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The Mountain Cry

––––––––
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“NOW BE BACK BEFORE sunset, Amaya! Don’t go near those caves, neither, ya hear!” A woman shouted out to the dark haired beauty, who gave a wave and a smile as she rushed through the grassy plains. Amaya, the daughter of a widow, was the brightest thing to grace the small town. Chocolate colored eyes, a rosy complex, and the kindest personality, eager to help all who needed it. The plains were filled with wildflowers, butterflies and bees flew around the sky, the soft tweeting of birds off in the distance. At the edge of the plains rested tall mountains that reached for the skies. Caverns intertwined the rocky cliffs, leading to many different areas in the mountains. It was truly a dangerous place for those unprepared, but within the most dangerous of places held the most beautiful of secrets. Amaya stole a glance at the mountains, eyes filled with wonder. She has climbed the smaller parts of the cliffs, but she was determined to one day enter the caverns and see what was hiding there, but that would be for another day. For today, she must head to town, she had many errands to complete.

The town of Elderglen came into view as Amaya crested a small hill, her woven basket bouncing lightly against her hip. Cobblestone paths wound between timber-framed cottages, their flower boxes spilling over with marigolds and lavender. The scent of fresh bread drifted from the bakery, mingling with the earthy aroma of the nearby woods. Elderglen was quiet, nestled between the plains and the mountains, but it held its own kind of magic — the kind born from generations of stories, whispered warnings, and the occasional miracle.

“Morning, Amaya!” called Old Thom, the apothecary, as he swept his stoop. “Got your mother’s tincture ready. Tell her the feverroot came in fresh.”

Amaya smiled and waved, pausing to accept the small vial he handed her. “Thank you, Thom. She’ll be relieved.”

As she moved through the market square, she greeted familiar faces — the baker’s son who always tried to sneak her a sweet roll, the twins who sold hand-dyed fabrics, and the quiet woman who carved wooden animals with uncanny precision. Each offered a smile, a nod, or a bit of gossip. But beneath the warmth, Amaya sensed something else. A tension. A hush that fell when she passed the old well at the center of town.

She slowed, glancing at the moss-covered stones. A raven perched on the edge, watching her with eyes too sharp, too knowing.

“Strange,” she murmured. The raven tilted its head, then took flight toward the mountains.

Amaya’s gaze followed it, heart quickening. The caverns. She could almost hear her mother’s voice again — Don’t go near those caves, neither, ya hear! But something stirred in her chest. A pull. A whisper.

She shook it off and turned toward the general store. Errands first. Secrets later.

The bell above the general store’s door jingled as Amaya stepped inside, the scent of dried herbs and old parchment wrapping around her like a shawl. Shelves lined the walls, stacked with everything from lantern oil to barley flour. Behind the counter stood Mr. Fenwick, a wiry man with a permanent squint and a voice like gravel.

“Ah, Amaya,” he said, nodding. “Here for your mother’s thread and salt, I reckon?”

She smiled. “And a bit of honey, if you’ve got it.”

He turned to gather the items, but paused when the door opened again. A chill swept in with the breeze, and three strangers entered — cloaked in dark leather, their boots caked with mountain dust. One bore a long scar across his cheek; another wore a pendant shaped like a dragon’s claw.

Mr. Fenwick stiffened. “Hunters,” he muttered under his breath.

Amaya’s heart skipped. She’d heard stories — of men who roamed the wilds, seeking the last of the dragons. Ruthless, relentless, and feared even by the bravest of townsfolk. The dragons, once protectors of the realm, had been hunted to near extinction. Some said only whispers remained.

The tallest of the hunters approached the counter, voice low and sharp. “Any sightings near the caverns?”

Mr. Fenwick shook his head. “Not in years. They’re gone. You lot saw to that.”

The hunter smirked. “Gone doesn’t mean forgotten. We’ve reason to believe one might’ve survived. A young one.”

Amaya’s breath caught. A young dragon? Here?

The hunter’s gaze flicked to her. “You. Girl. You’ve been near the cliffs?”

She hesitated. “Only the lower paths. I’ve never entered the caverns.”

“Keep it that way,” he said, voice like steel. “If you see anything... unnatural, you tell someone. Dragons aren’t pets. They’re weapons.”

He turned and left, the others following without a word. The door slammed shut behind them.

Mr. Fenwick exhaled slowly. “They’ll tear this land apart chasing ghosts.”

Amaya clutched her basket tighter, her thoughts swirling. A dragon. Alive. And if the hunters were right... it was young. Vulnerable.

She glanced toward the mountains through the store’s window. The wind stirred the trees, and for a moment, she thought she saw something shimmer — like scales catching sunlight.

Let’s weave in a tender, haunting tale from Amaya’s childhood — one that her mother told by firelight, full of mystery and quiet sorrow. This will deepen the emotional resonance of the dragon lore and hint at Amaya’s deeper connection to it.

That night, as the wind whispered through the shutters and the moon cast silver shadows across the floor, Amaya sat beside her mother, a quilt wrapped around her shoulders. The fire crackled softly, and her mother’s hands moved with practiced ease, mending a tear in Amaya’s tunic.
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