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FOREWORD
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Dragons! They shimmer with gleaming scales, iridescent in the sunlight. They mesmerize us, they scare us, they awe us. We see them as defenders like Dragonheart, or as devourers like the dragons in Reign of Fire. We want our own pets like Daenerys on Game of Thrones, yet we fear them as Jon Snow and Tyrion Lanister did. We wish for one like Pete’s Dragon, who will keep us safe, but we fear the fire-breathing, burn-a-knight-to-a-crisp variety. We buy statues to put in our gardens, pictures to hang on our walls.

Michelle and I love dragons, as do most fantasy writers. We took them as our logo, bought tee shirts, and costumes, and all manner of dragon-ish swag for our publishing house.

What we needed were dragon stories.

So here they are. Four stories straight from the mouths of the Two Olde Dragons themselves. We didn’t plan it out. But what we ended up with takes you from the old days in our history, legendary days gone by, to a modern horror story, and finally a futuristic space adventure. We bring you a full range to enjoy in one small book!

But as every dragon knows, tales like these need a Bard, someone to sing the songs of dragons, to put the tales to music and spread the legends far and wide. Enter my old friend, James K. Bowers. Many, many moons ago, Jim plucked me out of my little niche of poetry and devotional writing and dropped me headlong into the world of science fiction and fantasy. I became so enthralled with the worlds I discovered, I never left. It only seems right that he should be our Bard, with two extraordinary poems about dragons, epic pieces that deserve a much wider audience than our small writing group.

––––––––
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WITHOUT FURTHER ADO, welcome to the Dragon’s Den. We don’t bite, but we do serve tea.

Enjoy your stay!

Deborah Cullins Smith

June 2021

Please feel free to visit our website and browse, read blog posts, learn about our different titles, and yield—yield, please!—to temptation... 

The month before a new book is released, that title will be available from our storefront (before anywhere else online) for $1 off, in both paper and ebook. We have just launched what we hope will be a long-running series of anthologies. The spring will have a fairytale theme, and in the fall, a classic movie monster theme. Plus you can always check out the many dragons up for "adoption," hand-made, every one unique.

Thanks for reading, and please come by soon!

www.YeOldeDragonBooks.com
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DRAGONBANE

By James K. Bowers
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‘TIS SUNG IN MINSTREL’S ballads in bittersweet refrains—

Grim rime born of Fortune’s jest—the Song of Dragonbane:

Once bathed in regal splendours, the castle stood in pride,

But now just lay abandoned, all cares and hopes denied.

No monks pray in the chapel, no criers mark the hours.

No merchants fill the market square, no archers man the towers.

Gone the lowly chambermaids, the deacons and the lords;

Gone, too, the maids-in-waiting and knights with shining swords.

Away have fled the armigers, the stewards and the squires;

The bailey stands unguarded, no pennants grace the spires.

The smithy’s forge knows not flame; the wellsprings all are dry;

No hearthfires fend December; no gardens greet July.

No torches brighten chambers, nor light forgotten halls;

Winds moan their hollow dirges past cracked and tumbled walls.

The emptiness resounding screams sadness all the more,

For the innocence of youth is now Misfortune’s whore.

Deep within the mould’ring keep, ‘midst the ruin and the dust,

Rests the blade of blackest lore, now cloaked in sanguine rust.

Once proudly borne in battle, this sword did glory gain,

Before men knew its secrets and named it Dragonbane.

Know this sword is more than steel, and wrought by more than fire.

Know, too, this sword is heartless, with death its lone desire.

Its soul arose and wakened from hauteur and from spite,

From magics gleaned from dragon’s blood, from ice, and winter night.

A maiden’s heart, a fallen tear, a warrior’s iron nerves—

Victims of the hell-forged blade to feed the curse it serves.

By this sword was Honor slain, then Faith and Gallantry;

And struck dead in the carnage, lay golden Chivalry.

So fled bold knights and heroes, far from the frightful spawn,

Seeking solace from the distance of elsewhen’s brighter dawn.

Though dream some fools and reavers, of power, wealth, and fame,

Not one dares venture northward, the blacksouled sword to claim,

For there within the castle walls, an old man struggles still

To break the spell of evil, his destiny to fill.

Within the hall of feasting, now open to the sky,

He stands in silent vigil, unmoved as time goes by.

He watches o’er the maiden, her lifeless form now bone,

Beside the sword so dreadful, upon the timeworn stone.

Days pass by and so, too, nights, and seasons become years;

He kneels, he whispers gently, and sheds his somber tears.

His breath is short and labored, his sinews stiff and weak;

His bones are old and brittle, mere memories of his peak.

Against the Curse alone he stands, beneath grey-shrouded skies,

And wields his sword of promise, of hope, and summer sighs.

His armor is his courage, his shield his heart of glass,

Yet though he battles bravely, he cannot change his past.

Some say on lonely winter nights, when all is cold and clear,

The warrior, old and feeble, sobs prayers through sorrow’s tears,

And when perchance he listens, he hears a dragon’s roar—

From long ago it echoes to touch his heart once more.

It brings him grief and sorrow, and heralds fitful sleep,

With dreams of errant ventures and of this woeful keep:

He finds himself much younger, much stronger, yet unwise,

And cannot end the nightmare, no matter how he tries.

He dreams of knighthood questing, and vanquishing a foe.

He dreams of knighthood dying that night so long ago.

In slumber’s dark embracing, he journeys back those years

To fight again the dragon, to shed again his tears.

He feels his sword strike cleanly; he hears her dying breath;

He sees the truth now clearly: ‘twas he who welcomed death.

He holds again the maiden, and brushes back her hair,

Again he begs the angels her life to somehow spare.

Then from the dream he wakens, and stares across the room;

There he sees no miracle to free him from this doom.

Within her cave of crystal, her lair of evergleams,

Nevermore will dragon sleep—his sundered spirit screams:

“Weep not, O fair young maidens, shed not your tears in vain.

Pity not this tortured soul who wielded Dragonbane...”

Written in 1994 and published in Kankakee Community College’s The Prairie Fire, 1995. 
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THE DRAGON EGG

By Deborah Cullins Smith
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“MINE! ALL MINE!” JASMINE giggled as she ran a gentle fingertip over the rough surface of the enormous orb. Dragon eggs were incredibly rare, and she really shouldn’t have stolen it. The mama dragon might become just a tad cranky, but seven-year old Jasmine banked on the hope that perhaps dragons couldn’t count. The nest still contained three golden-red eggs. Surely three baby dragons would be enough to keep the mama busy.

A shiver raced up and down Jasmine’s spine. Retribution would be swift and brutal if the mama reptile chose to vent her wrath. But Jasmine pushed those thoughts down. She had a plan, and nothing was going to stand in her way.

“Maybe,” Jasmine whispered to the egg, “if I raise you as my very own baby, you won’t become mean like the others. You could even protect us from your brothers and sisters.” 

She nodded, smiling brightly at the image that flashed in her mind. The whole village would clap and cheer as her dragon glared angrily and bared its teeth at other intrusive monsters. Those bad dragons would screech and flee in terror when they saw her astride the back of her personal guardian! She would love him, feed him, then train him when he grew older. Once the tribal leaders saw what she had accomplished, they couldn’t possibly be mad over one little dragon egg—one little broken rule.

Jasmine had heard it all her life. The laws for their village were simple. 

Take care of one another, and protect your neighbors. 

Share with those who are in need. 

Never steal. 

Never kill, except to provide meat for your family. 

Honor the Elders and obey their directives. 

Provide for the widows and orphans. 

And never, never harbor a dragon’s egg. 

If you find a dragon’s nest, you must report it to the village elders immediately.

For the most part, dragons left them alone, but if one chose to nest too near the village, it had to be “dealt with” before the dragonets could hatch. That meant killing the mother and destroying the eggs. Jasmine sniffed at the thought. 

“What about not killing? Dragons are not used for meat, so doesn’t that mean we aren’t supposed to kill them?” To her seven-year-old mind, that was a logical conclusion.

For a brief moment, Jasmine blanched at the formidable visage of her mother towering over her, angry creases deepening between fierce eyebrows. But she raised her chin in defiance and the fearsome phantom vanished.

Jasmine patted her egg and fluffed the nest of soft moss and leaves she had gathered to cradle her treasure. The grotto was her secret hideaway, the one place in the world where she could escape the scolding of the adults. It lay deep in the forest, far from prying eyes, where she would be able to hatch her egg in safety. Jasmine often brought wounded animals or orphans to her grotto and nursed them tenderly until they were well enough or mature enough to survive on their own. A small brook burbled gently nearby and sweet berries grew in abundance along its banks. It was an ideal haven. The stone walls of the grotto formed a small shelter and she had pushed the nest toward the back wall, as she remembered other times and injured, needy animals.

Once it was a clutch of baby rabbits. The mother had been shot by some of the boys in the village who had been hunting with their bows and arrows. While they crowed over a perfect head shot, Jasmine had slipped through the underbrush and found the orphans. She waited until the boys returned home before she moved the nest to her grotto by carrying them in the hem of her dress. They eventually left the nest. She hoped they still survived out in the forest somewhere, and had not ended up in someone’s soup pot.

Then there had been three baby sparrows, knocked from their nest. Two died, despite her tender ministrations, but one had finally flown from her grotto. Her heart had all but burst with pride as it took to the trees.

She’d been hard pressed to explain the bloody little teeth marks on her fingers when she had rescued a young fox from her father’s traps, but she, too, had gradually come to trust Jasmine enough to allow the girl to tend her wounded foreleg. Before long, the little fox had dashed away, stopping only once to blink her large brown eyes at the human who had saved her life.

Then today, she’d spied the nest. Four big eggs nestled together in a bed of moss and leaves. The mama dragon was nowhere to be seen. The golden-red orbs had glimmered in the sunlight. In her mind, Jasmine heard Elder Andrew telling them for the umpteenth time, “Never harbor a dragon egg.” She chewed her lip. But it was so pretty!

What if... She ran a gamut of possibilities. She’d often wondered what made a dragon so bad. Maybe the mothers were to blame. Maybe they trained their dragonets to be mean to people. (After all, her own relationship with her mother was fractious at best!) What if a dragonet was raised by a human? Trained to be gentle with people? Wouldn’t that make a difference in how a dragon turned out in the end?

Elder Andrew’s words haunted her again. “Never harbor a dragon egg!”

Everyone did what Elder Andrew told them to. Jasmine wondered why that was. Certainly, he was considered wise, but what if... What if Elder Andrew was wrong about dragons? She’d dealt with wild animals before. Why should a dragon be so different? 

Sure, a grown dragon was nothing to play around with. But a baby dragonet! That might be a different story entirely. What if she could train a dragonet, then present it to the village as her pet? Or better yet, what if it could protect her? Protect the entire village! Wouldn’t that be a wonderful thing? Then maybe people would stop killing off the dragons. At least the baby ones. They might one day have a whole herd of dragons to protect their village!

A shrill screech had split the air while she daydreamed. The dragon was returning! Jasmine had hesitated for only a second before she reached out and grabbed one of the eggs with both hands. Cradling it carefully in her apron, and holding it tightly against her body, she turned and ran through the woods until she had reached her secret grotto.

~~~~~
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SHE PATTED THE MOSS once again and leaned her face against the rough shell of the dragon egg.

“We shall be great friends, you and I,” she whispered, stroking the egg gently. “But for now, I must go home or they’ll come looking for me.”

~~~~~
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THE NEXT DAY, SHE SLIPPED into the grotto. Her legs stung from the willow branch her mother had used to punish her for dropping and breaking her best meat platter, and tears had gathered in her eyes. It was always something with her mother. 

“Jasmine! You shouldn’t wander off like that. What if raiders came through the village? What if you are attacked by a wild animal? I can’t protect you if I can’t find you.”

“Jasmine! Just look at your gown. Another tear. Do you think cloth grows on trees?”

“Jasmine! You’ve stepped on your father’s new plantlings. Do you want to ruin the garden? What will we eat this winter without a harvest?”

She turned to the egg to pour out her sorrows and gasped. The egg rattled and a hairline crack appeared along the top.

“So soon?” she whispered. She reached out eager fingertips toward the egg, and jerked back in surprise when the egg rattled again. The crack became a fissure that widened from top to bottom. Tiny claws appeared at the edge of the crack, and Jasmine forgot to breathe as she witnessed a new life form emerging from its shell. An eye peeked out at her and a soft cheep echoed against the stone walls of the grotto.

“Come on, my little darling,” she cooed. “Come on out.”

One golden eyeball blinked, then stared at Jasmine as a greenish-brown snout poked through the shell. Another squawk revealed a row of sharp little teeth and the creature pushed his head completely out, revealing his second golden eye and spikes along the top of his head. His curiosity matched Jasmine’s awe as they stared at one another.

Jasmine’s finger petted the tiny head, and discovered that the spikes were soft and tickled her knuckles. She giggled and touched the small snout. The dragonet nosed against her hand and chittered softly. She giggled again.

“I’ll call you-u-u-u-u...” She thought hard for an appropriate name. “Giggles?” She shook her golden curls. “Not scary enough. No one will believe our village is protected by a dragon named Giggles.” She thought again. “What abo-o-o-o-out... Incense? You’ll burn up other dragons and save us. No, no, no. That’s not right either.”

Her frown deepened as she pondered her dilemma.

“I know!” she exclaimed as her eyes lit up and she clapped her hands in delight. “Lightfire! Because you’ll light up the skies—once you learn to fly, that is,” she amended quickly. “Besides, you are a dragon and your name must sound grand, for you will be the biggest and the best.”

The baby dragon shook off the remnants of his shell and flopped on the ground in front of Jasmine, wings outspread on the mossy bed.

Jasmine scurried to the brook and picked a handful of berries, which she fed to the tiny creature one at a time. It pecked at two berries, then its eyes drooped wearily.

“Poor baby,” murmured Jasmine. “Being born is hard work, isn’t it?”

She removed a few of the egg shells from the moss and placed a handful of berries nearby.

“You can eat these until I can come back to feed you again,” she said, petting the tiny head gently.

~~~~~
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JASMINE FACED ANOTHER scolding for disappearing again, but she considered it a small price to pay for the secret she held so near to her young heart. She took her punishment meekly and still managed to sneak away one more time before bed to check on Lightfire.

The little dragon chirped a greeting, and climbed willingly into Jasmine’s lap. The little girl cooed and cuddled him, took him to the brook for a drink of water, and picked another handful of berries to feast on until morning. Then she tucked the dragonet back into the moss in the grotto and hurried home. 

“Jasmine, you really must stop running off by yourself,” her father said after her mother had railed at her once again. “Don’t you know how much your mama loves you? You scare her when you disappear like that.”

“She doesn’t love me,” she mumbled, curling up in his lap as he sat in the old oak rocking chair before the fireplace.

“Yes, she does, chick-a-dee,” he said, stroking her curls. His touch was gentle, but his voice was firm. “Someday maybe you’ll understand how much she loves you. But for now, you have to try to obey her.”

Why does everyone think obedience is such a big deal? She sighed.

“To bed, Jasmine.” Her mother’s voice still carried a note of anger.

“Go,” her father whispered. “Tomorrow will be better.”

Jasmine highly doubted that, but she kissed her father’s cheek, smiling as his beard tickled her nose. Skirting widely around her mother’s rigid form, she climbed the ladder to the loft and snuggled beneath her quilt in the small bed. She could hear the words between her parents, though they tried to keep their voices low.

“She’s just a child, Lizzie,” her father reasoned. “She doesn’t understand the dangers in the woods. Most of the village children roam freely, and you know it. Rarely do we have problems.”

“But what if she runs into wild animals?” Her mother’s distraught whispers filtered up the rickety stairs.

“Then God help the animals!” Her father’s laughter sounded muffled.

“William, I mean it. She’s only seven this year. She isn’t wise enough to be in the woods...”

“Lizzie, you know you were the same way when you were young! We grew up together. How many times did you ask my help with this animal or that? She’s just like you, my dear wife!”

Jasmine pondered that. Just like her mother? Her mother? Did she really try to heal the wild animals too? Then why couldn’t she understand the need to go into the forest alone? She flipped to her side and wondered what her mother had been like as a child. No, there was no way they had anything in common! They were so different. She rolled to her back and stared at the ceiling. Her mother was so demanding, so strict. She heard the patter of rain tapping softly on the timbers above her head. Her eyelids drooped, and she rolled to her side once again before falling asleep.

~~~~~
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“WAKE UP, JASMINE! YOU must run and hide!” Mother’s voice pulled Jasmine from a lovely dream in the middle of the night. It was followed by an inhuman shrieking and the screams of the villagers.

She heard the mournful sound of the alarm horns. Watchmen only blew the horns when there was danger. Jasmine’s stomach flip-flopped. Danger of a dragon!

Jasmine ran from her home, her small hand clinging to her mother’s larger one. A glance over her shoulder revealed an angry female dragon unleashing blast after blast of hot, fetid fire as she swooped over the village time after time. Thatch roofs burst into flames and the women and children ran for the trees where they could hide. The men shot arrows and threw spears, but nothing seemed to stop the raging fury in the night sky. A lucky slice by Elder Andrew’s sword ripped through the beast’s right wing, and a volley of arrows finally pierced her breast as the dragon plummeted to the ground. Three of the strongest men in the village took axes to the body of the dragon, while the rest of the village began dousing the flames to save what structures they could.

Jasmine watched the destruction in horror. Did I cause this? She wondered about it, then brushed the thoughts away like mosquitos in summer. She should have stayed with her other three eggs, she thought. It was stupid of her to attack our village.

As the all clear was given, the women and children crept back out of the woods to join the men. They drew bucket after bucket of water from the well and finally mastered the fires.

“What could have caused that dragon to attack us?” Clarissa, the blacksmith’s wife, asked the cluster of women at the well.

“Our people have not encroached on a dragon’s territory for some eight summers now,” whined another plump villager.

“Nay, ‘tis only been five summers,” objected Dinara, the tanner’s wife. “Remember the year when young Phillip tried to steal a dragon’s egg? None has dared venture near the mountainside since.”

Jasmine felt the blood drain from her face and was thankful for the darkness of the night, which hid her expression. She didn’t know any boys named Phillip, so she wondered what had happened to him. She would have only been two years old at the time. But how could she ask about the boy without raising questions that she didn’t want to answer? Jasmine glanced at her mother, then quickly away again, as she saw those sharp maternal eyes searching her trembling soul.

~~~~~
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SURELY, SHE WOULD NOT, Lizzie thought. But she did not ask the questions that might reveal her daughter’s guilt in the matter. If William was right, Jasmine most likely had hiding places in the woods. But not even she would be foolish enough to play with a dragon’s fire... Would she? Lizzie trembled. Perhaps William could talk to Jasmine later. When things calmed down again. He seemed to relate to the girl better than she did. We’re too much alike. The thought did not comfort her.

~~~~~
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ELDER ANDREW STOOD in the center of the village, his face blackened with soot, his sword resting flat on his shoulder. “Brethren, are your families accounted for? What injuries are there?”

“My wife was trapped in our house when the dragon attacked,” called the tavern owner, Benjamin. “She has some burns on her arms.” 

Elder Andrew nodded to the midwife, Mistress Fiona, who also tended to most of the village’s medical needs. She turned toward the tavern to care for the woman.

“My son took a bad fall. He tried to climb the tree by our house to douse the fire in the thatch. I think his leg may be broken.” This from the man who owned the local dairy. Mistress Fiona stopped in mid-stride. 

“If you have wounded, bring them to the tavern. I can’t run all over the village tonight. I’ll treat everyone from there,” she said loudly, nodding toward Elder Andrew. 

“Aye, you heard Mistress Fiona,” the elder said. “Bring your wounded to the tavern.” He glanced at Benjamin and received acceptance of the burden without hesitation. 

“With your permission, Elder Andrew, I’ll head home to help,” Benjamin said, to which the elder nodded. 

A few others had minor burns. There were two deaths among the young men who had so valiantly fought the dragon. Their fathers carried the bodies to the town square and laid them gently on the ground near Elder Andrew. His eyes clouded with tears and with one strong hand he gripped each man by the shoulder in turn. 

“Brother William.” Elder Andrew motioned toward Jasmine’s father, who was already making his way to the center of the crowd. 

“I can build their caskets in the morning,” William said. “Might even have one the right size for Randall there.” He motioned toward the smaller body. “You men can bring them to my workshop. I’ll treat them respectfully, you know that. And we’ll clean them up proper so you can say your farewells.” His voice was soft, but it carried in the stillness of the night. The fathers nodded their wordless gratitude and once again lifted their sons to carry them to the woodworking shop.

“In the morning, those not dealing with our dead and wounded will gather here to assess the damage to our homes. We’ll set up work details and try to get everyone patched up quickly. Does everyone have a place to sleep tonight?”

“My cottage was completely destroyed,” cried Anna, the aging seamstress who lived on the edge of the village. “She hit me first.”

“Anna can stay with us, Elder Andrew,” called Clarissa. “We’ve extra room, and we weren’t hit as badly.” She hurried over to embrace Anna and escort her home to settle her in.

“We need to find out why the dragon attacked.” Elder Andrew skewered them all with his stare. “Question your children, talk to your wives. We need to know if a nest has been discovered too close to the village. That’s usually the reason. Someone may, God forbid, have broken our laws. We need to find the truth and deal with it. Now go home, get some rest. We have a lot of work to do.”

Jasmine squirmed uncomfortably. 

What does Elder Andrew know? He’s old. I bet he never thinks about animals except to fill his belly with their meat. She sniffed. Besides, my dragon will be different. Her conscience smote her for her part in the night’s tragedies, but she pushed those thoughts away. No, this is for the good of the village. I’ll show them. I’ll show them all.

~~~~~
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FOR THE NEXT FEW DAYS, it was harder and harder to break away. She couldn’t thatch roofs or mend broken doors, or replace burned beams, but like most of the younger children in the village, Jasmine was sent back and forth between the well and the workers. She fetched water for them to drink and food from the tavern to keep them all sustained as they worked feverishly to mend every home in the village. Old Anna’s house was a total loss, so for the moment, she would reside with the blacksmith and his wife. Once the repairs had been accomplished, they would all pitch in and build her another small cottage, perhaps more toward the center of the town, and thus, more protected.

The young boys in the village were put to the same tasks as the girls, carrying water and fetching tools, anything that needed to be done for the men. But Jasmine heard snatches of their conversations as they ran from one end of the village to the other.

“I’m going out to hunt for the nest,” boasted Billy, the tanner’s ten-year-old son.

“I’ll come too,” chimed Connor, the only son of the local herbalist, a widow.

“Better come armed with an axe,” Billy said. “If we find the nest, we’ll have to destroy the eggs.” 

“I just hope they haven’t hatched already,” said Henry, another of the village youth.

Elder Andrew heard the conversation too and stopped the boys. “You can go look for the nest, if your parents agree. But if you find eggshells only, you must come back and warn the village. Do not try to go after dragonets by yourselves. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes, Elder Andrew.”

Jasmine tucked her head to hide the anger in her heart. They are just going to kill the babies? What is wrong with these people? She knew her thoughts were wrong, rebellious, and disrespectful of her elders. But why would they want to kill babies? She remembered Lightfire’s beautiful golden eyes staring up at her so adoringly. Maybe she should try to find his siblings and guide them back to the grotto. But she knew that would be folly. Three more dragons would be too much for her to handle, but her heart ached for the poor, defenseless creatures.

As soon as she could, she slipped away to check on Lightfire. He crept into her lap as soon as she appeared in the grotto entrance, shivering a little as her tears fell on his scales.

“Oh, Lightfire!” she cried. “I wish I could save your brothers and sisters. But I can’t. I know I can’t. What are we going to do? I don’t want them to find you. You’re the only hope for our village. Why can’t they see that? If we raise you and train you well, you’ll be our greatest protection.”

The little dragonet snuggled against her stomach and chirped softly.

“Jasmine! Where are you, girl?”

“Mother!” Jasmine cried. She lifted the dragonet back to his mossy bed and frantically grabbed some more berries to leave beside him. “I’ll come back later. She can’t find you now.” 

Jasmine raced to put as much distance between herself and the grotto as she could. If anyone found this place, Lightfire would never get the chance to prove his worth.

“We need every pair of hands to put our village back together, young lady,” her mother stormed. “Why can’t you listen when you’re told to do something!” A stinging smack on her backside elicited a whimper from Jasmine as her mother dragged her back to the village.

“We found it! We found a nest!” Billy’s voice brought the entire village to the clearing. People swarmed from their homes and businesses, as a small group of boys raced from the woods.

“Were there eggs?”

“How many eggs?”

“Where was it?” 

The questions overlapped as the villagers surrounded the boys, who doubled over, hands on their knees as each lad fought to catch his breath.

Elder Andrew made his way to the center of the crowd and stood before the boys. “Did you find eggs?”

“No, sir,” Billy said, gulping air. “Nothing but shells.”

“And tracks,” added Johnny, the son of the miller.

“Tracks?” murmured voices in the crowd. 

“Big ones, headed for the mountains,” said Billy. “But it seemed like something big went back and forth several times from the nest up the trail. Then the tracks would vanish. How could something that big just vanish?”

“She took her babes to the mountain before she attacked the village,” said a deep bass voice. Jackson was a local hunter and trapper. He knew everything about every animal living. They all stood back respectfully as Jackson stood beside Elder Andrew. “And she didn’t vanish, boy. She walked through the deepest woods, then flew as soon as she had room to spread her wings.”

“But dragons have no fear of men,” Elder Andrew protested. “Why would she think she wouldn’t be returning to them?”

“Maybe something—or someone—had already raided her nest,” Jackson replied. “In that case, she’d want to relocate the remaining dragonets to a more protected place.”

Murmurs rippled through the crowd, and Jasmine’s blood froze in her veins. How could he know that?

“Don’t worry, Elder Andrew,” Jackson said. “I’ll do my best to track the dragonets down. If they’re up on the mountain, though...”

Elder Andrew interrupted. “If they’re up on the mountain, we leave them in peace. And we pray that they don’t return to our woods again.”

Jackson nodded and pulled Billy aside to question him more thoroughly about exactly where they found the nest.

Elder Andrew gave them a few moments, then called Billy back to his side. Gathering the boys together, he looked at them sternly. “What did I say to you boys about hunting the nest?”

“You said if our parents consented, and we asked. They said we could, Elder,” said Johnny.

“And?” Elder Andrew prompted.

Silence. 

Henry, the blacksmith’s son, cleared his throat. “If we found a nest with shells, we were supposed to come back and tell you.”

“And?”

Billy hung his head. “Do not go looking for the dragonets on our own,” he said softly.

“That’s exactly correct. So why did you disobey a direct order?”

Silence again.

“Sir, we weren’t trying to disobey you, but we just wanted to be able to tell you which direction they went.” Billy’s voice trembled.

Elder Andrew sighed. “Boys, I know you meant well, but this could have ended very badly. Obedience is as important—no, maybe even more important—than bravery.”

The boys hung their heads. Their fathers stepped forward and each took his son by the shoulders.

“Your orders, Elder Andrew?” the blacksmith asked.

Elder Andrew sighed. “I know your boys provide meat for your tables by hunting rabbits and squirrels in the woods, but...”

“We’ll abide by your decision, sir,” said the miller.

“No hunting for a month. No going into the woods for any reason. Extra chores in your places of business, and no leaving the village limits for any reason for that time period.”

The men looked at one another and nodded simultaneously. 

“No hunting at all?” Henry’s voice squeaked slightly.

“Maybe a month of vegetables and bread will teach you a better lesson than I think up,” said the blacksmith. “And since our entire family will suffer the same meatless fate, maybe next time you’ll think about the consequences of your disobedience to the elder’s orders.” 

The boys shrank. This was not the hero’s welcome they had expected.

“Our rules are for the good of the community,” Elder Andrew said gently. “If you do not learn this truth in the smaller things, what will happen when bigger issues are at stake? And even this could have ended so much more tragically if you had actually run into the dragonets. They are appealing as babes. You might have been tempted to rescue them, protect them. That would put the village at risk. If they were bigger than expected, we might not have found enough of your bodies to bury. How would your families feel then?”

Jasmine listened to the proceedings with growing distress. What punishment would Elder Andrew mete out if he knew that she’d stolen one of those eggs and that she was indeed protecting the dragonet in direct violation of the law? She hung her head to hide her shame, but it quickly melted into anger. She would show them just how wrong they were. She would prove that her dragon was going to change the rules.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
TWA GLDE DRAGANS
Writing Wyrd Stories






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





