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A Message from the Author


I never thought that Book 1 would receive so many excellent comments from children, who took time to e-mail me with such positive feedback, many of whom requested to know, what happens to the infamous Dragon Black.


My grandchildren, the principal characters of Book 1 were invited to develop the adventure and with their input, ‘Dragon Black’s Revenge’ evolved.


Will there be a third book? Only the readers will decide, for the adventure I consider, is now theirs.


Each and Every reader has the opportunity of visiting www.draegonia.com to leave comments and suggestions as to how they believe the adventure may progress and finally end.


Who knows the adventure may well continue into Book 3.


Michael W Libra




Introduction


Dragons of Draegonia Book 1 introduced the Dragons and the Island of Draegonia. An island that undetected can appear or disappear at will, in any part of the World’s oceans or seas, never appearing in the same place twice. Draegonia is a mysterious magical island, home to some very special, unusual and unique dragons.


Draegonian Dragons each have their own distinctive colour matching their individual disposition, attitude, role or position. For example Dragon Gold is Mayor, Dragon Blue responsible for law, and Dragon Red in charge of preventing ‘Flame Outs’. There are many dragons on the island, but none feared more than the infamous Dragon Black who was finally brought to account for the disappearance and death of more than 170 dragons.


It was only through the skill, strength and determination of four shipwrecked children, who after a terrible storm had been washed up on the island, that led to Black’s arrest, trial and subsequent banishment, to face a slow, painful death. (Book 1 The Story Begins)


Dragon Black was ordered to return the four, who were instrumental in bringing him to justice, safely back to their homes. To ensure he did not renege or attempt to do away with them, an explosive anti tamper collar was tightly fitted around his neck. The collar’s inbuilt electronic triggering device would detonate its explosive charge should any unauthorised attempt of removal be attempted.


In addition, a specially made chair designed to transport the four was also affixed to Dragon Black’s back. The chair, also armed with an explosive charge, could be detonated by a transmitter in the possession of the children.


Dragon Black had no choice but to return them safely home and departing immediately afterwards, searching for a cure to his ‘Flame Out’, that if not found, would result in his slow and painful death. Black’s last snarled words were. “IF THEY THINK THIS IS THE END, WELL IT’S NOT!!”
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CHAPTER 1


Memories and a Gift.


George was celebrating his fourteenth birthday in style. His cousins Grace, also approaching 14, Joel 12 and Zach soon to be 10, stood looking at the pile of cards and parcels sprawled on the table where a late tea of fish cakes and chips followed by chocolate cake had just been served up. “Wow, look at that lot,” Zach cried out as he tucked into a second helping of chocolate cake. “You’re getting crumbs everywhere, and don’t talk with your mouth full.” His sister demanded. “How come he has seconds?” Joel moaned, grabbing the one remaining cut slice left on the plate. George was staring at an envelope that was different from all the rest of his cards. This one was multi coloured and on a type of paper that only the four knew of its significance. “What’s that?” Grace wanted to know, as she moved closer, pointing to the rectangular stiff envelope. Her two brothers’ stopped eating and stared as George turned the envelope round to reveal no stamp but on its reverse side, a gold seal across its flap. Not containing his enthusiasm any more Zach sidled up to his hero George and in a large voice bellowed “Well open it then.”


As George, using a letter opener, unsealed the flap and started to remove the one and only thick piece of parchment from within, he recalled those exciting and death defying moments experienced some years earlier.


George had flashbacks to when the four had not weathered a ferocious storm very well. Their little craft, ‘Princess’ had floundered and sank in very rough seas, their lives only saved by the boat’s life raft that eventually was washed up on the southern sandy shores of the Island of Draegonia.


It was on that island they first met Dragon White, who frightened by the appearance of the four children, had tried to scare them off, but in doing so was shot in the mouth with a safety flare that led to her and all other dragons losing their ability to spit flames.


The memories flooded back as George and his three companions stared hard at the card in front of them. On the green thick parchment, engraved in gold, was a dragon design. The card displayed highly embellished silver words;





Dragons of Draegonia wish George Slayer





A Very Happy Birthday





And by virtue of our powers give to you





One Birthday Wish’.





George flipped the card over and on its rear spotted a number of instructions all related to how his wish may be used. He was about to read out loud just as Joel shouted. “That’s fantastic, what are you going to wish for?”


“We need to think about this carefully guys, let’s not waste something that obviously is very valuable.” George said, hastily replacing the card back in the envelope. “Oh come on, make a wish, I would like a mountain bike,” Zach chanted as his sister looked on rather annoyed.


“Zach, its George’s gift and it is for George to use, mind you if he wants help making his wish I am sure we could all help him.” Grace smiled for she knew that when it came to sharing, her cousin would not let them down.


George, eagle eyed, glanced at the three who were now all in deep conversation with each other, making out their wish lists. With a friendly smile and chuckle and pointing to the card, George spoke in a soft voice. “I’m not going to do anything with this, well certainly not today, not until we all agree what would be the right and proper thing for us to wish for.” “Oh don’t be so boring George,” grunted Joel. Zach, listening to the conversation agreed entirely with his sentiments. Grace pointed towards the window where their four rather worn, old bikes were standing against their neighbour’s wall. “So let’s wish for new bikes, that’ll be good eh!” She said with a grin, but not entirely meaning it.


George shook his head, placed the dragon’s ‘Wish Card’ into his inside jacket pocket. “I’ll keep this safe for the time being and will let you know what I decide, once I have had chance to think. In the meantime, let’s get some music on, our mates will be here soon.” Joel needed no more prompting and turned his I-Pod volume up to full blast. The room resonated with the sounds of the latest tracks downloaded from ITunes just as the first of George’s friends started to arrive.




CHAPTER 2


Whatever happened to Dragon Black?


Two Years earlier Dragon Black had dropped off George, the last of the four children transported under duress from Draegonia. He headed eastwards finally turning north into the night’s stormy sky. It had started to rain as Black soared high into the air, particles of ice forming on his scaly black armour plated skin, thickening with every 300 meters as he climbed. The four-seater chair strapped to his back became more of a drag as ice rapidly formed all around it. Higher and higher Black flew until it became too cold for any more ice to develop.


Some dragon weeks earlier Black had been sentenced to hard labour moving enormous rocks into the rough seas surrounding the northern rocky beaches of Draegonia, to form breakwaters for a new purpose built lagoon. His 18 hour day on the meanest of dragon rations had made him leaner and much fitter, but without his ‘Dragon Flame’ and the ability to breathe out life-supporting fire, the icy cold conditions he was now experiencing, were taking their toll.


Gasping for breath he flew higher still, hoping to break into clean, sunlit, warmer air. As he flew higher he felt the explosive collar contracting as a result of the severe cold. The higher he climbed the tighter it became around his very swollen throbbing neck, causing him to occasionally choke. Dragon Black knew his days were numbered. He could not remove the collar, as unlike the chair, it had a self detonation device fitted that could only be released electronically. Black growled, his evil eyes glinting as he recalled it was four children who had designed and fitted both the chair and the life threatening collar contraption.


A struggling Dragon Black flew higher and higher still and reaching a height of seven and a half thousand meters (nearly four miles high) temperatures fell to minus 30C. He now found breathing difficult, almost impossible and every flap of his powerful muscular wings more painful than the last.


All of a sudden, he heard a metallic clang that sounded just like the noise made when metal is banged on metal. This was followed by an almost inconspicuous click of an old metal lock parting. Crack, a different sound, but this time the sound was followed by a ferocious piercing stab in his belly as one of the metal straps holding the four seater chair broke cleanly away from its locking device. There was another loud crack and a second metal strap broke and with it, the burdensome chair slowly slid, almost in slow motion, to his side. Gaining speed, it fell, tumbling over and over as it hurtled towards the turbulent ocean below, plunging into oblivion.


Black was for a brief moment overjoyed. He could manoeuvre far better, he could fly even higher and the heavy weight of his burden, that caused him so much pain, was gone. If only, he could rid himself of the life threatening collar. But, this would take some ingenuity, as well as luck, if he was to avoid his head being blown off.


The immense cold was still continuing to take its toll as Dragon Black tried to maintain his height above the thickening deep grey and black storm clouds rising upwards towards him. He was tired, cold and exhausted and in order to increase his speed without additional effort, commenced a shallow descent and in a steady glide, headed towards the abyss below.


Descending more slowly through the intense freezing rain, Dragon Black’s skin appeared to change from its usual metallic jet coal black colour, to a reflective silvery grey, as sheet ice started to form once more all over his body. It was at this point Black decided he could go no further and dived headlong towards the surface. Suddenly, he broke through the low wet clouds within a hundred meters from the raging seas beneath, when he saw for the very first time, a slow, pulsating, bright flashing light and headed for it.


The light was coming from the top of a tall white concrete structure situated on the highest point of several groups of formidable jagged rocks protruding from the very rough seas. Surrounding what obviously was some form of lighthouse, were numerous, more sem-submerged rocks, broken from view by huge waves whipped up by the winds, cascading all over them. Black headed for a small clearing close to the tall white tower and as he got closer could see the lashing of waves climbing high into the sky before crashing down into foaming white froth below.


Dragon Black had finally found a place to rest, an automated lighthouse far out to sea, requiring little attendance and no lighthouse keeper. Black hugged the slimy, cold and very wet structure, wrapping one large wing around it. This lonely bleak outpost, designed to warn off any approaching vessels from the dangers surrounding it, was for the time being at least the new home of the most fearful dragon of all times.


Black surveyed all about him. He had food, well at least an abundance of fresh fish. Rain water could be obtained from the numerous crevices of the lighthouse, affording some fresh drinking water.


Dragon Black could survive, well for the time being at least. He had found a place to rest, but his thoughts were not for his own wellbeing. They were centred on making plans to get even. Dragon Black settled down for the remainder of the stormy night, howling winds and driving rain making it impossible for any chance of sleeping. Black thought to himself how he would return to Draegonia specifically to wreak havoc on those who had crossed him. But first, how was he to rid himself of the deadly explosive collar? He knew that those on Draegonia held a device that should he appear, could be used to detonate it.


Black’s anger continued to fuel his evil thoughts; he knew it would only be a matter of time before he found the island and The Dragons of Draegonia. The time would come when they would no longer need to ask “Whatever happened to Dragon Black?”




CHAPTER 3


A Ruling Overturned


On the Island of Draegonia, time had moved on since the departure of four children perched high on the back of the banished Dragon Black. Elections had taken place and there was now a new Council of Dragons headed up by Dragon Gold.


Dragons White and Cream were still employed to maintain the South and North Beaches, keeping them free of all washed-up debris. Often they would find items they considered to be treasure trove and worth keeping. These were usually washed ashore from ship wrecks or broken containers lost over board from cargo and other commercial vessels. All items were given to the Chief of Police who meticulously kept a log. He then arranged for the treasure trove to be either stored or where appropriate, destroyed those he considered to be of no practical use.


Draegonia was alive with the hustle and bustle of dragons going about their business. Dragon Chez Rainbow, one of Draegonia’s leading restaurants had dragons going in and out of the restaurant’s main arched doorway, being greeted by a rainbow coloured dragon who growled softly in a French accent.


Dragon Pink, who had been instrumental in returning to all the dragons their ability to shoot flames, was busy assisting Dragon Blue, the Chief of Police, as his clerical administrator.


Dragon Red, the Fire Officer in charge of ensuring dragons had their all-important flames and responsible for re-ignition if lost, was polishing his red fire truck when Dragon Grey appeared. “How is your back today, Dragon Red?” “Much better thank you, those tablets worked a treat, but what brings you here? I am sure it’s not to enquire just about my back” Dragon Red quizzically asked. “No, you’re right Red; I have been looking at the results of the tests we have made in the laboratories on the virus that resulted in us dragons losing our flames. Apparently the virus was created from heating up a special kind of seaweed that starts a cold like infection, the sneezes of which transmit the disease very rapidly.” Dragon Red stopped what he was doing and stood up to his full height and turning to face Dragon Grey asked. “What’s the point of doing the research; we found a cure and have eradicated the disease?” Dragon Grey lowered his voice and looked in all directions, ensuring no other dragon close by could over hear, whispered. “We have mutated, you know changed the structure of the virus so that it can be injected or fired in the form of a dart into an enemy, in fact we have developed a true chemical weapon that could be used to defend ourselves with.” Red blinked, shook his head and knowingly nodded as he spoke. “Look Dragon Grey, we had real problems last time when the accident occurred and the dangers of such a chemical or biological weapon being manufactured is dangerous and really unthinkable. Who authorised its development?” Grey, once more looked round and moving his head closer still to Dragon Red’s spoke in a whisper. “Dragon Brown authorised it with the full knowledge of Dragon Gold. Apparently it is part of the defence strategy agreed by the Council of Dragons last month when both you and Dragon Blue were unfortunately unable to attend.” Dragon Red shook his head in disbelief and told Dragon Grey that such an order should not have been approved without all the members of the Council being present and that he would take the matter up with Dragon Blue. Dragon Red packing away his dusters and polish, thanked Grey for providing such important information, assuring that he would not divulge where he had obtained it. Dragon Red finally closed his work shop door and with great haste charged off towards Draegonia’s Police Station.


Dragon Pink was finalising her entries, in the ‘Beach Combers Property Book’ of the washed up items found on the beaches by Dragons White and Cream that morning;





 1 Life Belt Ring with the name Princess.


 2 Two fire extinguishers.


 3 11 Plastic bottles that used to contain water.


 4 10 assorted aluminium cans (contents unknown).


 5 1 Plastic bucket. And clear thick plastic tubing.


 6 1 Sealed and locked water proofed packing case with a half peeled label depicting incomplete words of, orks display unit, p dry.


 7 3 Short lengths of rope.


 8 2 Very large blue crystallised glass bottles, empty.


 9 4 Reels containing heavy duty nylon and waxed cord fishing lines.


10 Packets of assorted hooks.


11 Wooden Box marked ‘Ophthalmic’, containing an assortment of optical lenses and mirrors.





“The rubbish that gets washed up these days, it’s a pity that humans don’t take more care of the environment.” She stated out aloud so that Dragon Blue could hear. “Quite right Pink, but without all the flotsam and jetsam that arrives on our beaches, we would not be able to make those little luxuries we are used to and at least we can recycle most of the items, so there really is little wasted.” Pink nodded, closed the book and gave a warm smile to Dragon Red who a little out of breath, entered.


“Blue, did you know about the ‘Chemical Warfare’ weapon that the Council of Dragons authorised to be researched and developed at the Draegonia Hospital Laboratory?” Red breathlessly garbled out. Dragon Blue somewhat calmer than Dragon Red came from behind his desk and beckoned Dragon Red to have a crouch (dragons very rarely sit). “There must be some mistake.” Blue retorted. “Why would we be developing such a weapon, who or what would it be used against and …..” Blue was hastily interrupted by Dragon Red. “I have no idea,” he said, “but it has been developed, it was ordered by the Council of Dragons and neither you nor I were consulted about it.” A somewhat annoyed Dragon Blue picked up the ‘Dragon Communicator’ and blew into it. ‘Dragon Communicators’ consisted of an ear piece and a hand-held air phone, each with tubes attached that directly entered into the cave wall connecting to the ‘Dragon Communications Exchange’. A gruff growl could be heard asking Dragon Blue who he would like to speak with. “Get me Dragon Gold, and be quick about it,” Blue demanded.


Following a short pause and lots of wheezes and blowing noises, Dragon Gold’s voice was heard to announce. “Mayor Gold here, how can I help, Dragon Blue?” Dragon Blue restated what he had learnt without indicating who or where he had obtained the information from. “So,” Blue summed up. “Have I got the facts right and if so who is going to be responsible for the safe keeping of such a dangerous weapon?” Dragon Gold was heard to cough, nervously realising that perhaps the Council of Dragons had sanctioned a ruling without full attendance, a serious error of protocol. “I can only apologise” Gold said. “You are quite right both you and Dragon Red should have been counselled but as it would have been a majority decision in any event, your non-attendance did not seem important at the time.” Blue, with a throat curdling growl retorted quite angrily. “That’s no defence Gold; the Council has overstepped their authority. If Dragon Red and I had been at the meeting I am sure we would have demonstrated the foolishness of developing weapons that could be used against us.” Dragon Blue, now quite irate, continued. “And I wish to call an urgent meeting with all Council members to discuss this matter in more detail, before we allow any more catastrophes, how soon can we meet?” Blue, listened for a few moments then wishing Dragon Gold a good day, replaced the ‘Dragon Communicator’ and turned to Dragon Red. “He has confirmed and agreed a time and date, the Council of Dragons will meet in two dragon days at ten in the morning.” Dragon Red acknowledged the information and without further discussion nodded his head and saying farewell to both Dragons Blue and Pink returned back to the Fire Station.


The Council of Dragons had always held their meetings within the Hall of Dragons, Draegonia’s centre of administration overlooking the main square. Accessed by several steps between two very tall ornate columns the main entrance led through to a labyrinth of corridors and tunnels feeding from the centre, the largest of all caves, the Great Hall.


The Great Hall was once overseen by the infamous Dragon Black who used to perch high on the centre plinth, growling out orders, sending frightened dragons in all directions to do his bidding. Today, the Great Hall had some serenity about it. It was no longer dark but illuminated by several huge glass chandeliers made from washed up glass bottles that had been treated with dragon heat making them look very much like crystal glass. In each of the slim crystal glass mouths were small cuts of rope, their ends floating and sucking up ‘Dragon Flower Oil’. The flames from the makeshift candles burnt brightly, giving off little smoke but sweet smelling aromas of the island’s multitude of varied scented flowers.


Crouched around the oval stone table beneath the tall plinth were the seven appointed dragons who made up the Council of Dragons. Situated at the far end next to Dragons Mauve and Purple was Dragon Gold who, acting as Chair Dragon, quickly brought the meeting to order.


“This is a special meeting, convened at the request of Dragon Blue, but before we commence with the business at hand, I would like to offer my and the Council’s apologies for passing legislation concerning the ‘Flame Out’ chemical, without either Dragon Blue or Dragon Red being in attendance.” Dragon Red said nothing but frowned and shook his head in annoyance. Blue, stern faced, stood up. “The apologies are accepted but let’s get down to the important issue at hand. I understand from my investigations that this chemical has already been perfected. I also am given to believe that it has been specifically engineered to be administered in the form of a dart. Is that correct?”


Dragon Gold, in some embarrassment, nodded. Dragon Red, containing himself no longer, jumped up in support of his close friend and demanded. “So where is this chemical weapon right now? Who is responsible for its safety and how much of it has been made?”


“Enough, crouch down both of you.” An authoritative voice bellowed. It was Dragon Brown who had raised himself up to his full height to speak. “Let me answer those questions Dragon Red. Firstly the chemical that has been developed is still held under secure guard at the Draegonia Hospital Laboratory. The chemical has a virus base and has only been cultivated to produce no more than 100 darts, the tips of which are still under development as they have not performed well under test conditions. These, when ready, will be transported to the military camp for future safe keeping.”


Dragon Red on hearing this immediately banged the table with a clenched claw, once more stood up and growled furiously. “This is wrong; we have made a weapon of considerable consequence and are willing to pass it over to the military for their safe keeping.” He paused then added, “And for their obvious use.” Brown in angry response also banged furiously on the table and raised his voice for all to hear whilst focussing a steely gaze on Dragon Red. “Dragon Red, you’re implying that I, who represent Draegonia’s military, have a hidden agenda, that I cannot be trusted and am unable to guard or keep our weapons safe?”


Gesturing for Dragon Brown to return to his crouched position, Dragon Blue stood up once more and moved closer in support of Dragon Red and roared. “Before we all get too heated to see common sense, let me make a suggestion. We have several cells that must be considered the most secure places within Draegonia. We could make the deepest cell into a containment area thus providing safe and secure storage. Access will be through one door only and this to be secured by three independent locks. Each lock would have a different key each to be held by three council approved appointees.”


The six dragons listened intently as Blue continued. “I suggest one key should be held by Dragon Brown on behalf of the Military. The key for the second lock could be held by Dragon Gold on behalf of the Council of Dragons. The key for the last remaining lock would be held by me on behalf of Draegonia’s Police force.”


Dragon Gold, who wanted the issues to be dealt with speedily and without dissention, quickly passed his eyes over the attending dragons and quietly but with some authority brought the meeting to order.” Excellent solutions Dragon Blue, all in favour raise your paws.” Five dragons were quick to raise their paws followed by a more hesitant Dragon Brown. Recognising that a unanimous vote had been successfully achieved, Dragon Gold thrashed his glittering gold tail three times. The flicks of his tail made loud cracks; the echoes reverberated through the many corridors and tunnels leading from the Great Hall. Dragon Gold had in traditional manner signified both the approval of the proposal and the end to the extraordinary meeting.


The six dragons swiftly returned to their individual caves, not realising the significance or future consequences of their actions.




CHAPTER 4


A Birthday Gift


Time passed, with the Island of Draegonia appearing, disappearing and reappearing several times in different oceans and high seas of the world.


Dragon Pink, who had been the only Dragon of Draegonia not to have had her wings clipped having reached the age of flying maturity was, at last, beginning to make small flights, her wings strengthening by each dragon day.


Pink was fortunate. No dragon other than the banished Dragon Black had been allowed or able to fly and the skills necessary had unfortunately been lost over centuries. But today, she was being trained and assisted by Dragon White, who every time Pink crash landed, would offer encouragement and advice.


Pink’s flight distances improved the more she practiced. “You know,” White exclaimed, “It won’t be too long before you will be able to fly nonstop, completely round the Island.” Pink just grinned, nodded and with a friendly soft growl, flapped her small wings and said, “Yes, but with my sense of direction where would I end up, most probably burning my tail on top of that Volcano?” Both Dragons looked towards the centre of Draegonia where soft greyish white plumes of smoke, interspersed with the occasional flash of orange heat, were drifting skywards from the volcano’s impressive mouth. Both dragons thought back to an earlier time, recalling someone special, who with his three cousins had evaded volcanic death and had made Draegonia a safer place to live, was in a few days, going to be celebrating a 14th Birthday.


Turning to Pink, Dragon White cocking her head to one side said. “Before you say anything, I know it’s George’s birthday in a few days time. Have you sent a gift or a card Dragon Pink?” Pink looked uneasy and placing a claw-like hand to her mouth replied. “Oh dear, I nearly forgot and after what he and his friends did for us.” Pink thought for a moment then with a sparkle in her eyes cried out. “I’ll make it up to him as we do have a little time.” “What are you going to send and how are you going to get it to him?” White asked. Pink gave a wry smile and in a soft secretive voice retorted. “I have something that has been in my family for a very, very long time. It is a magical gift, that by writing the name of the recipient on it, will find its way to them.” White listened knowingly, then with some excitement asked. “So what’s the gift is it what I think it is?” Pink nodded excitedly. “Yes, the ‘Wish Card’ which has been in my family for centuries and as you’re aware, is only one of its kind.” Pink continued. “It is so special that only those with good hearts and true thoughts can make use of it.” White listened on. “The ‘Wish Card’ allows only for one wish and once made the wish cannot be changed. Also the ‘Wish Card’ cannot be used for evil or harm and I know that George is the right person to receive it.” White nodded, her eyes sparkling in agreement, “You know Pink you have a good heart yourself, there are few Dragons who would give away such a valuable magical gift.” Pink just grinned, she knew that the gift she was bestowing would be used for good and although she may never see her friends George, Grace, Joel and Zach again, still knew they would all benefit.


On returning to her pink cave embedded in the lower side of the mountainous volcano, she opened up a concealed compartment from within her cave wall and removed a special card-like material and envelope. As she carried both items to her desk, brightly coloured pinpricks of light seemed to dance around them, the edges of the card glowing red then orange, blue, yellow and silver. With her razor edged claw she carefully engraved a message on its rear and on the front inscribed;





Dragons of Draegonia wish George Slayer





A Very Happy Birthday





And by virtue of Dragon Magic give to you





One Birthday Wish’.





Pink lit a small oil based lamp and took from the compartment a wedge of gold wax like material. She placed the ‘Wish Card’ in the envelope, stuck the flap down, heated the wax stick and allowed the hot gold gel to slowly fall, sealing the bottom edges of the flap with a perfectly thick round layer of the dragon seal. Pink closed her eyes and placing the tip of her needle pointed claw in the centre of the now hardened seal, spoke a few words that only dragons knew their significance. When she had finished, a blue glow started to emanate from the seal, turning white and pink as it grew larger, then it seemed to sparkle throwing small yellow star shapes all around the envelope. The envelope, unaided, began to rise up from the table, where Pink had placed it. For a brief moment it just hovered then, in a blinding flash, disappeared. An undaunted Dragon Pink blew out the light used to melt the magic wax and quickly exited back onto the main street of Draegonia. Pink looked towards the East and in a quiet, softly-spoken voice said, “Good luck George, Happy Birthday and use your wish well.”




CHAPTER 5


Freedom at Last


A number of human months had now passed AND Dragon Black was still using the seclusion and cover of the numerous rocks and lonely lighthouse outpost as his temporary home. Black had three dilemmas. The collar round his neck held a high explosive charge that if opened without the correct electronic device emitting the right radio frequency, his evil looking head, would be blown right off. He shuddered at the thought. His second more urgent concern was the fact that he had been without his ‘Dragon Flame’ for nearly two years and that dragons invariably never survived more than five years after such a loss. Then there was his third dilemma, how was he to locate The Island of Draegonia? These problems fuelled Black’s ever growing hatred, driving him on each day to search for answers. The collar was a problem he could not address as he had no idea how he was going to safely remove it. However, the more urgent matter and a problem he could address, was the preventing or at least the slowing down of his inevitable death, as a result of losing his ‘Dragon Flame’.


Dragon Black knew that ‘Dragon Flames’ fuelled their bodies giving them energy, much like the heat required by a hot water boiler. The hotter the flame the more energy produced to heat the water. But allow the flame to die, the water would soon turn icy cold, much like Dragon Black’s blood. For without the energy from his nonexistent flame his body would eventually die. His one aim was to survive and his plan was clever if simple.


During the day, in the heat of the sun, Dragon Black lay outstretched, motionless, apart from the movement of his head as he caught the unsuspecting flying fish passing by his veracious mouth. Dragon Black blended in well with the spiky coal-like blackness of the jagged rocks, his jet black skin difficult to differentiate from a distance. The heat from the sun was absorbed through his skin fuelling his body for the night’s work that lay ahead.


As dusk approached, Dragon Black rose up, stretching his body and powering up his gigantic wings. Every night he soared high into the air searching for the Island of Draegonia and those who had sentenced him to a life of misery. Each night Black flew in a different direction, extending his range to the limits of his endurance thinking how he would get even with those who had caused him so much pain and suffering. Black’s thoughts centred on how one day he would locate Draegonia, how he would get even with all the dragons and how once more he would regain his rightful role of leader. He smiled as the thoughts of having all dragons bowing down to him as his slaves were pictured in his mind’s eye.


The island was of course difficult to find. It would only appear in one location once and even then it would be shrouded in a magical mist making it impossible to see except through dragon eyes and especially the piercing fiery eyes of Dragon Black, that were more than able to penetrate such mist.


Black had been searching for the island every night for almost two long years and knew that even with his method of absorbing the energy from the sun; he was only delaying the inevitable. Then, one evening, a series of events happened to change his luck. It started with a storm so ferocious that it reminded Black of a similar storm some years earlier that triggered events leading to his current predicament.


The seas were violently erupting; the dark clouds forming a black canopy across the sky broken only by the numerous flashes of forked lightening illuminating the hostile and deadly rocks that were reaching out of ferocious seas for their prey. As the howling winds increased their strength the waves became steeper and more violent, crashing hard against the rocks throwing large plumes of spray against the one and only refuge, the lighthouse with its concentrated beam of revolving white light desperately penetrating the enveloping blackness of night, now obscured by Black’s presence.


Then it happened just as Dragon Black was about to hurl himself headlong into the hurricane force winds. Two very bright white lights appeared somewhere in the distance, followed by two explosive bangs. The white hot lights soared high into the ever lowering stormy sky disappearing into ever thickening clouds. Then, one by one the lights reappeared and as they did so their colour changed from the dazzling white, to a fiery red, then into a hot orange with grey smoke like tails trailing from behind as they sank towards the cauldron of the whipped-up sea.


Black’s eyes narrowed, squinting because of the driving rain, it was difficult to see. What were these lights? Where were they coming from? Then it happened again, another flash as a third rocket propelled skywards exploding with a white flash disappearing into the Cumulus Nimbus (Thunder Storm Clouds). As it climbed higher it seemed to pause, then changed colour, a bright red.


Black expanded his huge wings and with one enormous flap shot skywards breaking into the wet cold and turbulent air towards the glow. Within minutes he could see that the orange light was descending slowly on what looked like a small umbrella. Little did he realise that this was a distress flare carried high into the sky by a rocket then lowered by a parachute to provide maximum time to be seen. Black was not impressed and with his left wing destroyed the distress flare with one swipe, hurling it at speed to the waters below.


Black followed and breaking through the cloud saw something being tossed by the huge 80 foot waves. It was a ship. A tanker that had obviously been driven in rough sees towards the rocks surrounding the lighthouse. Then again two more rockets shot into the sky illuminating the decks of the stricken ship that he believed had lost total engine power and was floundering in the rough seas.


None of my business, Black thought, let them get on with it. Black was just about to depart when he saw three small figures running across the washed decks heading for the life boats, one of which was being lowered. The figures were shouting and waving at each other frantically urging all to abandon ship. Some were using two way hand held radios linking them with the Captain who was still in the Wheel House (Bridge). Little did Dragon Black know how his luck was about to change.


Several things happened in succession, each contributing to the freeing of Dragon Black from his self imposed imprisonment on the rocks. The handheld VHF radio transmitters had revolving dials that altered their frequencies and when matched could communicate with each other user. In the emergency that was unfolding several frequencies were being used by different crew members. Some were talking on the aircraft distress frequency 121.5 MHZ sending out May Day messages of position, type of vessel, number on board and nature of the emergency. Others were on alternative VHF channels 16 (156.8MHz) for maritime use. Others were using different frequencies. Some were in contact advising the Captain of the damage others talking to the few remaining crew in the engine room who were trying to man the pumps to expel the ever increasing water level, flooding the ship. The combination of different frequencies being used and the proximity of Dragon Black made what seemed impossible, possible.


[image: images]


There was a tingle in Black’s neck, followed by a sharp clicking noise as the collar round his neck unlocked. Black felt the collar loosen then with the clasp fully undone it slipped from his neck, hurtling towards the deck of the stricken tanker floundering below.


The collar struck the iron deck at a point close to the tanker’s venting pipes used to release pressure within the oil filled compartments. As the collar collided with the active vent there was an explosion. Sheets of flame shot high into the sky, smoke enveloped all around. Black grinned, he had been set free. His good fortune was however yet to continue. The explosion from Black’s collar had made a significant hole in the tanker’s walkway with flaming oil gushing out, spreading mercilessly across the wide deck.


One life boat and been launched, the second still slung ready and waiting for the Captain and his two officers, who were both frantically running towards it.


As they covered the 100 metres to the safety of the life boat neither were aware that decks had been breached, releasing from its cargo hundreds of thousands of gallons of lethal oil.


Both officers, pointing emergency flare guns into the sky fired simultaneously letting off their ballistic charges just as Dragon Black appeared overhead, mouth wide open as he laughed at the commotion and distress of all on board.


His laughter was short lived. Both projectiles from the guns crashed into the roof of his open mouth just as a pressurised fountain of hot oil from the gaping hole of the tanker followed, filling Black’s mouth fully with crude oil. The ballistic missiles then exploded, both at the same time. Black more by shock than injury, with open mouth, was propelled backwards away from the gushing oil, wings splayed out, stopping for a moment in mid air. Then he felt it. A searing white hot heat that made his mouth glow, his teeth becoming red hot his tongue swelling up to three times its normal size. Then losing all momentum of flight he tumbled over and over heading towards the stricken craft now devoid of crew and life crafts below.


Dragon Black crashed into the middle of the oil furnished blaze and gasped for breath as more flames from the deck’s cavernous inferno entered his mouth. The pain was excruciating and letting out an almighty roar Dragon Black expelled a powerful brilliant red and white flame from his evil mouth, almost half the tanker’s length. Black’s flame, through a combination of coincidences, had been restored. The freak accident, the ship’s handheld radios, the ballistic safety flares and the hot flaming oil from the cargo had all contributed to the removal of Black’s collar and the restoration of his ‘Dragon flame’.


Black stood up, shook himself, let out another burst of fire from his mouth watched from their life boats in amazement by 16 survivors of the stricken tanker that was now slowly sinking into raging seas. Dragon Black ignoring the small boats and their insignificant occupants soared skywards. He was back with a vengeance and with renewed energy his one and only objective was to find the Island of Draegonia and the dragons who he intended to get even with.




CHAPTER 6


A Big Mistake


“It’s just not right,” said Dragon Red as he handed Dragon Blue the petition for signing. Blue took the wad of signatures and thumbed through the pages. “It looks as though everyone has signed them then Dragon Red.” “Yes.” He replied “But it is still not right, why won’t Dragon Gold just issue an order to destroy forever, those darned darts that could destroy us dragons?” Dragon Blue carefully put his signature to the list and shrugged his shoulders. “Look it’s no good complaining. All we have to do is present this petition at the next Council of Dragons meeting and insist that all weapons designed to kill dragons are outlawed.” Dragon Red nodded in agreement. “So when is the next meeting date planned for?” Blue thumbed his ‘Dragon Diary’ but before he could answer Dragon Pink piped up. “It is next Dragon Tuesday 1500 hours; I have already put it into your diary Dragon Blue.” “Most efficient,” Blue responded closing his diary and placing it upon his table that was covered in ‘Dragon Parchments’, keys, ‘Dragon chains’ and old files. “Now if you will kindly leave me to get on Dragon Red, I’ll see you at the meeting.”
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