared down the river and into the shallow lakebed upon which the city had been built, then sitting on the top with several other dragons, watching in horror until a sky dragon happened to come to the area and pick Kem up and lift him into the safety of the air…because there was nowhere else to take him and he wanted to stay near the city so he could help once the water receded.


That took almost the full day, and when the water finally drained back down the river and back to the sea, there was nothing but mud-choked devastation left behind.  Most of the smaller buildings had been scoured away, leaving only the dragon-built walls and major buildings.  The tidal waves had killed nearly the entire population of the city, the only survivors those few that managed to reach the Library of Eternity, but the magical protections of the library held, keeping the tidal wave out and saving the books and scrolls.

Then there was the aftermath.  The city had been decimated, and to the east, tens of thousands of Moorish barbarians were gathering, eager to plunder the remains of the city.  What was worse was that the city’s geography and geology had been ravaged by the earthquake and tidal waves, making the entire city unstable and unsafe.  The entire area had sunk during the earthquake, enough for water to start to collect in the ancient lakebed in which the city had been built, which would place the entire city under 10 kaddams of water once the water levels stabilized.  The dragons decided that the city was beyond salvaging, and it would take too much repair to restore the city…and after what had happened, with the ghastly loss of life, it was decided that Atlantis was best left in their memories.  Earth dragons were brought to the ruins of the city, and they bent to the task of taking the city apart just as their ancestors had built it a thousand years before, as the flying dragons gathered up the books, scrolls, and magical treasures in the Library of Eternity and spiriting them away to the east, taking them to what would eventually be known as Alexandria, and those tomes would be part of the Great Library that had once stood there.  The earth dragons took the city apart all the way down to the foundations, stacking the stone along the edges of the lakebed, and once they were done, they returned to their homes to leave the stone for the barbarians to use as they saw fit…for the stone was the only thing they would get.

Referring to maps of the area the earth dragons had gleaned in their ventures into human lands, she saw that the area that had once been Atlantis was now a wetland, uninhabited by humans.  Atlantis, the greatest city in the history of both human and dragon kind…reduced to a swamp.  Such a pity.

And it answered her question as to why they simply didn’t repel the barbarians and rebuild the city, which would have been easy for dragons.  If the entire area had been sunk, turned into a swamp, that would make it a very bad place to put a city, especially in those ancient times.  Swamps bred diseases, and those would have decimated the human population.


She closed the book, thoughtful and even a little entertained.  She hadn’t been studying the subject, but it had been a good book to read, and she had learned a great deal even as Kem’s easy, personable writing style had kept her entertained.


But, it wasn’t what she was here to study.  She dug back into the stacks, searching for books that would explain when and how things changed for the dragons in the 15th millennium, how earth dragons had turned from gentle to savage and the other dragons’ opinions of them mirrored their descent into barbarism.  However, she learned after digging for a while that books on earth dragons were very rare, so rare that it seemed…wrong.  Certainly someone had decided to study earth dragons, as Athena had done.  Someone had to have documented the fall of earth dragon society from their fateful actions at Camelot up until the creation of their island, of Draconia.  And yet, nothing.  No books on earth dragons, not even from before Camelot, no books on what happened to them, no books on what happened to everyone else.  Just dusty history books documenting the increasing hostility of humanity to the dragons up until the Pope declared them the enemies of men and eradicated all mention of dragons and their contributions from human history, as thoroughly as the ancient Egyptians had eradicated the memory of convicted criminals and tyrants.


She slowed to a stop, and realized something.  That was just impossible.  There had to be books like that.  For dragons not to document something was unusual, but to not document something so momentous as a fundamental shift in the entire culture and society of the earth dragons?


Impossible.  Absolutely impossible.


There were, however, little bits and pieces in the books that were there.  One book about the early Catholic church had a single paragraph about earth dragons, mainly the church’s condemnation of the earth dragons after they destroyed Camelot, then the ascension of a Pope that had been in Camelot when the earth dragons attacked it.  That Pope, the book read, had secretly tried to kill off the earth dragons, but had found that all the earth dragon villages the church knew about had been abandoned, and the earth dragons had retreated into inaccessible places.  Another book mentioned the earth dragons only briefly, just before the dragons retreated to their island, mentioning the Vikings finding earth dragon villages deep in what was now Scandinavia and opening relations with them…until the Catholic Church made headways into Viking territory.

Again, it was strange.  The only books here that mentioned anything about the earth dragons or that time were only ones that told her how evil the church was.  No books about what was going on over in Asia or down in Africa, no books about the Eastern Roman Empire, just book after book denouncing the church and what they did to the dragons.


She may be a young dragon, but she knew propaganda when she saw it.  Every book in the historical section supported what she’d been taught, and there was not a single book in the library that offered any alternate viewpoints…not even books about anything else happening.  If the library was to be believed, the rest of the world didn’t exist outside of Europe between the time of the fall of Camelot and the retreat of the dragons to their isolated Pacific island. Perhaps nobody else bothered to document outside of Europe because that was where everything was happening concerning the dragons, but she rather doubted it.  Some dragon would have visited Constantinople, or Damascus, or Persia, or perhaps India and China, with whom the sky dragons especially had contact because they could fly that kind of distance much faster than any other dragon.

So, someone was hiding something…and given the chromatic bent for secrecy, it had to be her elders.  What exactly were they trying to hide?  And for what purpose?


She replaced the book in the shelf after making some notes in her journal, pausing a moment to wonder at what was going on up on Council Aerie at that moment.  The banished sky drake was back, as were all the original council members save the earth dragons and the sky wyrm that was killed.  There was only one subject, of course…the magic crisis.  Part of her wished she could be up there, to be that important…but another part of her rather liked being alone in a library full of books, to have almost the leisure to peruse at her whim, to read books that were almost frivolous.  To relax, just a tiny bit, if only for an afternoon of light reading.

Something she suspected would be in very short supply on the island, for some time to come.


14 August 2017, 20:01 DMT; Sanctuary City

Kell had never courted a female before, but he found courting one that lived in his burrow with him…weird.


It wasn’t entirely unheard of.  Often, the hired worker in a family had lots of contact with the family, and as such courtships often blossomed from friendships.  But on another level, Kell felt a certain sense of expectation surrounding his courtship of Kammi.  For one, everyone in the family adored her, from his siblings all the way to Keth.  She fit well in the burrow, babysitting the hatchings and capable of both being someone they could wrestle with and someone that could make them obey her at the same time, providing companionship for Kanna, able to hold her own in debate with the wise Keth, and of course, she and Kell had the same job, so they had a great deal in common.  Kammi almost seemed like she’d lived in the burrow with them for years sometimes, and she was completely comfortable with them as much as they were with her.

Courtship did have some requirements.  First and foremost, the two dragons had to spend every possible moment they could together, because that was one way they could figure out if they were compatible enough to spend the rest of their lives together.  But one of the parts that made it weird for him, and probably for her too, were the talks.  Kell had to more or less bare his soul to Kammi and her to him, sharing secrets and shames, victories and defeats, strengths and weaknesses.  Both dragons were expected to keep what they learned about their intended in the strictest confidence—it was actually illegal to divulge information learned in courtship—but again, what made it weird was that he was sharing secrets with someone he worked with in the department.  If their courtship failed, and the strong majority of them did, he’d have to deal with Kammi on a daily basis.  That put a little strain on things, because they had to make sure they stayed friends even if they found that they weren’t compatible lifemates, but since it was something that both of them understood, it did make it a little easier.  He was fairly sure they’d be even better friends even if their courtship failed, but the disappointment that would be prevalent in the burrow would make it a little hard on them, as well as the fact that they’d be living together in the same burrow after the courtship failed.

Well, for a little while.  If things fell through, Kell would dig out his own burrow.  He’d lived by himself before all this started, he’d go back to it.


But, so far, their courtship had gone very well.  Kell and Kammi were good friends, and their talks were engaging, occasionally silly, but always entertaining.  Kell had Kammi pegged in that she was a young drake with a mischievous streak and maybe just a little hatchling in her, but that also made her a lot of fun.  She was a drake that found a good mock fight as much fun as sitting around talking perl or java.  Kell was much more sober and mature than she, but she never let him put on aires, teasing and baiting him into acting as immature as his hatchling siblings from time to time.

Kanna, of course, was already completely convinced that Kammi was going to be Kell’s lifemate, completely ignoring the fact that few courtships ended in a lifemating, and even fewer first courtships did.  Kell sometimes felt that Kammi was getting far more information about him than he was getting about her, because Kanna was spilling all the secrets of his youth, even braving her powerful emotions to tell Kammi about the day Kell’s brothers had died, killed in a fall from the side of the volcano.  The two of them had snuck off during chores to climb what they called Hanging Rock, which was a boulder jutting out of the slope of the volcano.  But the boulder was a piece of stone that had rolled down the slope when the volcano formed and settled in ash that compressed into brittle rock, and the two juvenile earth dragons had weighed too much.  Their weight pulled the boulder free, and they’d been killed in the fall off the cliff as the boulder took them with it, literally rolled over them as they climbed up the side, which never gave them even a chance to jump free and try to glide to safety.  That had happened at the extreme north corner of the farm, and Kanna would not come within eyesight of where his brothers’ bodies had been found, not even now.  Keth had to do all the work on the north slope tract, because Kanna would not set paw on it.  The boulder had been torn up and removed, both to get it out of the tract and because Kanna could see it from the burrow, and just seeing it made her fall to pieces.  They’d even gone to the length of patching the gaping hole in the side of the volcano so the empty socket of the boulder wouldn’t remind her of her lost children.

Earth dragons were very attached to their hatchlings, because of their very slow reproduction cycle.  But, when a female did lay eggs, she always laid either two or three, and she laid three 90% of the time.  Only once in Kell’s memory had a female laid any number other than two or three, and that was when Jedra laid four eggs…and only one of them hatched.  Kammi was actually rather rare in that she was from a clutch of two, her and her brother, and her parents had not had any luck since producing another clutch.

The whole city knew that Kell and Kammi were intended, and they’d been plotting in secret along with Kanna to make sure it happened, it seemed.  Ferroth suddenly couldn’t schedule them any other way but on the same shift, often in the same room, maximizing their time together.  Jukra had decided that Kammi needed to be there whenever Kell trained drakes in underwater digging, and Fredda made sure that any time Kell was over at the thermal plant learning more about industrial power, Kammi was right there with him.

But, he didn’t mind all that much.  He did like Kammi, and they had fun together, even when they were working.


What he did mind, or more to the point, what was starting to worry him, was just how alike she was getting to him.


Yesterday, one of her spikes fell out.  This wasn’t uncommon, sometimes spikes just fell out on their own, especially if they were very old.  But the half-grown crystal that replaced it was clear, just like the spike in his tail.  She was growing a shanker, and she didn’t throw all of her spikes to incite it.  She was quite surprised about it, surprised enough for them to visit the apothecary, a healer among earth dragons who used herbal remedies and natural cures rather than healing magic…because earth dragons couldn’t use magic.  The job of apothecary was actually fairly easy, because of earth dragon physiology.  They were very hard to injure, and if they were injured, they healed very fast.  They could even regrow lost limbs and teeth, their bodies regenerating back to health if they had enough time, at least when they were young.  An earth dragon’s regenerative powers faded as they aged.  Kell was young enough to regrow a lost limb, but Keth was not.  So what apothecaries did was just ensure that conditions were optimal for an earth dragon to heal himself, deal with pain and any possible infections, and treat the occasional illness.

Kell was sitting beside her as the apothecary, Foll, studied Kammi’s tail with a glass.  “Interesting, but nothing so dire to bring to me over,” he declared.


“Well, it’s unusual because I didn’t throw all my spikes before it grew in,” she told him, looking back behind herself.


“That’s not necessary to grow the occasional aberrant spike,” he chided.  “Fairly rare, of course, but not necessary.  Does the socket tingle any?”


“Nope.  Feels just like growing any other spike,” she replied, shifting her tail slightly.


“Then you’ll be just fine.  You can either loose it once it’s grown enough to come off its anchor, or you can keep it like your friend here has with his.”


Kell glanced at his own tail and chuckled.  “I’m kinda used to it,” he said.  “If anything, it makes me easy to identify from a distance,” he chuckled.

“It looks grown enough to loose, if you want to get rid of it.”


“Oh, I know it is,” he replied, extending and spreading his spikes, and the clear one did as well.  When a drake could extend a spike, it meant it had come off its anchor and it could be thrown.  “But like I said, I’m sorta used to it now.  My younger siblings think that it looks neat.”


“Well, they can gawk at mine when it grows in,” Kammi grinned, flourishing the tip of her tail a bit.  Where Kell’s odd spike was square in the center, Kammi’s clear spike was growing at the very tip of her tail, the last one in the middle row.


“Such a copycat,” Kell teased.


“Oh, as if I could make this happen!” she shot back.


“You two can fight somewhere outside of my shop,” Foll said lightly.  “If you have any strange tingling or pain in your socket, come back.  But if you don’t, don’t worry about it,” he told her.


They left the apothecary’s shop and burrow, which were down on the lower levels not far from the water tube’s entrance, chatting idly as they headed back for the department.  They were aware that the council had come back, as well as some other dragons, and they were all up on Council Aerie at that very moment, discussing the failure of the scions and pooling their knowledge as to why it happened.  It was a serious concern of theirs, because if all the scions failed, the earth dragons would have no viable means to get off the island in an emergency.  They’d either have to swim or rely on sky dragons to carry them, and that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon.  If there was some kind of major disaster so extreme it would force a mass evacuation, the only way the earth dragons might survive it would be if the water dragons helped them swim to one of the two nearby uninhabited islands…or in Kell’s family’s case, swim there on their own, or maybe even swim to Hawaii.  Kell could easily make it, and he was fairly sure that Keth and Kanna could, so it would come down to the hatchlings and Kammi.


Damn it all, now he was doing it, just automatically grouping Kammi in with his family.


They climbed the ramp up to the department, and it was fairly busy despite the late hour.  The department ran at all times, and while the evening and night shifts didn’t have as many drakes on duty.  Ferroth was there, along with Anthra and Geon, which was why Kell decided to drop by before going back home.  “Any word on what’s going on up there?” he asked as they entered the main office.


“None yet, Sella and Ralla haven’t reported in,” Geon replied.  “What we’ve learned so far is that they expect the next scion to fail tomorrow.”


“Tomorrow?” Kammi gasped.


“If the pattern holds, the next scion will fail a little past nine tomorrow morning,” Anthra replied.  “And the last two will both fail by noon the day after tomorrow.”

“I can’t believe they’d fail so fast,” Kammi breathed.


“And nobody knows why,” Kell grunted.


“Nobody,” Anthra nodded.  “One of the things I asked Sella to find out is when they believe the cloaking magic that hides the island will fail.  If we lose that, then we’re going to be very vulnerable.  They’ll spot the island with the first satellite pass, and we might have ships anchored off our shore within days.”


“That’ll be a disaster waiting to happen,” Ferroth grunted.  “I don’t much like the idea of any fishing boat that can get out here running down to either gawk at the dragons or take pot shots at us with high powered rifles.”


“Well, not us, but it still wouldn’t be a very good thing,” Kammi said.  “We may need the water dragons to take steps.”


“Yeah, and sinking a bunch of invading ships might be seen as an act of war.  Or an excuse to invade,” Kell reasoned.


“They’re the ones invading our territorial waters.  We have as much right to defend our three miles as anyone else.”


“But that depends on if we’re recognized as a sovereign state,” Ferroth pointed out.  “If some country just decides we’re an island there for the taking, what are we going to do, complain to the U.N.?”


“That’s a point,” Kammi admitted.  “But we’re not gonna just let them anchor offshore either.  Well, except maybe American ships.”


“At this point, I wouldn’t trust the Americans any more than anyone else,” Anthra said darkly.  “The only reason they’re being relatively conciliatory is because they don’t know where we are, and it’s in their best interest to keep the fire dragons mollified.  If the island becomes visible, I get the feeling that the first ships that we’ll see sitting offshore will be American naval warships.”


“Yeah, but that could be a good thing,” Kammi replied.


“We’ve flat-out told them we don’t want contact,” Ferroth said gratingly.  “And they’ve already tried to find the island despite that.  I have to agree with Anthra, I wouldn’t entirely trust any ship sitting offshore.  They have no reason to be here unless they think they can get something from us.”


“We don’t need anyone’s protection.  We can take care of ourselves,” Geon declared.


“So, the big question is, do we go up to join the talk?” Kell asked.


“No,” Anthra replied.  “We will not budge a claw, Kell.  We made our demands, and we will stay down here until they either give in or starve.  Yes, the failure of the scions is a grave concern, and the failure of the cloaking magic would be a disaster, but right now, we are far safer than the other dragons.  The humans either don’t know we’re down here or don’t know how to reach us if they do.  We have enough food to last us another fourteen months if we ration properly, and unless our relationship with the humans change, we can get more.  When our food starts to dwindle, then we’ll start to worry about what we’re going to do. For now, Essan and Jussa are part of the conference, and they’ll keep us abreast of what they’re doing, what they find out.”

“I figured, but I hate just sitting down here and not knowing what’s going on,” Kell growled.


Geon glanced back, and chuckled.  “You two are becoming quite the pair,” he noted.


“I know, isn’t it handsome?” Kammi asked lightly, bringing her tail around to show off the half-grown clear crystal spike.  “Kell’s stamping his ownership visibly,” she teased, giving him a look.


“Oh really,” he snorted.  “It’s just coincidence and you know it.”


“I’ll think whatever I want to think,” she replied airily.  “It’s my tail spike.”


They stayed and talked over the matter until Ralla arrived.  He looked a little sleepy, yawning as he came in.  “I know you’ve been waiting for me, but they just broke up,” he told them.


“Any news?” Geon asked.

“None of note,” he replied.  “They discussed the matter all day, but reached no conclusions.  They’re going to keep vigil over the scion and study it.  If it fails when predicted, they want to be there to analyze the process, hoping it will tell them what’s wrong.”


“But that’ll just leave two scions, and both are supposed to fail the day after tomorrow.”


“I know, but there’s not much else they can do,” he replied.  “Jussa told me to stress that this is a completely unknown phenomenon.  They haven’t the slightest clue as to what’s causing it, and like anything dealing with magic, it may take extensive study and experimentation to find the cause.  Very few things concerning magic are simple.”

“Nothing else to pass on?”


“Not right now.  Sister Sella will bring a report to you in the morning, so you can read over what they discussed.  Until then, I’m going to go to sleep,” he said, yawning again.


“Thank you for getting word here quickly, Ralla,” Anthra told him.  “We appreciate your time.”

Ralla filed out, leaving silence in his wake.  Finally, Ferroth gave an audible grunt.  “I think we can start making plans assuming that there won’t be any scions,” he declared.


“I think you’re right, old friend,” Geon agreed with a nod.  “Those plans we made to burrow up to Scion Aerie in case of a need for emergency evacuation are moot now.”


“Or they will be the day after tomorrow,” Kell grunted.  “But we should start considering another kind of tunnel.”


“What kind?”


“Under the sea floor,” he replied.  “Over to that island to the west.”


“Kell, friend, do you know how hard that would be?” Geon asked.  “Go ask Jukra about that idea tomorrow, and see if he doesn’t give you a look like you’re a cow.  We’d have to dig all the way down to the sea floor, somehow burrow a tunnel underneath it without the weight of the water crushing it and killing the burrowers, then burrow up to the island.  I think you’re not considering that this island rises up off the sea floor, four kilometers down,” he stressed.  “We live more or less at the top of one of the highest mountains on the planet.  We’d have to burrow down, over, then up, and do it all while dealing with pressures and stresses no earth dragon has ever tried to work under before.”

“Gaia’s teeth, the sea floor tunnel would have to be kilometers under the sea floor, just so there’s enough rock overhead to support the weight of the entire ocean,” Anthra noted.  “So far down that we’d come close to the mantle.”


“Alright, alright, so it’s not a very good idea.  But at least it was an idea,” he said defensively.


“That’s what you get for thinking, my silly intended,” Kammi teased, thumping him with the underside of her tail.


“You do live with me,” he warned, which made Anthra and Geon chuckle.


“Take her home and show her the error of her ways, Kell, we’ll pick this up in the morning,” Geon said.

“I’d say it’ll be the other way around,” Anthra declared.


“That smells like a wager, my esteemed compatriot,” Geon said lightly.  “I’ll put a day’s rations on Kell.”

“It’s the smallest ones you have to watch, my friend.  I’d put that allotment on Kammi.”


“Let’s go before this turns into pay-per-view,” Kell noted to Kammi, which made the older dragons laugh richly.


They spread the news to his parents when they got home, sitting in the living room as the hatchlings watched TV, but Keth and Kanna couldn’t come up with anything either.  “There’s really just nothing we can do,” Keth grunted.  “Even if we went up to try to contribute, we don’t know anything about magic.  All we’d do is appear to give in to the demands of the other dragons.”


“I know, but I hate feeling like there’s nothing we can do,” Kell growled.


“In this case, my young one, there is nothing we can do,” Kanna affirmed.  “In fact, we’ll cause less problems if we just stay out of it and let the dragons that know about magic do what they need to do.  I just wish Ralla would have come to visit.”


“He looked exhausted, I have no doubt he’s already asleep by now,” Kell noted.

“Sleep sounds like a good idea to me, we have early shift tomorrow,” Kammi said, giving him a look.


“Just let me eat something first.”


After a snack, they retired to their room, which was both common and unusual.  It was common for an intended pair to move into the same sleeping chamber for a couple of months to see how they handled living in intimate circumstances, but it was uncommon for them to try it so early into their courtship.  It had been Kanna’s idea, pushing them together by sticking them in the same room, and since they already lived in the same burrow anyway, Kanna didn’t see it as much of a stretch.  And Kell had to admit, it hadn’t been that bad.  Kammi wasn’t a pushy roommate, and sleeping on the same mound with her was almost a nostalgic memory of his childhood, sleeping with his brothers. Kammi climbed up onto the mound and started digging out a hollow as Kell checked their messages on the computer, then joined her just as she finished.  “You always do that,” she accused lightly, “let me dig it out.”


“It just shows you’re good for something,” he retorted playfully, then gave a little wheeze when her tail smacked into his ribs.  He laid down in the hollow she’d made for them, surrounded by somewhat sterile-smelling earth, more sand than dirt, but the soft feel of yielding earth around him, and Kammi curled up beside him, her wing thrown over his back, was more than enough to relax him to the point where he fell asleep rather quickly.

15 August 2017, 09:19 DMT; Sanctuary City

Continuing the sinister plot to keep Kell and Kammi all but nose to nose as much as possible, Ferroth had scheduled them to work in the main office.  Kammi was on the board, and Kell was doing Kintel’s job as the office supervisor, through which Trekka, Kell, and Kintel rotated.  Trekka hadn’t been far from retirement from field service, being groomed to return to the department as a supervisor, and Kell had enough seniority and understanding of the various operations of the office to the job.  It gave Kintel time off, and since there were too many drakes and not enough jobs as it was, it also rotated drakes through available positions so they had something to do and didn’t get bored.  Just like everyone else, Kintel had to share his job with others, but unlike many dragons, not many were qualified to take Kintel’s place.

What it also did was put them in the office on this, a very important day.  If they were right, then the seventh scion had failed just moments ago, and all the council members and sages were on Scion Aerie, no doubt talking about what they’d just witnessed.  If they were also right, then the last two scions would both fail by this time tomorrow.  The eight scion would fail in the middle of the night, and the last scion would fail before dawn tomorrow.


And from there…nobody knew what would happen next.  The big fear was that the cloaking magic that hid the island would fail, and if it did, when it would happen.  That was the main thing they needed to talk to Jussa and Essan about, and they were supposed to come down to the city after they finished what they were doing to brief Anthra and Geon.


Ferroth was stomping through the cramped office in his usual bright and sunny demeanor, and Anthra and Geon sat on their haunches near Kammi’s board, waiting.  Sella was supposed to bring them a report any minute, and everyone, even the other field agents, were hovering in the office waiting for her.  Jirran and Girk were over at terminals.  Jirran was reading up on State department cables, using what Kell had slipped into their system on that fateful mission where he was outed, and Girk was currently doing the same with the Chinese…which was always an adventure.  The Americans thought they had the best cyber security, and they did have the best programs and the best programmers, but they couldn’t compete with the sheer labyrinthine mess that was the Chinese computer network system. They were good hackers, but not the best at security, so their tactic was to hide what was sensitive within a virtual sea of other computers, other systems.  It took a great deal of patience to sort through their “white noise saturation” defensive tactic, even more so because they changed the whole thing about every three months to make any hackers have to start over at the beginning of the maze, and pulling China duty was the worst lot in the draw…which meant that Kell usually had to do it.  Kell had learned Mandarin Chinese and had more experience penetrating the maze of decoy networks to get where the real data was, but since the Chinese systems actually didn’t have very good security, even Girk was competent hacking a network once Kell tracked it down.  The rest of the office was humming as drakes searched internet websites to gather information about what was going on up there.


Kammi punched the intercom.  “I’m getting a spike reading on my board, Fredda,” she called.  “Grid nine B.”


“Same here.  I’ve already sent a team out,” she replied over the intercom.


“Where is Sella?” Ferroth snapped, turning and pacing back across the office, his tail almost swiping a couple of computer desks.  “We need to know what’s going on up there!”


“Just be patient, chief,” Anthra said.  “I have no doubt she’ll get here as soon as she can.”

“I’m surprised you’re not at the tube entrance.”


“I have a drake there who’ll call in when she shows up,” he replied.


It was nearly an hour later when they got word that Sella was on her way up from the water tube.  She was still a little damp when she came up the ramp and into the office, and she was almost mugged by Ferroth.  “I’ve been waiting for you, Sella,” he said quickly.  “You have a report?”


She nodded.  “The scion failed exactly when predicted, to the second,” she told them.  “From what the gathered elders and sages have determined, the effect isn’t linear, it’s almost logarithmic.  The next scion will fail in ten hours, and the last will fail five hours after that.”


“Any word on the cloaking magic?”


She nodded.  “They predict those spells will fail in four days, two hours.”


“Four days?  That’s it?” Anthra gasped.


“Unless something changes, esteemed council member, yes.  That’s it.  The drain on magic is now so prevalent that the chromatics are feeling its effects.  No other race is feeling it quite yet, but then again, most other races aren’t so connected to magic as they are,” she reasoned.  “The scions aren’t the only things that have failed, chief.  All the hider amulets and other magical devices that were in the department are non-functional, but unlike the scions, the spells are still there.  They’ve gone dormant, as if there’s not enough magic to make them run, but not so starved of magic that the effects unravel.  The magical light globes the chromatics use in their libraries are starting to fail as well.”


“Damn it all, what’s going on?” Ferroth said darkly, turning to look at the council members.


“Your guess is as good as ours, chief.  I’ve never studied magic extensively,” Geon replied.  “You probably know more about magic than we do.”


“Do we have any magical assets down here?  We might want to send them up with Sella so Jussa can inspect them.”


“Only one,” he replied.  “I have an old device that finds warded areas, a crystal with enchantments on it.  It’s fairly rare, so I keep it close at paw.  It’s on my desk in my office.  Hmm,” he said, looking at Sella.  “It’s still working.  It glows as long as it’s not in a warded area, then the glow fades.  It was still glowing the last time I was in my office.”


“Then it must be truly ancient, chief,” Sella noted.   “Jussa said that the most recent magicks are failing first.  The older the spells, the longer they last.  If it’s still working when most enchanted objects are starting to fail, then it must be really old.”


“It is, made back before we came to the island,” he noted absently.  “And I’m not about to send it up top with anyone.  If the fluffies knew I had that thing, they’d steal it.”


“It wouldn’t do us much good anyway, chief,” Sella told him.  “We have plenty of magical objects up there to study.”


“What are the sages and elders saying, Sella?” Anthra asked.


“Right now, a whole lot of cursing,” she replied, which made Geon chuckle despite himself.  “What’s causing this phenomenon is still a complete mystery, and you know that old dragons don’t like to be rushed into anything, yet they’re staring at a very dire deadline that’s only days away.  That’s barely time enough for half of them to even fully consider the problem, yet we need answers now.  There’s only one real theory put forth, but it was called down so fast that it made it clear there’s a little division among the chromatics.”


“Oh?  How so?”


“One of their oldest sages believes that the drain on magic is Gaia’s wrath for what they did to you,” she replied simply.  “She believes that the poor treatment of the earth dragons has made Gaia angry, and she’s showing her displeasure with the rest of us by sapping our magic.  The council chromatic almost bit her trying to rebuke her theory.”

“Well, it can’t really be proved either way,” Anthra mused.  “But I certainly wouldn’t be putting my tail up at the idea that Gaia is on our side,” she chuckled.


“Me either,” Geon nodded.  “As much as we appreciate the help of the water dragons, dear Sella, we could use someone on our side with that much weight to throw around,” he chuckled.


“You don’t get much heavier than Gaia herself,” Kammi agreed with a slight smile.


“This sage quoted some ancient chromatic writings about earth dragons and their duty to watch over you,” Sella added.  “It’s nothing with which we water dragons are familiar, but she’s convinced that the chromatics have somehow failed this ancient charge.  When Jussa asked to read this commandment, the council chromatic almost bit him.”


“Damn fluffies and their secrets,” Trekka grunted.


“Not many agree with this sage, but a few do feel that her theory is worth at least some investigation.  Hinado mainly.”


“Well, the sky dragons actually do keep very detailed records, second only to the chromatics,” Anthra noted, glancing at Geon.  “But like I said, they can’t really prove it or disprove it.  Gaia doesn’t speak to us that way.”


“Why not?” Girk asked curiously.

“Gaia exists in a different way than we do, young one,” Geon answered.  “She represents the living life force of the planet, she is the planet, and the planet has born life for billions of years.  What’s a blink of her eyes to her is a thousand years for us.  She sees time in a completely different way.  Our days and months and years are her epochs and eons and eras.  The last time she directly spoke to the dragons was six thousand years ago.”


“That we know of,” Anthra added.  “And for her, that would be barely a heartbeat of time.  No doubt to her, the dragons have only lived for barely a few seconds.”


“Gaia can speak to us, but I guess it means she has to pull herself completely out of time to do it, slow herself down to our level,” Geon continued.  “And as soon as she speaks, she returns to her own time, which makes something like a conversation just a bit difficult.” 

“But, that doesn’t make much sense, if you don’t mind my opinion,” he pressed.  “If this is Gaia’s wrath, but she doesn’t fathom what’s going on because it happens too fast, then why can’t they confirm it if it is?  I mean, if she took enough notice to take away their magic, and if she’s keeping the magic away, doesn’t that mean she’d still be watching?  You know, she’d be aware enough of us to confirm it?”


“The young one does have a point,” Geon said after a second.  “If this is Gaia’s wrath, then perhaps they might be able to confirm it.  Sella, could you pass Girk’s observation on to Jussa?  Maybe one of the chromatic elders can manage an augury.  If Gaia is watching, then she might answer.”

“I can do that, chief,” she nodded.


“Well reasoned, young drake,” Anthra said, which made Girk beam.


“I do have one other thing to warn you about, esteemed council members,” Sella said.  “The chromatics know where you are.”


“So, they found the cavern?”


“That female chromatic that’s been snooping around did, yes,” she nodded.  “That was what they tasked her to do.  Find where you went.  It took her over a month, but she did it.  From what I was told, she found everything.  The subway ring, the tunnel under friend Kell’s farm to the water, the lava tube, everything.”


“Well, she must be fairly clever to figure it out,” Anthra mused.  “I think we’d better watch that one, chief.  She might be dangerous to us later on.”


“I have pictures of her.  She’ll be watched from now on,” Ferroth nodded.


“You should get back up there, my friend, and thank you for the news.”


“It is nothing, Anthra,” she said calmly.  “The earth dragons have ever been our friends.  Especially to our pod,” she said, smiling at Kell.


“Send down a report of what happened today when you can, Sella.  We’ll be waiting for news.”


“Impatiently,” Geon agreed.  “And please try to tell us as quickly as you can if or when the next scion fails.”


“I will,” she nodded.  “Walk me back to the water, dear friend?” she asked Kell.


“Of course.  We’ll be back soon,” he said, ignoring Kammi’s look at him.  But everyone turned towards him when there was a chiming sound, and he looked back to see that one of his spikes had fallen out.  Odd…his spikes were relatively new, he shouldn’t have lost one to age quite yet.  It was common enough of an occurrence for the earth dragons not to pay it much attention, outside of Girk scooping it up to get it out of the middle of the floor when he passed by.

As they entered the tunnels leading down to the server room and the entrance to the lower water tube, Sella glanced over at him with a light look.  “The news even reached us, dear friend.  I’m happy for you.  Kammi is a good female, and you two are well matched.  I think your courtship might end in success.”


“So, you’re not jealous?”


“A little,” she admitted.  “It’s hard to give away my best friend in all the world, you know,” she added lightly, nudging him with her shoulder.


“It’s not that bad.”


“I know, but for a long time, I more or less had you all to myself, dear friend.  We grew up together, Kell.  I can’t remember a time when you weren’t there, and the entire pod sees you as almost one of our own, far beyond how we feel for the rest of your family.  You are the mud dragon,” she noted lightly.  “And you became the mud dragon just for me, my dear friend, to make me happy, to be close to me…and now there’s someone else there, demanding to be as much a part of your life has you have been in mine.  Even a friend can feel jealous over losing something like that.  But, it’s what’s best, Kell.  Kammi is well liked by the pod.  We approve of her.”


“No regrets?”


“Only small ones,” she replied.  “But it would have eventually happened anyway.  As long as you’re happy, I’ll be happy for you.”


“Mother told me not to let our friendship interfere with…reality,” he said.


“She’s right.  Much as I love you, dear friend, and would turn the entire island on its tail if we were more than friends, just exactly how would we handle the living arrangements?  You can’t live in the water, and I can’t live out of it.  And so on, and so on, and so on.”

“I know.  And to be honest, I never really seriously thought about us like that.  Jenny actually asked if we were more than friends, and I told her the truth I’ve always known, even if I didn’t admit it until that moment.  I’ve always known it would be impossible.  But like you said, we’re best friends, Sella.  It’s hard to look somewhere else when I had someone that’s just perfect already here.”


“Such a sweet thing to say,” she smiled, nudging him again.  “But Kammi can be just as much a friend as I am, Kell, if you let her.  And unlike me, she can be much more to you.  More than I could ever be.”


“She’s an annoying little punk…but there is something there,” he told her.  “I’ve started to miss her when she’s not nearby.”


“Then Matriarch proves she’s right yet again,” Sella chuckled.  “She said the first day she met Kammi that you two would court, and odds were good it would turn formal.”  That was a term that meant that they’d end up lifemates.  Were their courtship to fail, dragons would say that their courtship concluded.  “Matriarch is a very good judge of character.  Present company excluded,” she smiled.  “She has no idea how much of a scoundrel you are, Kell.”


“Surral’s fault, not mine,” he retorted, which made her laugh.  “He’s the one that used to drag me out on fishing trips, and that’s where he taught me how to be a scoundrel.”


“Yes, Patriarch would do that,” she said lightly, glancing at him.  “He’s very much the rebel among water drakes.”


“Why do you think I like him so much?  He was my idol when I was a hatchling,” he chuckled as they turned into the room holding both the servers for managing the fiber connection and the entrance to the water tube, the sound of rushing water filling the room.  The entrance had a hatch now, installed by Jukra, but it was still open because Sella was in the city, and it was policy to leave it open when a water drake was inside. 

“So, don’t worry, dear friend.  Court Kammi with my blessing, and court her hard.  She’s one of the few female earth drakes I’d allow into our family,” she said with totally insincere arrogance.

Kell chuckled.  “Thank you, Sella.  And when you start to court some lucky male water drake, I promise not to kill him.”


She looked at him, then burst out laughing.  “I would appreciate that,” she told him cheekily.

“I am a savage,” Kell said dryly, which made her laugh again.  “I really need to go out with the pod soon.”

“Patriarch could probably get you out this way, he’s been working on that bubble magic,” Sella noted. “But speaking of entering, you should get back up there and discuss the main entry.  The chromatics know how to get in now, dear friend.”


“I know.  We’d better do more than just pile rocks in the tunnel.  We might need to build a door.”


“I can get you the steel for it,” Sella assured him.


“These are chromatics…we’d need solid rock more than steel.  But the steel will help, and for more than just a door.  We’re in critical need of steel right now.”


“Think of more than just a door, my friend.  The chromatics attacked you once before, and they were very dirty about it.  Don’t trust them.”


“I agree.  A few more…elaborate defenses might be in order.  After all, chromatics don’t mix well with bullets.”


“Now you’re thinking,” Sella winked, then she turned and dove into the opening, slid down the rushing water, and splashed down into the saltwater.


He watched her go, then sighed and closed the hatch.  He knew that talk was coming, and while he was glad that Sella approved of Kammi—he’d have nothing to do with Kammi if she didn’t approve—it still stung a little to hear her say what they both had known all their lives.


She was a water drake, and he was an earth drake.  No matter how they felt about each other, that one immutable fact would forever put both social and physical boundaries on their friendship, to ensure that it remained just that.


A friendship.


 16 August 2017, 02:19 DMT; Scion Aerie

The white band of the Milky Way was the only light cast down on Scion Aerie.  The moon was in its new phase, giving no light to the island, and as the crystal chimed to the stone floor of the platform, the light that had once been radiated by the scion was no more.

The last scion had failed.


There was a moment of long, grim silence among the two dozen or so dragons that had been there to witness it, an eerie gathering of sober faces that were tense with underlying fear.  There were three distinct groups there, the council members, the dragon elders, and the chromatic sages, each more or less to itself as the clear crystal focus clattered to a stop on the cold stone, the last glimmers of light that had been within it fading into darkness.  The ringing echoed one last time off the side of the volcano, and left nothing but the sound of the dragons breathing for a long moment.


Jussa was much more worried than he looked.  They all knew what was next.  In just over three days, the spells hiding the island from the humans would falter, and they would be vulnerable.  And still they had no idea what was happening or how to stop it.  Jussa himself hadn’t slept since early yesterday morning, spending every moment either in debate with the chromatic sages, debate with the elders, or discussing potential contingency plans for what they would do if—or when—the cloaking spells failed and the humans could find the island.  Those things had to be considered now, and for that reason, despite the discord between the races, the council had met just hours ago to prepare an emergency plan…and prepare a battle strategy.


Jussa did not doubt that it would come to a fight.  When the humans knew where to find them, they would come.  It was their nature.  They would come because humans were racially incapable of not exerting their perceived right to control and rule over others.  The impulse to conquer was too deeply seated into them, and one of the major reasons why the dragons had left them a thousand years ago.  And they had to be ready for them.


There were only two ways the humans could reach the island, by air or by sea, and that was where the defenses would be concentrated.  Sky dragons could knock any plane out of the sky, but it was by ship that the humans were most likely to invade, and that was water dragon territory.  Jussa had a plan for protecting the island he would spread among the pods, but that was the extent to which the water dragons would cooperate.  They would protect the island from ships, but he’d made it clear that they weren’t coming back to the island, and they weren’t feeding the chromatics.  The chromatics had to repent before the earth dragons before they would return to the island for true, which was probably something that would never happen, to hear the council chromatic talk.


That one was getting unhinged, he’d noticed, glancing over at him.  He was getting short-tempered, snippy—well, far more than usual—and highly defensive over the actions of the chromatics that had led them to this predicament, if that chromatic sage was to be believed.  Jussa himself was of a mind that it was probably some other cause, since Gaia so rarely directly involved herself in mortal affairs, but he was open to the idea that it was possible that it was Gaia’s wrath.  After they eliminated other possibilities, then that theory would be there to test.  The council chromatic was under a great deal of stress, facing a hostile council, pressure from his sages, increased hostility from the sky dragons as the chromatics worked them beyond their patience, and added to that was the weight of just feeding his dragons.  The sky dragons were getting a taste of what chromatics thought about other dragons when they didn’t have earth dragons to lord over, and the other dragons were seeing the chromatics for what they truly were.


Arrogant, petty, and possessed of a sense of entitlement that they were the rulers over all other dragons.


This was something that the water dragons had seen in them long ago, as had the earth dragons, and one of the reasons why the water dragons stayed as aloof as possible when it came to island affairs.  To fight the chromatics over their self-perceived manifest destiny was a pointless exercise, a waste of energy, and water dragons didn’t waste energy.  They demonstrated how wrong the chromatics were by more or less ignoring them…and that really infuriated the chromatics.  To be ignored was only slightly less intolerable than being disrespected, and unlike other dragons, the chromatics couldn’t act towards them the way they wanted to.


The chromatics knew that the water dragons didn’t need the island, so they had to bite their own tongues being nice.


Honestly, most water dragons had little love for the island and its silly politics, but they couldn’t just leave.  Gaia had told them to provide for their cousins when they couldn’t provide for themselves, and besides, the earth dragons needed them.  The earth dragons were vulnerable, defenseless against the other dragons, and since they could not protect themselves, the water dragons had stepped in to do it for them.


At first, it had been out of both duty and pity, but as the water dragons came to understand the earth dragons, they saw that their earthbound cousins were far more than they appeared.  They were cunning, clever, highly intelligent in things that mattered to them, and while their personalities and society were radically different from other dragons, they were dragon enough to relate to them.  Jussa had secretly admired Anthra and Geon, showing amazing political savvy in maneuvering around the other dragons, doing as much as they could in their weak position for their earth dragons.  They could be ruthless as well, when it was needful.  Jussa more than suspected that Kell’s killing of Ivaiya was entirely deliberate, but he doubted that the earth dragons had intended for what happened afterwards to come to pass.


Though, they were more than ready for it….


Well, they had reason enough to be ruthless, he supposed.  They’d been battling prejudice from the other dragons since the day they set foot on the island.


“Well…that’s that,” Hirrag grunted as they all looked at the clear crystal, laying dark on the platform.  Being the largest single living dragon on the island, he dwarfed the others, especially the chromatics.  “How long do we have, sage?”


“Three days, fifteen hours,” one of the chromatics replied.

“We will return to our study of the problem after a short rest,” the council chromatic declared.  “Though time is short, we do poor work when exhausted.  Let us all adjourn until dawn and let a few hours of rest refocus our concentration and allow us to ponder what we have learned.  Is there objection?”


“I think it’s a good idea,” Hinado stated.  “Everyone could use a few hours of sleep.  Maybe the rest will bring with it a revelation.”

“Then let it be so.  Everyone, please be careful flying home in the dark,” the council chromatic called to the sages.  Instead of flying off, he instead came over to Jussa as he and Essan turned towards the side of the platform.  For them, it would be much easier to get back to their dens, since the water glistened in the starlight far below.  And once they were surrounded by Gaia’s blessed oceans, they would no longer need light.  “A word with you, Jussa.”


“Speak on, cousin,” he said as the other dragons began to scatter into the air, globes of light saving them from crashing into the side of the volcano.


“I would demand the truth of you, cousin.  Did you help the earth dragons build their underground city?”


“We got them down there, they did the rest,” he replied honestly.


“Why do such a thing?”


“Look over the edge once the sun comes up, chromatic, and ask that question again,” he said bluntly.  “The earth dragons had every good reason to prepare for the worst, for that is exactly what you showed them you can be.”


“Don’t put this disaster on us,” the council chromatic flared.  “We did what had to be done, no less!”


“Really.  Devastating the island and driving the earth dragons underground was the least you could do?”


“You saw how the human technology was threatening our traditions, Jussa!” he said, almost pleadingly.  “We tried to talk the grounders into scaling back, but they would not hear of it!”


“See, that’s where you made your first mistake, cousin,” he drawled.  “I take it your idea of talking to them was to issue commands they would see as unreasonable and humiliating?”


The chromatic’s eyes flared brighter for a second.


“That was a very bad idea.  The earth dragons have their pride, cousin.  Knowing how to talk to them is far more important than what you say when you do.”


“Pride,” the chromatic snorted.  “For what could they be proud?”


“A great deal,” Jussa answered dryly.  “The first thing you learn once you learn about them is that they can be intractable and tenacious, especially when they feel wronged.  But I think you’re starting to see that,” he added blandly.  “I will tell you this now, cousin.  They will not move from their sanctuary until you give them what they demand.”

“Then they will never leave it,” the chromatic said arrogantly.  “We will not be held hostage by them.”


“Then this island will fail, and the dragons will scatter to the four winds,” Jussa replied simply.  “You forget, cousin, that this island was built on the backs of the earth dragons, literally and figuratively.  All they have ever wished is to be left in peace, and even that was too much for the chromatics to tolerate.  You had to go and interfere in their simple lives, and now you pay for it with empty bellies and angry dragons.  Remember, you need them far more than they need you.  The beggar does not make demands, cousin.”


And with that, Jussa vaulted off the edge and into the starry night, leaving a fuming chromatic in his wake. 

17 August 2017, 13:46 DMT; The Library of Camelot

First of her class set a note on the door that she was going to go eat and left the landing, soaring down the slope of the volcano and leaving the library empty.  Nobody had been in there except for her since she took over, and while she had all the time in the world to ready and study, academy being suspended so everyone could work on the crisis, it did get a little boring being in the same place from sunrise to sunset, and necessitated the occasional departure to get something to eat.  Nobody would particularly care, since nobody was going to use her library anyway.  There were no books in her library that would solve the crisis befalling them.


Magic was fading.  Even she could feel it now, feel the extra effort it required to use her magic, use anything but her floating magic anyway.  Her natural talent was floating magic, and while that was as strong as ever, practicing her spells in her morning ritual took more effort than it did just days ago.  Magic took effort to use, and while her spells were as strong as they had been, it required more exertion on her part to get them to that power level.  It was now the singular driving force behind the actions of every dragon on the island, even the younglings, the youngers doing what they could to support the elders as they labored to discover the reason behind the failure of magic, and then try to formulate some kind of remedy.

Stopping by her den to get her fishing basket, she flew out over the western sea, heading for her shoal, her mind troubled.  Word had even reached her that the scions were all gone, and now they were counting down the hours until the island’s cloaking magic would fail as well.  When that happened…she didn’t want to think about it.  The island would be visible to the humans, vulnerable, and the dragons may be called upon to defend the island from human invaders.

Days.  They only had days before that happened.


She reached her shoal, spread her wings and fanned the plumage on her tail out so the breeze could steady her as she floated her tail’s length over the water, then started studying the coral reef below, preparing to fish up her lunch and dinner both.  Personally, she found fishing…relaxing.  Perhaps it wouldn’t be quite so relaxing if she had to work at it, but there was a simplicity about it that was intriguingly peaceful.  There was nothing but the sound of the breeze, the occasional lap of a wave that broke over the highest rock, which just her foreleg’s length under the water, and the warm sun shining down on her iridescent scales and white feathers.  The quiet of it gave her time to think, and it was mildly challenging to identify the fish she wanted and then yank them out of the water, just challenging enough to make it…fun.


And she’d gotten very good at it.  She had no idea what the names of those fish species were, but she knew them by sight, and after taking the altered angle of sight into account due to light refraction, she started filling her basket with the fish that tasted best, the narrow-tailed gray ones, the ones with the red bellies and silver backs.  She was careful not to take too many, afraid that she’d fish the spot out or make the fish too afraid to return, eating enough to satisfy her before starting to fill her basket.


But today, something different happened.  A solitary water dragon’s head popped out of the water not far from her, a rather young female water drake from the look of her, and her head slipped back under and her silhouette approached under the waves.  She poked her head out again and looked up at first of her class, her eyes a deep emerald green glow.  “I didn’t know that chromatics fished,” she remarked.

“We do now,” she replied evenly, her scillinting eyes looking past the water drake and at the fish.


“I know you.  You’re the chromatic that they sent to find the earth dragons.”


First of her class looked back to the water drake.  “I am,” she replied.  “How do you know me?”


“Because I have been watching you,” she answered, climbing out of the water and sitting sedately on its surface, using her water dragon magic to make the surface solid.  “Jussa of the council bade me to come find you, for he’s too busy to do it himself.”  The water under first of her class shuddered and then flattened out, a clear invitation for her to land.


“Me?  Why me?” she asked, floating down and setting her feet on solid water.


“Jussa hears many things.  He heard that the sages of the chromatics have an interest in you.”


“Well, not quite an interest,” she said modestly.  “I proposed a magical theory that one of them found somewhat curious, that’s all.”


“That is more than many chromatics achieve,” Sella replied.  “He also knows that you have been in the earth dragon villages.  You have seen what few outside of the earth dragons have seen.”


Sella…she remembered that name now.  She had been the only water dragon to work in the department, and was one of the pod in that family of water dragons that lived in the cove where the lava tube was, and they had to have been instrumental in helping the earth dragons build their hidden village.  “Things you’ve seen as well?” she asked pointedly.


“I am far more connected to the earth dragons than most,” she replied simply.  “I have seen the truth of them.”


“What truth?”


“That they are not what even my own kind think that they are,” she answered, reaching into her shoulder satchel and producing a roll of water dragon parchment.  It was actually made of some kind of fish skin, something they could use underwater.  “Did you see this?”


Blinking, first of her class unrolled the smooth-textured, pliant material and found an illustration of the Gaia sculpture hidden in Blackstone village.  “Yes,” she replied.  “It’s only one of many sculptures they made on the walls in their villages.  Have you been there?”


“I used to work in the department.  I am welcome among the earth dragons,” she said simply.  “They let me see things they show no one else.  Jussa believes that your sage is correct, that the problems with magic are because Gaia is angry,” she continued.  “He thinks that with your help, he can confirm those suspicions.”

“How so?”


“You are a chromatic, and you are a librarian.  You also have a relationship with a sage.  That means you can get into the Library of Eternity, and you can find a certain book that Jussa knows is there.  He thinks that that book may confirm the sage’s theory.”


“What’s the title of the book?”


“It’s on the scroll I gave you, but you can only see it when you look at it a certain way,” she replied.


“What way?”


“I don’t know.  But Jussa said that you would figure it out.”  Sella gave her a steady look.  “Jussa made sure to warn me to tell you that doing this might cause you to run afoul of the council chromatic and the chromatic elders,” she warned.  “Jussa thinks they are hiding the truth, and Jussa would know the truth.  To gain access to that truth, he needs your help.”


“Me.”


“The one chromatic that understands the earth dragons better than any other,” she said simply.  “The one chromatic that might believe that what was done to them was wrong.  The one chromatic that can get into that library and find that book that the chromatic elders do not control.”


First of her class narrowed her glowing eyes, but said nothing.


“I leave it up to you if you help Jussa or not,” she said simply, her body sinking back into the water, but holding her magic so first of her class could remain standing.  “And I was never here. Fare well, chromatic.  Oh, and know that the earth dragons are aware of you now,” she added with a light expression.  “They know you found them.  Expect them to respect you now for that accomplishment.  You, they would treat with more than scorn.”

Her head slipped back under the waves, and first of her class floated up off the surface as her silhouette darted away, the water under her claws shimmering and returning to wavy undulation.


Curious…very curious.  The water dragons wanted her to break into the Library of Eternity and steal a book for them?  What possible secrets could such a book contain?


Learning the name of the book was fairly simple.  This was a water dragon scroll, meant to be read underwater, but given to a chromatic, who couldn’t even swim.  So, the scroll had to be in the water while she was not.  She lowered down to the water’s surface and plunged her forepaws under the waves, and the title of the book shimmered into view within the image of Gaia:  The Origins and History of the Species Draconis.  It wasn’t even a function of magic, it was an aspect of the fish-skin parchment and the inks they used that caused the name to be visible only when the scroll was in the water.

Very clever.


She wasn’t sure if she was ready to betray the secrets of her elders, but that was exactly the kind of book that she had been looking for, something that might explain what happened to change things.  If the history within the book was modern enough to include the creation of the island, then it would have what she needed in it.  If it didn’t, well, she might get more clarification on ancient dragon society.


She would find this book.  After she read it, then she’d decide if she wanted to betray the secrets of her elders and give it to the water dragons.
