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To my own two hatchlings –


fly free and achieve your dreams! 
SC


To David, who always encourages  me to go on new adventures.


AGC
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A GUIDE TO


THE DRAGONS AND BEASTS OF ATARAXIA
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[image: Fern dragon stands with wings partly spread on a forest floor surrounded by tall twisted trees with vines and leaves.]











Fern Dragons
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Fern dragons are medium-sized dragons that live in forest canopies. They usually stay in large groups and nest in hollow dragonwood trees.


Fern dragons’ colours range from the muted browns of tree bark to the vibrant colours of forest canopy flowers. They use forest resources for food, medicine and construction, and build bridges spanning the bigger distances between the treetops for easy travel. They are born with forest knowledge and communicate through a form of telepathy known as mindspeak. Fern dragons are also great healers and nimble fliers.


They develop the ability to fly between three and six months old, and they spark fire once they are between six and twelve months.


[image: Firefly dragon stands on a rocky ledge with wings open and tail glowing, near the entrance of a dark cave surrounded by scattered rocks and plants.]











Firefly Dragons
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Firefly dragons have adapted to become nocturnal and mainly go out at night. These dragons live in caves, often at the mountain base. They stay in small family groups.


Fireflies are usually yellow, gold and orange coloured, with glowing scales and a bright tail-light at the tip of their wide-ended tail. Fireflies are smaller than Ferns, but they’re incredibly fast and nimble and have amazing night vision. They’re also masters of tunnel construction.


They develop the ability to fly between two and four months of age, and they can spark fire once  they are between three and six months.




[image: Cliff dragon stands on the edge of a high rocky cliff with wings partly spread, surrounded by mist and jagged mountain peaks in the background.]









Cliff Dragons
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The largest of the dragon species, Cliff dragons live high on the mountain ranges of Ataraxia, alone in their individual domains. They refer to themselves as ‘the Dragons of Mountain High’, but Ferns and Fireflies just call them ‘the Cliffs’.


Cliff dragons have evolved to be larger, fiercer and physically stronger than other dragons. They are territorial and can be aggressive and unpredictable.


They develop the ability to fly between one week and one month of age, and they can usually spark fire between two to three days after hatching.


[image: Blade Wolf with spiked mane and bushy tail walks on a forest floor surrounded by tall trees and twisted vines.]










Blade Wolf
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The Blade Wolf is a massive beast, larger than even the biggest dragon. It is wolf-like in shape, and its body is covered with knife-sharp quills.


Once, this creature’s numbers were far greater, and they were smaller and milder tempered. But one Blade Wolf evolved into a megabeast and destroyed all the others. That one remaining beast is now a hunter of dragons.


[image: Three Groundlings with sharp claws, long tails, and pointed ears gather on a forest floor surrounded by rocks, plants, and scattered leaves.
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Groundlings
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Prehistoric rat-like scavengers, Groundlings are slightly smaller than a Firefly hatchling. Despite their smaller size, they are fierce fighters with razor-sharp teeth and claws.


They hide in burrows all through the forest of Ataraxia and its outskirts. Groundlings travel in packs and are able to take down hatchling dragons. They also alert the Blade Wolf to grown dragons’ whereabouts so they can pick at the beast’s leftovers.


[image: Claw stands on the edge of a rocky cliff under the moonlit sky, bending over a large dragon egg resting on the ground.]









THE FATE OF DRAGONS










Chapter One
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High on a ragged grey clifftop, a fearsome dragon prowled the rugged terrain. There was a red tint to his scales, as though he could barely contain the fire burning within him. He approached a lone dragon egg that lay illuminated by the light of the rising full moon.


The big dragon stalked forward, muscles rippling. As he reached the egg, cracks fanned across the shell in a shockwave. The hatchling within was hammering against it, determined to escape.


This one could be a good fighter, the battle-scarred dragon thought. He was Claw, the king of the Dragons of Mountain High.


Claw stood watchfully waiting, as the cracks turned into shards of shell ready to fall away. Suddenly a foot burst free of the shell, closely followed by a small scaly snout, then the newborn dragon peeked out. Shaking off the remaining shell pieces, he looked up in surprise at the fierce face above him.


“Umm … Dada?” he squeaked.


“NO!” roared Claw. “I am your KING, here to tell you the rules. My word is LAW, and these are my commands. First rule of Mountain High – always defend your territory, ESPECIALLY from other dragons. That means attack first, ask questions later! You are a Mountain High Dragon and this is YOUR clifftop. Second rule of Mountain High – always obey your king. And the third and final rule – answer the call of a challenge.


If you ever see two fireballs collide in the sky, you must immediately fly to the place where the sparks rain down. There will be a fight for kingship.” The big dragon paused for a moment. “Mercy on their scales,” he muttered to himself.


The little dragon looked confused. There are a lot of words happening right now, he thought.


“Wules?” he squeaked. Shouldn’t there be some sort of food and water provided first? Maybe a congratulations on being hatched? He looked around for another dragon, but there were none, so he turned back to the fierce one. “Um, can you tell me wules again?” he asked nervously.


“Shush your scales and listen properly this time or I’ll hurl you off the cliff,” the big dragon growled. “Why must hatchlings be so slow to understand?” He stamped his foot and scowled. “Listen! Rule one: Defend your territory. Rule two: Obey your king. Rule three: Answer the call of a challenge. The rules are simple,” he roared. “I don’t have to throw you off the mountain today, do I?”


The little hatchling cowered, his uncertainty changing into fear. “If you thwow me off clifftop … might huwt?” he pleaded.


“Or worse.” The big dragon glared at him.


The hatchling’s fear faded as his blood began to heat with anger. How dare this big dragon threaten him the moment he hatched? It was RUDE and UNKIND, and he wasn’t going to stand for it!


A fire was building at the base of his throat, getting hotter and hotter. “Rwwwoooaaarr!” he yelled, unleashing a shower of sparks. “Thwow me off a cliff! I’d like to see you twy!”


Claw didn’t even flinch. “That’s more like it,” he growled approvingly. “Much more fitting behaviour, and an early show of spark! Fan that fire and let it burn. You need to be tough to survive. Dragons of Mountain High are fierce, and nothing stands in our way … at least not up here,” he finished cryptically.


Then he abruptly turned and winged away, leaving the new hatchling alone on the rocky terrain, feeling angry and confused.


And so another Cliff dragon hatched on the high mountain. From his first moments, he was told to fight, to survive and to obey. Then he was left to face the world alone.










Chapter Two
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Far below the clifftop where the mountain-dwelling dragon received a harsh welcome to the world lay a very different scene. Hidden in a cave near the edge of the mountain, two golden-hued Firefly dragons lay cuddled together. Although older than the hatchling that had emerged from the egg high above them, this pair were much smaller, sleeker and less fearsome-looking. Their scales were multi-faceted, polished and sparkling rather than rough and rugged. But the most startling difference was the warm glow that radiated from them, lighting the space around them. Outside their cave, the sun began to rise, spilling liquid gold across the land, just as the light from the dragons’ scales spilled across the cave walls.


“Pleeease can I go out and see the sunrise?” the little dragon begged her big sister. “And maybe stay awake for just a bit of the day?”


“Iridescence, enough! You know well enough that it’s daylight, so time for bed,” the bigger of the pair scolded. “I hope you don’t think just because Mum and Dad aren’t here you can bend the rules.”


Iridescence slumped to the cave floor. It seemed so unfair that she couldn’t go out during the very hours that made her feel the best. Even a little bit of time in the sunlight made her feel stronger and healthier. Her scales would warm up, and the iridescence she was named for would shine bright.


But she knew her sister wouldn’t give an inch this time. Sacha had used her full name, instead of calling her Dessa, so it was clear she meant business.


“Not fair,” Dessa said. “Can’t you just ask Mum and Dad if we can go out during the day? We can stay close to the cave. We’d be sooo careful.”


“I do understand how you feel, you know,” Sacha told her little sister. “The sun is energising, but going out in the daylight is just not safe. You know we need to keep to the darkness and tunnels, and use fire to revitalise … At least we have a cave with a shred of light coming in,” she added when she saw Dessa’s glum face.


“Please?!” Dessa begged one last time.


“I can ask next time they’re here,” Sacha relented.


“But they’re never here,” huffed Dessa.


“I know.” Her big sister sighed. “You know how it is; the adults work long hours to make sure our tunnel system is safe and our supplies stocked. Your job is to stay safe and work on building your strength. And that means getting enough rest.”


Dessa let out a huge sigh. “But I’m not tired,” she protested. “I want to go outside.”


“You’re doing well with your flying, so I’m sure you can start to venture out more soon, and maybe even do some hunting,” her sister reassured her.


Dessa wriggled about, wide awake. “Even during the day?” she asked eagerly.


Her sister snorted. “Not likely. You know the rules. We’re too bright. We’ll attract,” – she lowered her voice – “the Blade Wolf. It’s not safe.”


“But I’ve seen you sneak out of the cave during the day lots of—”


“ANYWAY,” Sacha interrupted loudly. “It’s bedtime. How about a bedtime story to help you settle?” Sacha suggested.


“Okay.” Dessa brightened.


“The legend of Granite?”


Dessa tilted her head thoughtfully. “I’m in the mood for something scarier,” she replied.




“It’s a wonder you don’t have nightmares,” Sacha muttered. “How about the tale of how the Fireflies began?”


“Yeah!” Dessa grinned, curling up in anticipation.




Sacha began. “Long ago, when all the tribes were one, the gigantic prowling Blade Wolf grew in strength. It slayed all creatures, including many dragons. However, one type of creature still thrived – the Groundlings. The dragons watched carefully. How did the Groundlings avoid being hunted? How did they evade the knife-sharp quills the Blade Wolf used to spear its prey?


[image: Three dragons stand on rocky ground facing a group of Groundlings, with one dragon positioned in front of a large egg and another with wings partly spread.]


“The evidence was all through the forest. The Groundlings used their rat-like feet for burrowing and hiding underground. More worryingly, the dragons realised, the Groundlings were stealing any unguarded dragon eggs and rolling them to the Blade Wolf. They were working for the creature.


“One day, a trio of dragons tried to save an egg from the Groundlings.”


“As they should,” piped up Dessa.


“Yes, as they should,” agreed Sacha. “But they failed, and their lives were lost. Many dragons wanted to rise up and show the other creatures that they were the main force in Ataraxia. Others felt it was safer to hide away, protect the young and survive. Some dragons tried to mount an attack, but their effort was disorganised, and many dragons died. Those who survived were left heartbroken and defeated. That’s when the dragons divided. Some took to hiding in the hollow dragonwood trees – the Fern dragons. The biggest, strongest dragons took the highest terrain available – the mountaintops. They became the Cliff dragons.


“But Fireflies took a different route. Groundlings might be able to scurry up trees and tunnels through the earth. They can even erode the hardest bark over enough time. But there is one thing they can’t tunnel through.” Sacha paused for suspense; her sister was enthralled.


“Rock!” announced Dessa. She’d heard this story before.


“That’s right,” her big sister said, “but dragons can. Years ago, the first Fireflies explored the base of the mountains seeking the safety of the rock. Using our powerful claws, they tunnelled deep into the mountains. Over the years, our tribe has built an underground network, designed to be even safer than the treetops could ever be.


“But there has been a price. Though we have learnt to thrive in the dark, many dragons miss being able to fly freely and feel the sun on their scales. Some of the older dragons can no longer bear the direct sunlight on their scales – they have gone too long without it. Life in the tunnels can be … restrictive.” Sacha paused.


“That’s why our parents are away so much,” she went on. “They are hard at work extending the tunnels so we all have enough space, and all the Fireflies and their eggs can stay hidden.” She tilted her head thoughtfully.


“I just wish all the other dragon eggs out there could be as safe,” she finished sadly. “After all, despite our differences, dragons are dragons.”


Dessa nodded, then yawned and curled herself up tighter, settling sleepily into her sister’s side. Slowly, she drifted off to sleep, her dreams filled with daring rescues, racing the rising sun across the skies. Her sister looked over her, still wide awake, but her head filled with the same dreams.










Chapter Three
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Deep in Dragonwood Forest, the sun shone through the tree canopy, casting dappled light over three old Fern dragons perched on the wide, thick branch of a dragonwood tree. Their scales looked like glossy leaves, edged with moss and lichen. They appeared completely at one with their forest environment.


They peered inside the hollow trunk to check on the eggs. Fern dragons kept all the tribe’s eggs in one safe nest, cleverly tucked away within an opening in the trunk. Only dragonwood bark was hard enough to stop the Blade Wolf’s spikes and the Groundlings’ teeth.


[image: Sylva, Tia, and Stamen, three old Fern dragons, peer closely from behind leaves at a cluster of large dragon eggs on the ground.]


Safe and sound, the old dragons thought with satisfaction. They were the Fern elders, mothers of the forest dragons. Their names were Sylva, Tia and Stamen.


“It won’t be long now, little ones,” cooed Sylva to the mass of eggs. She thought the words as she spoke them, directing them to the nest. She knew the hatchlings could hear every word, even without her voice. Ferns had the gift of mindspeak, the ability to communicate their thoughts directly. Before they were even born, the elders began teaching them.


“It’s time for some history,” Sylva announced. The dragons began telling the tale of their world, their soothing voices filling the nest in unified mindspeak.


“This is Ataraxia,” the hatchlings heard. “A secret world. A hulking mass of land, emerging seemingly from nowhere in the middle of the ocean. Ataraxia is adorned with towering cliffs, so high they kiss the clouds. Below them, the flatter terrain is covered in prehistoric trees, also reaching for the sky.


“It is an ancient land. A land of dragons.


“Once all the dragons roamed Ataraxia, united and free, rulers of their world. But over time, other beasts grew more threatening. Groundlings, those scavenging rats, began to work in packs. And even worse, the dreaded Blade Wolf grew larger than even the biggest dragon. That huge, wolf-like beast is now almost ten times bigger than us. It has a pelt of fire-resistant quills. There’s only one left in Ataraxia, but it’s a monster, with a ferocious anger and an appetite to match.


“Dragons quickly came to fear this terrifying beast more than anything and to dread its howl in the dark. They came to realise this monster had eyes all over the forest – it used the Groundlings to snatch any exposed dragon eggs, and it hunted the living. With danger ever present, the dragons adapted, each choosing a different approach to safeguard their future. This drew the dragons apart, dividing us into three separate tribes – the Fern dragons, the Firefly dragons and the Cliff dragons.


“There were once several Blade Wolves, but the alpha was as territorial as it was dangerous, and over the years, the strongest among them destroyed the others. As the one remaining Blade Wolf grew in power, with quills as sharp as metal, fangs deadlier than knives and the muscular strength to rival even the mightiest dragon, many dragons chose to hide away. In their attempts to avoid the dangers surrounding them, they grew weaker. A brave few continued to reign on the mountaintops, but many folded up their wings and hid. It was too risky. The Blade Wolf’s quills are as lethal as blades and filled with a toxic substance. Even when the spikes are shed, the poison remains active in the hollow shaft, as effective as a sleep serum. If a quill penetrates a dragon’s scales, that dragon would be knocked unconscious.”


The hatchlings shivered fearfully within their shells, and the eggs quivered slightly.


“Yes,” the voices said. “It is scary; we were scared too. We feared for our lives. That is why we took to hiding in the towering trees. We are safe here.


“As for the others – the dragons that became Fireflies melted into the night, becoming nocturnal and sheltering in the caves during the day. The Cliff dragons, high on the mountain, somehow held their ground against the new threats, and raged at the changed world from the mountaintops. They claimed the patch of sky above as their domain, forcing us to keep to lower terrain.


“But as time went on, even the Cliff dragons began to fly less. Raised on a diet of defence, they lost the joy of flying. And so, as the years passed, the dragons’ once great strength and power faded; now even the strongest of us are shadows of what we once were. Living in fear of the Blade Wolf, the dragons are divided. We no longer fly free in the skies but instead hide away, waiting for a time when we can rise again …”


As the tale trailed off, one small hatchling was struck by a premonition: perhaps it was time for their story to change.










Chapter Four
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The elder Fern dragons fell silent, allowing the hatchlings time to reflect.


“Some of these eggs look even smaller than last year,” whispered Stamen as they surveyed the nest.


Tia nodded in agreement. “I hope they gain the strength to fly quickly. These are dangerous days,” she said worriedly.


“Stamen, Tia! Hush now,” admonished Sylva, and the other two dragons immediately deferred to her authoritative tone. “We must keep our thoughts and voices positive and strong,” she reminded them. “Our history is difficult enough to hear about without added doom and gloom.”


They murmured their apologies, but secretly, Tia was worried. It made sense that hatchlings were taking longer to develop flying skills. After all, Fern dragons were flying less now and using the trees more. But why were they taking longer to develop spark and flame? Without flight and fire, how could a dragon defend itself?


Sylva picked up on her thoughts. “It’s okay,” she reassured Tia. “That’s why we keep to the forest, remember? The adults will make sure there are plenty of bridges connecting the trees. These little hatchlings will get around just fine.”


But Stamen had a more pressing concern. I can feel a storm coming, she thought to herself. We need to get all the flightless inside dragonwood trees, for safety. 


Sylva sighed. She spoke soothingly to the eggs using her mindspeak. I can hear you worrying and wondering, but everything will be okay. Yes, a storm is approaching, but you are safe here. And we will return.


The three older dragons headed off, leaving the nest of eggs behind them.


As the storm approached, all the Fern dragons found safe haven within the trees or curled tightly around tree limbs.


Little talons scratched against the eggshells as the hatchlings tried to break them apart from within. Despite being scared by what they would find outside, they felt an irresistible urge to break out. They murmured encouragement to each other using mindspeak.


Let’s get out!


Time to break free!


Let’s see what’s out there!


[image: Dragon egg rolls out of a large nest on a tall tree, teetering on the edge as branches and leaves surround it.]




Each hatchling already felt connected to their siblings, and they couldn’t wait to meet.


The nest was a hive of movement as the hatchlings wriggled within their eggs. Outside, the wind picked up, sending the huge old tree swaying from side to side. And then, something unexpected happened.


One small egg rolled, teetered on the edge of the nest, and then suddenly spilled out, plummeting into a thick bed of moss under a bush, amazingly still in one piece.




Just a heartbeat later, the egg, battered from the fall, cracked open.


Inside the shell, the hatchling waited, stunned and shaken. Everything had fallen silent. He could no longer hear the voices of his nestmates – voices he had never been without before. Nor could he hear the comforting voices of his teachers. Somehow, the silence seemed deafeningly loud.


The hatchling knew that wherever he was right now was anything but safe. He recalled what he had learnt about his world, of the ways to survive and the dangers here. His telepathic ability surged, and the events that had driven the dragons into hiding ran wildly and vividly through his mind. He felt like he could see his whole history.


[image: Baby dragon hatches from a cracked egg with shell pieces breaking apart around it.]


The little dragon’s heart started to pound. He looked up, up, up at the towering tree trunk, but could see no other dragons. He tried to flap his new wings but, still furled and damp, they gave him no lift at all.




He was stuck, newly hatched, on the ground, and all alone.










Chapter Five
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The fallen dragon was small, even for a Fern. His colouring, leaf-green with purple highlights, was better suited to the vibrant flowering tree canopy than the forest floor. He huddled in the moss, feeling dazed from the fall and wishing he could piece his shell back together and hide. But there was no chance of that.


He shook his head to clear the dizziness and a memory came to him of the last voice he had heard before he fell. Remember, Astra! We must stay together, stay safe! 


Was that his name, then – Astra? It must be. He remembered the mindspeak swirling around him.


Astra took a shaky breath and shook off the last flakes of shell that were sticking to the thin membrane of his light, flexible webbed wings. He stepped forward onto the soft moss and cautiously peered out of the bush, scanning his forest surroundings.


Darkness was already falling. Astra strained to detect sights, sounds or mindspeak in the forest around him, but all he could sense was the wind whistling in the tree canopy above. Wow, we really are good at hiding, he thought to himself. This thought was quickly followed by other, more urgent ones. Have I been missed? Will I be missed? I’m just one out of many hatchlings, after all. Will anyone come to help me? His stomach plummeted in dread. 


Help! he called with his mind. I’m down here!


But although he could feel faint threads of connection, there was no answer. He tried calling out loud, but his voice was scratchy and weak, and there was still no response.


I’m on my own, he thought. At least for now. He should look for a safer hiding spot, he decided.


OEBPS/images/chorn.jpg





OEBPS/images/ded.jpg





OEBPS/images/pgxx.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg29.jpg





OEBPS/images/pgxix.jpg





OEBPS/images/pgviii.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
~
RAGONFAL

— THE FATE OF DRAGONS —

SARINA CLARK
Ilustrations by Alba Gil Celdrdn

LITTLE
MOA





OEBPS/images/pgxvi.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg26.jpg





OEBPS/images/pgiv.jpg
UNTAIN HIGH \ (






OEBPS/images/pgiiia.jpg





OEBPS/images/pgxiv.jpg





OEBPS/images/pgxii.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
 
  
  
 
  
  
 
  
  
 
  
  
 
  
  
     
    
     
 
 

 
  





OEBPS/images/pgvi.jpg





OEBPS/images/pgx.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		Title Page



		Contents



		Dedication



		Map



		The Dragons and Beasts of Ataraxia



		Fern Dragons



		Firefly Dragons



		Cliff Dragons



		Blade Wolf



		Groundlings



		The Fate of Dragons



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine 



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		Chapter Seventeen



		Chapter Eighteen



		Chapter Nineteen



		Chapter Twenty



		Chapter Twenty-One



		Chapter Twenty-Two



		Chapter Twenty-Three



		Chapter Twenty-Four



		Chapter Twenty-Five



		Chapter Twenty-Six 



		Chapter Twenty-Seven



		Chapter Twenty-Eight



		Chapter Twenty-Nine



		Chapter Thirty



		Chapter Thirty-One



		Chapter Thirty-Two



		Chapter Thirty-Three



		Chapter Thirty-Four



		Chapter Thirty-Five



		Chapter Thirty-Six 



		Chapter Thirty-Seven



		Chapter Thirty-Nine



		Chapter Forty



		Epilogue



		Copyright













		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading











OEBPS/images/pgvii.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg18.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg12.jpg





OEBPS/images/ins.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781869715755.jpg
N LT
s DRAGONS WERE MEANT FOR THE SKIES
‘ L S | - % \\
£ ) 7

SARINA CLARK
* Illustrations by Alba Gil Celdrdn






