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Dedication

To my sister. You left far too soon but with every life you touched, you left an indelible memory of your grace, kindness, integrity and dedication to your family and community. Illness took you much too fast, and I so very much wish we could have conversed more, one last time. But the three words we were able to exchange are the most important... I love you!

You will be missed always, in all ways, by the many lives you touched and those you loved deeply, including me. I am grateful to have called you my sister. Fly free sis!

Wisdom takes time to achieve. The more we experience life, the more vibrant our tapestry. Many threads intertwine with faith and fate to weave our life’s tapestry kaleidoscope of colors.

S.L. Rempel, Author
Maia & The Dragon Mist
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​Memories
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Life has always been circular, and there was a time when all beings inherently understood this. I knew that physical life revolved around being predator or prey, and how I could be both. There was a respectful acceptance of those instinctual aspects I could not consciously grasp, but knew all the same that death was a part of life.

Wisdom takes time to achieve. The more of life experienced, the more vibrant our tapestry. I pondered long the many threads that intertwined with faith and fate into the kaleidoscope of colors weaving my life’s tapestry. 

I have lived for many centuries, and I feel the ache of those years in my bones and a weary sorrow deep in my heart.

There are many faces that dance before my eyes as I gaze into memories of long ago. Those that are shadows of friends and combatants alike who long ago turned to dust. The others live just beyond the veil that keeps hidden my precious sanctuary from the seasonal vagaries of the world with which I now live.

I have been alone for so long, my thoughts take random wanders to places I do not wish to dwell in, as if frozen in a continuous loop of despair. During these random wanderings, I catch glimpses of life. It might be of the future or distant past, or perhaps it is just fantastical glimpses of nothing. Either way, these glimpses make me feel lonely and remind me of the Elder that I used to tease about being slower than I, or would often appear muddled in thoughts, and I would become impatient with them. I wish now to take all of that back, to have their muddled thoughts once again for a few more moments.

The landscape in this world is so incredibly beautiful, even though this was not always the visage. My unceremonious ejection from the world that still conjures so much pain and joy in equal degrees—landed me here, on this planet.

My home world is gone, destroyed. All those who I loved and fought beside risked all. They gave their lives so I could escape with the seven precious heirs of our future. They once considered me wise and a fierce warrior.

Now I look to the skies with an odd hope that by some strange twist of magic, this has all been a horrible dream. But try as I might to focus very hard, I see nothing but the shimmers of that which cease to exist. The science of this land says that it can take long for the light of exploded stars to reach Earth—are the twinkling lights I gaze wishfully upon represent long ago glimmers of the deaths of so many?

When I sit here and ponder whether I will ever know the fate of those seven placed so confidently in my care, I fear that my remaining time is decreasing exponentially faster with each cycle of this planet.

I now grasp the concept that going through all the life phases is necessary to experience and learn what can only be taught with the passage of time.

I have reached the nexus of simultaneously looking backward and forward. Perhaps it was just time for the lessons to come home to roost. I understand we are all on unique individual journeys, yet at our core, we are all the same. The different expressions of our life’s tapestry are walking us all to the same destination—home.
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​​Part I – Home is where 
the Heart Resides
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​This. Is. War!

“Again!”

The two combatants circle each other, trying to find an opening or weakness to expose.

“What are you waiting for? Permission? Attack!”

Stirring aloft a cloud of dust, the two bodies slam into each other with a roar. The ground trembles as their large scaly bodies glisten with reflected light from the large sun overhead.

The observers perched high above on the cliff’s edge watch with a mixture of fascination to boredom, depending on their age and family lineage.

Both combatants are exhaling smoke with fleeting flickers of flame; neither is willing to fully engage.

“You are both weak, you are both showing weakness. I could take you both!” yells the horned red dragon.

“What if this was real? We would all die if dependent on you two to defend.”

One combatant pushes the other away, huffing. “That is the point! None of this is real. How do you expect us,” gesturing toward the other combatant, “to take this seriously when neither of us has ever known war, or even true battle.” This all comes from the fierce looking black dragon, his scales tipped with red as if dripping blood.

Laughing loudly, the other combatant exclaims, “Nergie, you are just afraid that I will win!” Maia snorts with genuine glee.

Maia is an Aunia dragon with a pearly white body and amethyst-colored eyes and highlights that extend along each side of the head, circle the ears, and form into a crown of upright scales that sits atop her head. These amethyst scales extend down the spine to the tail, which an Aunia can unfold into an amethyst fan of scales. 

“You always win,” pouts Nergie.

“Aw Nergie, I am just trying to get you fired with anger so we can train better,” Maia says softly. “I hold no real malice toward you, nor do I believe for a moment that you are weak. You have tremendous potential!”

“Maia is correct. She has been training much longer than you Nergal, yet you get stronger each time you two meet here on the training field,” states Oiá, the horned instructor.

“But why do you insist we train?” gesturing around him to the cliff full of observers, “who would dare to challenge a planet full of dragons?”

“Why does any of this matter,” gesturing again at Maia. “We all understand that Maia is the most powerful of us all,” mutters Nergal, gesturing again at Maia. Nergie is just what Maia calls him.

Maia calmly settles on her haunches with her eyes half lidded, making it appear she is tired and close to sleep. Nergal watches her quietly for a moment before launching himself at her; claws fully extended and tuning his fire.

Oiá looks on in surprise at this sudden and unexpected attack, as do the observers, many of whom are ready to launch from the cliff.

But alas, Maia was only pretending. Her many years of training allowed her to sense Nergie’s intent to attack, and she was prepared to deflect. Which she did effectively.

Rising to her full height, which positioned her above Nergie’s low stanch charge, he was expecting her to still be on her haunch.

With a flick of her great tail, she used it to pivot and position herself alongside Nergie’s back haunches, where she could bring her full weight against his body to throw him off balance.

Surprised, Nergie fell to his side. Then Maia rolled him onto his back and leaped atop him, preparing to unleash her death fire to the tender throat area, which was briefly exposed, the most effective way for one dragon to kill another.

“No!” yells Oiá.

The cliff observers were confused. Whose defense should they come to as the balance of battle had shifted? Only one observer remained in half lidded repose.

As Nergie’s eyes widened in genuine fear and feeling the heat of Maia’s breath, Maia licks his throat. “My dear friend, all is well.” And with that, she hopped off, walked a few paces, then leaped into flight.

“I guess today’s lesson is over,” mutters Oiá.

Shakingly, Nergal gets to his feet, not still believing he lives so sure of his imminent demise only moments ago.

Oiá walks over to him and goes to place a comforting wing upon him. 

Nergal shrugs her off defiantly. “Some teacher you are. How unfair was that? I thought I was going to die, but she,” gesturing at the airborne Maia, “only used me for sport, to prove how strong and invincible she is.”

“That is NOT who Maia is,” Oiá angrily retorts. “She sees you as worthy and with a lot of potential. She has had much more training than you. Do not expect to be her match overnight.”

Placing a gnarled front paw below Nergal’s chin to raise his eyes to be level with her, “If neither Maia nor I thought you capable, you would never be on the training field matched against her.”

Nergal slowly exhales and Oiá can feel the tension leaving his body.

“It was the moment of genuine fear that has left you feeling so defeated,” advises Oiá. “In an actual battle, fear cannot become your ally or be your decision maker. Everyone knows fear.” At Nergal’s look of skepticism, “Even Maia. It is not the fear itself that is wrong, but allowing it to be your ruler is.”

Nergal gives Oiá a long, inscrutable look before launching himself into the air in the opposite direction of Maia. He was not ready to settle his gaze on Maia any time soon. Nor were any of the others who observed the mock battle and subsequent loss.

As he flew off, Nergal thought to himself, “All I ask for is a little respect. I am a dragon too, from a very strong family line. Why do I always get treated as less?”

Oiá watched Nergal fly off and felt a fleeting chill, unusual for a dragon. Although she and the other Guardians knew of the prophecy and believed Maia to be the savior predicted so long ago, she could not shake the sense that Nergal was also pivotal to the prophecy. But there could not be two saviors, so what was his role?

​Precious Sil

After Maia left the training ground, she flew toward the valley floor where the children often played.

Maia had no offspring of her own, but there was one Anuri child that she loved dearly; Sil. This little darling was in her first life season, with many yet to come. Unlike most Anuri’s that had a pale green body, Sil’s had a pale pink body with shimmering scales that appeared moss green on the tips.

Sil, like all Anuri dragons, gained a reputation as everyone’s friend because of her talkative nature and friendly demeanor. She was innocently naïve and easily tricked, but so joyous to her core that it was impossible for her to stay mad at anyone, for anything.

Her and Maia’s personalities could not differ further, add that Sil was born of another family, made the love Maia had for Sil inexplicable. Even Matuu, who had watched over Sil’s precious egg until hatching and beyond, found their bond mystifying, yet felt grateful that Sil had Maia as a protector.

Spotting Sil and the ever-close Matuu inspecting the valley rocks, Maia banked and adjusted her wings to descend. Matuu saw her approached and nudged Sil who, upon seeing Maia, started jumping up and down and chattering nonsensically with excitement.

Dropping her clutch of rocks, Sil ran to embrace Maia; Maia pretending to lose her balance when Sil slammed into her.

Stepping back to look up at Maia, Sil inquires, “How was training with Oiá and Nergal?” puffing her chest to be bigger, “One day I too will train with Oiá to become a fierce warrior like you.”

Matuu shook his head and rolled his eyes. Anuri’s have never been great battle dragons, but who knows, perhaps under Maia and Oiá’s tutelage, Sil will be the first.

He could not help but give a snort of laughter at the thought, but did not discourage Sil’s hopes and dreams. He knew how much Sil wanted to follow Maia’s path.

Maia brought her head down, so her chin rested on the ground; this brought her eyes near level with Sil’s.

“How are you today, my dear Sil? I have missed your beautiful smile and warm embrace!”

Sil bounced from hind foot to foot in excitement, clapping her front paws together. Maia! Maia is speaking with her... Sil! She threw her arms round Maia’s snout and gave her a big hug.

“Thank you so much for the time you give me. You are my hero!” Sil exclaims passionately.

Tears welled in Maia’s eyes at the thought of someone so gentle looking up to her.

Maia softly strokes Sil’s mossy scales, and answers, “My dear child, I will always protect and love you as if you were my very own.”

Becoming uncharacteristically emotional, Maia continues, “I know you have a doting parent in Matuu,” giving a brief nose in his direction, which Matuu responded in kind. The respect is mutual between the two.

“I would never dream of usurping his role in your life. You bring such joy and love to mine. I could never thank you enough for being you.” Hugging Sil close as she stood and raising her up high, causing Sil to giggle with glee. 

Maia finishes. “I see in you hope for the future of all dragons, regardless of origin family. That we may all live together in peace and joy,” setting Sil gently down, “I train so that I can ensure future peace and joy. It takes all of us, in our own manner and way, to bring the whole dragon community close to stand together.”

Placing her paw on Sil’s head, tilting it up, “never change the essence of who you are, never lose your joy!”

Never could Maia adequately put into words the deep feeling of love and hope she held felt for Sil. Perhaps one day she would hatch her own offspring, but there was something about Sil that negated that necessity as she already felt motherly love toward this little pink dragon.

On a distant cliff, Nergal watched Maia fawn over Sil and knew this was Maia’s one area of weakness. But Nergal, too, loved all the child dragons. There was something so innocent and hopeful about them all.

​Seanduine the Elder

Maia loved flying, preferring to stay aloft riding the thermal air currents, allowing the updrafts to move her. With this, she could glide through the skies for a long time. Feeling each change in air current, she could easily float high above the landscape and observe the horizon. Using the sun’s position in relation to the horizon, she knew whether the night was close or far. Similarly, she could use the waxing and waning of the shadow cast below to know the direction of travel needed to arrive at any destination.

In the distance, she could see other dragons also enjoying the currents, and several of them glided closer to her, briefly nodding their head in acknowledgment. For a time, several dragons floated the currents together, leaving shadowed impressions of their passing on the ground below where baby dragons pretended to fly while running along the ground in the shadows of their airborne families.

All dragons have keen eyesight, allowing them to see far into the distance or note even the slightest movement. To focus on what has caught their attention, dragons dilate their pupils to allow in as much light as needed, dilating and contracting until the focus is perfect. 

This pupil control, along with her multiple eyelids, allowed Maia to observe Nergal’s muscles tensing and predict the moment of attack during the earlier practice. 

Dragon’s outer most eyelids appear opaque but are clear enough for sight; behind this outer lid are two more lids that operate independently to filter or block completely any external illumination. 

What Nergal did not see was Maia retracting her inner eyelids to observe his movements, no matter how subtle. As a dragon, Nergal knows this, but his inexperience prevented him from anticipating that Maia was observing him, that she did not consider the training paused.

When Nergal, an Auro dragon, changes the color of their scales to align with their mood, it forewarns others who are knowledgeable of this trait about mood shifts. Albeit as this color change is based on heart rate, skilled Auro can mask this color change by controlling the speed of their heartbeat. Giving the appearance of being calm when, in fact, battle is imminent.

Using the time aloft to retrace the most recent training session, Maia understood how Nergie’s inexperience gave her an advantage. In an odd twist, she felt ashamed for humiliating Nergie in that manner.

She would invite him to a private training session, just the two of them. And give him some pointers on how to anticipate his opponent, and perhaps even let him best her in a sparring match. 

“Hmmmm, no,” Exclaims Maia out loud, “I have trained for too long to so easily roll over, and Nergie knows that.”

Still musing, Maia slowly banked to the left. In the dimming twilight, she spotted the Elder known as Seanduine, snoozing on the edge of the cliff. He holds the title of the eldest among all dragons.

Angling her body downward, she began descending toward a cliff side perch below Seanduine. At the last moment she caught an updraft and parallel to the cliff side, she rose until she cleared the edge and flicked her tail to change direction, tucked her wings, and settled with quiet grace beside Seanduine.

Thinking him still sleeping, she startled softly when he spoke, “Hello Maia, quite the training session today.”

“You watched?” replies Maia.

Opening all his eyelids, he swung his noble head so he could look at her through his rheumy gold eyes. Being of the Inti family, Seanduine had an earth brown body; other family members have bodies that range from waves of light to dark brown depending on the individual dragon. Each Inti has vibrant gold eyes that have swirling brown waves to match their body, making others unsure whether the Inti’s eyes are open; besides the multiple lids every dragon has.

Seanduine’s body bore long healed battle scars and was missing many scales. Maia may not have known war in her lifetime, but Seanduine had in his. Although many assumed that Seanduine’s quietly thoughtful demeanor and preference to observe was because of his advanced age, this introverted display was another Inti trait.

“Do you think it wise, what you did to Nergal?” Seanduine asks softly. “He is unusually sensitive for an Auro dragon.”

All dragons possess varying degrees of arrogance, but the Auro dragons particularly stand out for their unshakeable self-esteem and brazen confidence. Auro dragons often give off the impression of being aloof or cold when, in reality, feel deeply but rarely express their true feelings.

Nergal was an exception as he was unusually sensitive and seemed to have a fragility of ego that was rare amongst dragons, and unheard of in the Auro family.

“We were training under Oiá’s tutelage,” huffed Maia, as if to imply whatever insult to Nergie was all Oiá’s fault.

Oiá was a Rhizo dragon; all Rhizo are large and have an imposing presence, which oddly provides one with a sense of safety and security. With a deep blood red body with black tipped scales and black claws, Rhizo has brown eyes that reflect their mood; appearing soft brown when empathetic to almost black when angered. One only tests their authority or questions their motives, once. The Rhizo dragon is the largest and most fierce defender of all the dragon families. They are distinctive for the large horn that curves from their nose, with some Rhizo having another smaller horn behind.

“Child, I may be old but not a fool,” chides Seanduine. “Oiá did not instruct you to humiliate Nergal.”

Looking at Seanduine with a mixture of hurt and feeling her own humiliation at the truth of his words, Maia responded quietly, “I know, I was pondering all while aloft and have thought of a way to make it up to Nergie.” Maia settled comfortably onto the cliff and placed her forearms to allow her claws to hang over the edge. This position allowed her to fully relax but simultaneously be ready to launch into flight with a pull of her claws.

“I am sorry for my immature behavior,” Maia apologizes while briefly laying her head alongside Seanduine’s.

“It is not I who deserve, or need, your apology,” warned Seanduine.

Seanduine settled his noble head on his front paws and closed his eyes. Changing to telepathy, he advised, “My dear Maia, do not be too hard on yourself. Life’s most valuable lessons come with age and a certain amount of experiencing life.”

Even as one of the first hatched on this new planet, Maia was still young by dragon standards. As an Aunia dragon ages, the depth of amethyst color fades to a hint of color along the spine and tail, but remains vibrant on the head. 

Pausing inexplicably before continuing, “Time is a commodity. Youth make us trade precious moments on frivolous pursuits. Only with age, and experience, can we come to really appreciate the immeasurable value of time.”

Opening his eyes to stare at some far-off time, “there were so many times in my youth when I behaved without thought or care to the damage I caused.”

“I cannot imagine you ever being young,” muses Maia to herself.

“That was your out loud thought!” snorted Seanduine. With sadness, Seanduine continues, “My youth was so long ago that I often believe it was just imagination that I used to be hearty and hale, brash and egotistic, full of false bravado.”

“Now I know you tell tales. You? Egotistic false bravado? I do not believe you!”

“Ask Oiá, she will tell you stories,” laughs Seanduine.

“Hmmmm, perhaps,” responded Maia. Knowing she had no intent to discuss Seanduine with Oiá. Maia had tremendous respect for Oiá but knew not if she liked the Rhizo.

“In my mind’s eye, I am still that young Inti who believed I knew it all already. The elders would just smile at me, knowing all too well, as I was in the first season of dragon hood, the knowledge I believed I possessed did not yet truly exist. In fact, this first season is when a young dragon would learn much.”

He grew quiet for a beat, contemplating his next words.

“As most youngsters, yourself included,” he tilted his head toward Maia before continuing, “I could hardly wait to grow to adulthood and develop the strength to fly and learn to fight. Now I only wish I could go back in time, enjoy that youth rather than wishing it to go by faster.”

“I am not a youngster. I know how to fly, how to fight!” Maia stated with indignation. It did not help her mood that Seanduine only smiled broader at her statement, and her obvious ire.

“Thank you for so clearly showing exactly what I meant. You are still young, still learning.”

Maia huffed at those words from Seanduine.

​Ostara, Home

As they lay side by side quietly for a few beats, Maia could not help but wonder. There was something in Seanduine’s tone that gave Maia pause and made her wonder if there was much more to his rare admonishment over a simple training session and expression of apparent sadness at his lost youth would account.

Maia leaned a little to give Seanduine a soft nudge, and he raised a single brow in question.

“Tell me of the past, of your past,” begs Maia. “I sense there is much you want to share, and perhaps our time together is ... dwindling,” thinking as Seanduine’s so old, maybe.

Seanduine lifted his head and replies indignantly, “I may be old enough to remember the Guardians as youths, but I am not at the dragon gate just yet.”

The dragon gate is where all dragons go when their time of breath nears end. The gate is where they pause to consider the life they lived. Dragons must leave behind those they loved and held close: friends and foes alike. Once past the gate, the further journey is one they must take alone, even though they walk in the footsteps of all who passed before them.

“Perhaps this is an old dragon’s moment of Hiraeth,” sighing with remembrance of a time long ago, Seanduine explains, Hiraeth is a spiritual longing for a home which maybe never was exactly as remembered. With the passing of time, memories can create a blurred line between what was real or imagined.

“Hiraeth is a nostalgia of sorts for ancient places to which we cannot return. The echo of the lost places of our soul’s past and our grief for them. In the wind, the rocks, the waves; it is nowhere, and it is everywhere.”

With that explanation, Seanduine grew quiet again. He seemed to need rest between bouts of conversation.

Maia had nearly given up there would be any further conversation, or that Seanduine had even heard her when he spoke.

Sitting up, Seanduine made a sweeping gesture of the landscape, “this was not our home, this... is not the place of my youth.”

Mesmerized, Maia focused on Seanduine’s every word.

“The home of my youth was beautiful, with lush green trees and flowing blue bodies of water.” Once again, getting that faraway look in his rheumy eyes, he continued.

“We were not the only ones who knew how to use the air currents to our favor, nor were we the only ones on the land or beneath the water. The skies teemed with many species of feathered creatures, none of which matched our size or possessed our forearms and wingspan. But flying the currents often came with companions, some who landed upon us for respite when they themselves tired.”

“The landscape had mountains too, but that is where any similarity ends. Those mountains had multitudes of caves where a dragon could curl up and snooze as the world outside continued.”

“And walking the flatlands were a mixture of creatures of varying shape and size, and even purpose. From the tiny which could fit in the concave of one claw,” turning up a front paw to look at his pad as if seeing one of those creatures, “to those nearly as large as us.”

“Oh, the blue waters,” smiling, he turned his head to Maia. “The Kairi loved the water! Every source of water teemed with an assortment of scaled creatures, which had wings not for flying, but for swimming.

Highly intuitive and with an affinity for water, Kairi dragons move with a gliding grace. With a deep blue body of shimmering scales, fin-like spikes, and gills, the Kairi’s eyes are of a liquid blue that gives the appearance of water ebbing and flowing. All dragons have wings, but Kairi dragons can use their wings for flight or transform their wings to fins for swimming.

Sneering, he looked toward the murky water in the valley below. “Not these... worms. Disgusting creatures they are!”

Both Seanduine and Maia observed a worm crawling from the murky water toward a group of young dragons, only to be chased away by one of the nearby adults. No dragon considered the worms a threat, just disgustingly slimy.

Settling back on his haunches, Seanduine became quiet again.

“Feathers? Swimming? Other creatures aside from us and... worms,” Maia says with similar disgust at mention of the worms. “It is a very creative story you weave. Here I thought Kairi’s were the only dreamers with a very active imagination. I suspect you have Kairi in your lineage,” Maia teases.

Seanduine once again turned his head to look at Maia with an odd mixture of love and sadness in his eyes.

“It is not a story that causes such sorrow to enter my heart, but the memory of all that we once had, and all that we had lost.”

“But how did you come to be here? This,” copying Seanduine’s earlier sweeping gesture, “is all that I and many others have ever known. It is home to us.”

Seanduine turned to face Maia, and raising a paw to her check gently stroked her face with his gnarled claw.

“My beautiful Maia of the Aunia. Yours is a proud family with a long lineage that dates to the oldest of families, older than even the Rhizo family.”

Maia smiles at THAT knowledge.

Knowing well the thought crossing her mind, “All the families sprung from a similar source. We are all brethren, we are all family, even though we appear outwardly to differ.”

Taking a long inhale as if the telling was taxing him, he continued.

“It was only through the passing of time, and individuals exploring far-flung regions for long periods, did the dragons’ exterior began altering to better suit the region in which they grew to consider their particular family heritage.”

“As time passed more than just miles, landscape, or skyscape, separated us.”

During the telling, Seanduine had settled again to lie with his head resting on his front paws. Maia did not notice his change of position or even that he started communicating via telepathy.

Soon, the sound of his snoring made it apparent he truly was asleep. Maia snuggled closer; his warmth and even the rhythmic snoring was a comfort after all she heard. Little did she know the story was still young.

​Evil’s First Visit

As Seanduine slept, Maia continued to learn more of their past by watching the dream he shared. It seemed he fell asleep before concealing his thoughts.

Though there were many dragon families spread across the planet, each with their own unique appearance and abilities honed by their respective home regions, the representatives of all families would gather to discuss worldly dragon affairs. 

Each family considered these meetings very important and, by returning to the physical place where all dragons came into being, a connection to the singular source. All dragons had an intuitive connection to the ‘Collective’, a means to call together all dragon families to gather for important meetings.

Seanduine was old even then, being in his third season of dragon hood, but had attended many past meetings of the Collective. There was no hint this occasion would be such a momentous and life altering meeting. Representatives from every dragon family were in the same space at the same time to witness the same event; the shooting fire crossing the night sky. 

No one alive had seen this sky fire before, no one realized the danger. A few dragons found where the fire had landed. Although steaming from atmospheric entry, it appeared to be a harmless rock. The dragons picked it up and started tossing it around. A new game!

As these dragons told others of finding the fire rock and the resulting games played, no one knew that the rock carried an evil virus that infected the original group of dragons, plus every other dragon who came into physical contact with either the rock or those severely infected.

No one considered that the rock never seemed to cool, but two visiting dragons sensed a change—Oiá and Daramulum. They tried to warn the other dragon families, but everyone just laughed at their drama over a piece of rock.

Until the original group of dragons began changing, not only in behavior but appearance as well. No matter what their family colors, all these dragons who initially found the rock began losing their vibrant colors; instead appearing a dull version with sickly green splotches across their scales.

The planet, too, seemed to change, and these changes became exponentially pronounced as time passed.

At first, the changes seemed minimal and easily explained away. Their once lush planet seemed to dry; plants and trees wilting, the other creatures that shared the land and skies were dying, and water holes were becoming sour.

As dragons are long lived and do not follow any concept of marking the passage of time, observers did not immediately note that these changes occurred relatively quickly.

Always fun loving and gregarious, the infected dragons became increasingly querulous. They easily took offense at the slightest joke or jest and soon began warring with other dragons. Regardless of the effort made by their respective families to admonish or subdue the infected dragons, discord grew until war broke out.

At first, there were battle skirmishes amongst families of the original dragons that found the rock. Dragon families displayed unwavering loyalty to their own members, even in situations where their own members were at fault.

This united front would be the downfall of those dragon families. Relatives of the infected dragons fought pitched battles to keep any blame from their own family. 

Uninfected dragon families quickly learned that to intervene in any way meant death. The families slaughtered those who spoke of peace in which the infection had spread. Conversely, those who lived became infected because any physical contact resulted in being tainted by infected blood.

Meanwhile, the planet’s own death seemed to escalate toward a climax; most of the endemic flora and fauna were dead, and the planet itself began rumbling and shaking sporadically as if undecided whether to tear itself apart.

Oiá and Daramulum tried using the dragon Collective, but the only answers came from the uninfected; infected dragons had become disconnected from the Collective.

Sensing the impending doom and not knowing its approaching speed, Oiá and Daramulum quietly used the Collective to plan for the survival of the remaining dragons. Senior members of each uninfected family took part in planning and set about building family pods to escape the planet. The younger dragons did not know of inter-planetary travel, which was only known by the often referenced and always revered Ancients. No one knew of any dragon alive had ever traveled in one of these pods, mind nothing inter-planetary.

Under the guidance of the very few Elders still alive, each dragon family used the Collective knowledge—even if that knowledge seemed like magical fantasies—to build their own family pod. Even though many were skeptical of the pods’ ability to transport them off the planet, to stay meant certain death. Each will take a chance.

Each pod would contain a protected center where they would store the historic family medallion and unhatched eggs, symbolizing the past and future. Surrounding these protected centers would be the living dragons of adults and children, early season dragon hood—representing the present.

They planned for no uninfected dragon to be left behind. But plans always have holes, especially those based on aged memories.

Maybe someone noted their absence, or their quiet industriousness caught attention. Why didn’t they include them in any Collective plans? What were these families building? These dragon families did not know the infection prevented them from participating in the Collective.

The infected dragons were past the point of healing. They could no longer perceive their own behavior as wrong, but only imagined that they were being wronged, which they used to justify any destruction they caused to others. These infected dragons could not even see how their precious home planet was dying, nor did they even believe the planet was precious and life giving.

With the atmosphere now becoming rapidly unbreathable, and the planet rumbling increasing in frequency and severity, the time to depart had arrived.

Using the intuitive Collective, the uninfected families confirmed when their pods were ready, eggs and medallions safely stored, along with one dragon selected to be the last line of defense, Guardian of their cherished past and future. 

After that, they placed the children into the outer circle of the pod, along with adult family members. Elders of each clan, in the third or final dragon hood seasons, stayed behind to fight the infected families to buy precious moments for the pods to escape unscathed. The Elders did this willingly, even knowing their own death was certain; the only unknown being the manner of death–war wounds or planetary demise. Their belief was they each had lived multiple seasons. Their sacrifice was for their future; unknown though it may be.

Once in the pod, the dragons could no longer connect to the larger Collective; knowing this, the remaining adult dragons hesitated outside their pods to share a few moments of treasured memories with the other families, and each other. No one knew whether any of this would prove successful, but as the planet was clearly dying, the Collective knew their only hope for survival was this desperate attempt at escape.

That is when the infected dragon families struck, and adding to the mayhem, the planet buckled inward before ultimately exploding.

Even though they could feel the increasing severity of the planet’s shaking, unbeknownst to those inside the pods, the ultimate battle between the dragons had begun. The infected dragons sought to slay all the families and claim the pods, even though they still did not know why or what the pods were for.

Many dragons, both infected and uninfected, died during that last war. Some adults escaped, both being infected and the external melee, crawling into and sealing the pods from the inside, sadly leaving family members stranded. But all the uninfected dragons knew they were fighting for the very survival of their species and their individual families. If the eggs did not survive, there was no future. If the Guardians did not survive, there would be no one to teach of the past. The battling adults were sacrificial.

Of the over 100 different uninfected dragon families, only 15 sealed their pod successfully before the planet exploded.

The endless expanse of space swallowed six out of the 15 pods that escaped the planet’s doom, leaving their fate unknown.

​Memories

Sometime while viewing Seanduine’s memories, he had awoken and was watching Maia.

Sensing he was awake, Maia inquires, “nine pods landed, that means nine different families. But I only know of seven.”

Staring at Maia with an inscrutable look, almost one of indecision, he responds, “yes, there were nine pods that arrived here on this planet, but not all of them ‘landed’ per se.”

“I do not understand.”

Two pods crashed into a cliff side and got destroyed. All within died instantly. The crash destroyed all the eggs, crushing them. Two dragon families had successfully escaped the horror of our last home but still ceased to exist immediately upon arrival at our new home. Their Collective past, present, and future–all gone, forever.”

Maia, horrified, “did any of them get to reminisce before the dragon gate or was that future also denied them?”

“I know not the answer to that, my dear Maia,” whispers Seanduine. “But I have oft wondered the same.” Growing angry, “None of them deserved their end, not the original dragons who became infected, or those that crashed into the cliff side.”

Maia, looking around, “where did they crash?”

In a stern voice, Seanduine responded, “that site is sacred. Only Guardians attend those locations to remember those they had known and lost. It is not a place for your generation or for those hence to shadow at any time.

An insult briefly crossed Maia’s heart, but she respected that only a few Guardians, all of whom had known those who had died, deeply felt this hardship.

With dawning realization Maia looked up at Seanduine, who, sensing a change in his demeanor, was cautious about her next comments.

“Oiá is Guardian of the Rhizo; Daramulum of my family, the Aunia; Nezha of the Kairi; Dogoda of the Anuri; Marzanno of Nergie’s Auro; and Bes of the Cort dragons.”

You hold the title of Elder, representing the Inti. No other family has an Elder. The other six families have a Guardian, but not the Inti.”

Cocking her head to one side, “why is that Seanduine? Why are you called Elder and not Guardian?”

Many have repeated it, many times... there is always something new to learn. Maia learned dragons could blush, as Seanduine was doing now.

With a big inhale to bring strength, Seanduine explained. 

“Even then I was old. As the world literally crumbled around me to what extent I could, I helped build the pods. But I would tire easily, and during one particularly tumultuous day I was so exhausted I thought to climb inside the pod and catch a brief snooze.”

“Amid war, you fell asleep,” Maia asks incredulously.

“I am not proud; I should have died on the battlefield.” Seanduine hung his head.

“I must have been weary to my bones because I swear to you on my life and all those who I hold dear, I did not know our pod had launched or what had happened in the waning moments. It shames me to this day!”

“They refer to the seven pods that successfully landed as ‘successful’ only because some occupants survived... Some.”

Upon hearing this Maia’s eyes widened and as she was about to speak, Seanduine continued.

“Tawa was the designated Inti Guardian, but she did not survive the landing. Of the dragons that survived, all of them were too young to raise future generations of Inti, so I became their Guardian.”

With deep sadness he continues, “I know many of the dragons here today believe me irrelevant because I am old, except for the proper Guardians. It never used to be like this when I was younger. All dragons, regardless of familial lineage, respected the Elders for the wisdom each holds.”

“I state this change not to complain about those who do not respect me. I do not respect myself or place myself in the same category as the Elders of my youth. However, that said, I have seen much of both planets. I have known love, friendship, and loss. My great fear is that without the benefit of hearing my own lived experience and knowledge, be that what it may, history will repeat.”

“There have been many times when I perched here wishing I could have a moment of time with an Elder of my youth. Ask for their guidance and encouragement. Even knowing that none of them had lived experience of this,” he nosed at the horizon, “to sit beside someone more knowledgeable than yourself is a comfort of sorts.”

Maia sat up, proclaiming, “that is why I spend so much time with you! You are wise and kind in a manner different from the Guardians, even my Guardian, Daramulum.”

“You are the only one,” Seanduine gestured at the other young adults settling along the cliff’s edge. “The Guardians speak with me, yes, but of those born of this planet, they only see me as old and useless. Remember the false knowledge of early season dragon hood I spoke of earlier?”

At Maia’s nod, Seanduine continued.

“I find it simultaneously amusing and frustrating that my wisdom will die with me. My last act of redemption will be one of failure, as no one is interested in learning from me.”

“But I am right here. I am listening. You mean so very much to me!” cries Maia, frustrated at not being enough for Seanduine.

Sitting upright, Seanduine stared at Maia for a long breath.

“You are so beautiful, Maia. Your life started as beating the odds as you should not have lived.”

“What?” exclaims Maia.

Waving away her curiosity, “a story for another time,” responded Seanduine.

Softening his gaze, “I hope you live the full four seasons of dragon hood, and that you experience the joy of having young dragons look to you for guidance and encouragement to fulfill their own destinies.”

Pausing, Seanduine continues, “It is easy to be in your presence and there is no denial that your own destiny will take you far, that your own story has barely unfolded.”

With that, Seanduine spread his wings and walked off the cliff edge, dropping suddenly before catching an updraft to rise into sight again. With a couple of powerful wing beats, he soon became a speck in the distance.

“I have so many questions,” says Maia pensively.

​Maia and Ouba

After Seanduine’s departure, Maia sits alone at the cliff’s edge, allowing the passage of time to settle words and feelings stirred by the recent conversation.

The cliff is part of the popular mountainous region that semi circles a valley where the dragon children play. All children, including Maia herself, grew up in this valley. The natural valley bowl surrounded on three sides by the mountain makes it a serene location to provide the children with safety and free rein to wander. The cliffs always have an accumulation of dragons of varying ages, representing all seven families.

In the valley center is one of those murky lakes, home to a few of the slimy worms Seanduine so despises. Only the Kairi dragons enter those waters, and even then, only briefly. One can always find the Kairi near the water, as if something in their far memory calls them there.

As time passes, the sun sets, and the triple moons rise in the distance; the light provided by the day sun dimmed into a shadowy mirror of brilliance. It is in this low light that most dragons will find their place along the mountain cliffs and crags to find a place to rest until night once again becomes day.

Lost in thought, Maia only briefly notices a closing shadow before Ouba landed beside her and gave her a friendly bump of hello.

Oubaitori, or Ouba as most call him, was of Seanduine’s Inti family and Maia’s closest friend. Ouba hatched not long after Maia, even though she was one of the oldest dragons born on Mabon, the name given to their current planet. The two had essentially grown up together and all the Guardians fawned over both, especially being the first of their kind in this new world after losing so many.

It was a rare sight to see one without the other in proximity. Despite not showing outward affection for each other, Maia always pushed boundaries and loved to learn how to fight and strategize battle from Oiá.

In true Inti fashion, Ouba was much more reserved and showed little interest in learning how to fight, even though he never missed observing a lesson.

Nergal completed their trinity of dragons, even though he hatched long after both Maia and Ouba had reached their second season. Nergal was young and considered by both Maia and Ouba to be innocently naïve, and they attributed his high sensitivity to any perceived slight to this youthful naivete, assuming he would grow out of it.

“I watched the earlier battle training,” comments Ouba. “Are you sure that was wise; how you handled Nergal?”

“Not you too! Seanduine has already lectured me,” mutters Maia.

“I swear he considers you more his own family than me.” Ouba turns his head to look into the distance.

They both watched a dark shadow grow as it approached, then as it drew alongside, the shadow hovered with hesitation before settling beside them.

“Hello Nergal,” acknowledges Ouba.

Maia gave a head nod toward Nergal and smiled. Nergal just turned and looked away, still miffed at Maia from earlier.

While Nergal’s head remained turned away, Ouba looked intently at Maia and telepaths to her. “See? Nergal still pouts. You need to be the adult and make amends before the friendship becomes damaged.”

All dragons could communicate telepathically, and shield the communication to only the intended, or broaden the message to the entire Collective. This message was between Ouba and Maia only.

“Nergie is behaving childishly,” Maia replies, “and I didn’t mean or cause any physical harm.”

“Not physically, perhaps, but he pouts all the same. As for his being childish, he is the youngest of us three, and we both had our own moments of being childish.” With this last comment, Ouba considered the discussion ended and closed his telepathic portal.

Maia stared at Ouba for a few moments in obvious frustration before heeding his words. “Nergie, I am sorry for besting you on the training field.”

Ouba rolled his eyes at Maia’s comment. He loved her dearly, but she could be extremely obtuse.

“My name is Nergal. Why are you unable to respect that?”

Realization dawned, her actions deeply insulted and hurt Nergal. Walking around Ouba to sit alongside Nergal, Maia placed a wing across his back “Nergie... Nergal... I love you dearly and consider you and Ouba my closest friends! I would never purposefully cause you any harm and it distresses me to learn I have done exactly that.”

The slight movement of Nergal’s head and the swivel of his closet ear shows he is listening.

“Truly, I meant no harm and absolutely believe in your potential to develop into a fierce warrior whose skill will match, or even exceed, my own.”

Nergal turned his head to look deep into Maia’s eyes to discern whether she spoke the truth or simply placating words. Nergal responded, determining that the words, regardless of their intention, sufficed.

“I forgive you, Maia, and you may once again refer to me as ‘Nergie’.” You alone have this permission.” Turning his head to look at Ouba, “You must continue to refer to me as ‘Nergal’. My permission does not extend to you.”

“What have I done?” exclaims Ouba. He is not truly upset, but very glad that Nergie is seemingly over his most recent insult. Ouba makes a mental note to discuss Nergie’s ongoing fragile ego with Marzanna, the Auro Guardian. Maybe she can talk some sense into him. It is unfair that he and Maia must contemplate every interaction with Nergie, weighing whether he may take insult.

The trinity sits in companionable silence for a few beats, all recent insults forgiven and forgotten.

Without warning, Maia pulls herself off the cliff and begins an ever-increasing rapid descent alongside the mountain. Ouba and Nergal look at each other in shock, neither knowing for a moment what to do or say.

Maia’s joyful laughter reaches their keen hearing as she spins with tucked wings while watching the mountainside speed by. Such a brat!

At the last moment possible, she spreads her wings to catch an updraft, much to Ouba’s stress and ultimate relief. He has seen her perform similar stunts many times, and each time he believes it to be the fateful last.

Stabilizing in the air current, Maia flies over the dragon children, who watch her aerobatic maneuvers in awe; the adult dragon minders are not as awed, more annoyed. 

As she swoops up the opposing side of the valley bowl, Ouba, Nergal, and a few other adult dragons fall from their cliff perches to join her in flight. Clearing the cliff edge, she hovers before turning and beginning again the descent into the valley below.

The dragon children are running and cheering in the valley, keeping pace with the growing shadows formed by the flying adults, thoroughly enjoying the spectacle. Each child thinking to themself, “One day I too will fly like Maia!”

Again, swooping through the valley, Maia and the others turn to fly perpendicular to the running children. Using their muscular hind legs, each aloft dragon carefully grabs a child, treating them to the feel of flight. Of course, Sil is the running child picked up by Maia. The children love this! Even the adult dragons who were minding the children’s play each grab a running child and, with a couple of strong swipes of their full wingspan, are aloft in flight as well.

Now in flight, an adult safely clutches every child once playing in the valley and the adult handlers know that they have safely secured every child. 

The adults join a formation of flying dragons, each with their child cohort and Maia leading the way. Nergal playfully pretends to drop his young charge before gathering the little one close to his heart and whispering words of encouragement; this was only play.

In the distance, Oiá and Seanduine, along with the other Guardians, watch the playful flight unfold below them.

Oiá says, “They have resolved this latest insult to Nergal’s ego.”

Marzanna snorts; she is at a loss about how to manage Nergal, as he is unlike any other Auro she has known, past or present. She certainly hopes he is not a sign of how the Auro family members will develop in the future or at least let her time on this side of the dragon gate be complete.

​Wish Upon a Star

Back upon their cliff perch, Ouba and Maia rested during the darkest hours before the dawn of a new day. Nergal had been called away by Marzanna. He would join them later.

Maia rested her head against Ouba’s side, letting his calm breathing and steady heartbeat slow her own. She enjoyed playing with the children and introducing them to the feel of flight; she remembered her own impatience, waiting to mature enough herself to take flight. This memory is why she occasionally treats them to the feel of flight, and why over time, other adult dragons joined the harmless fun.

Ouba closed his eyes and nuzzled his head into a position where he could feel Maia’s breath. ‘The twins’, as the Guardians referred to Ouba and Maia, theirs was a special bond few dragons would ever experience. Often the two had little need for telepathy, so sure each was of the other’s thoughts.

Although close friendships often develop amongst dragons regardless of origin, family or gender. The bond shared by Ouba and Maia was unusually strong, and many other dragons assumed they were a mated pair; also, very rare amongst dragons. 

Dragons are parthenogenetic, which means two mates are not required for dragon families to grow. Females form and lay eggs, later forming into an embryo without need for fertilization. The female dragon will carry an egg for four to 6 weeks, allowing time to find the perfect incubation location. This has allowed for the numbers of each family to recover. Once they choose a lay location, the female dragon will incubate the egg for approximately three weeks before it hatches, but it can take up to five weeks (usually Rhizo dragons take the longest). Of all the families, Aunia lives longest, yet reproduces at significantly slower rates than the other dragon families. Because they are slow to reproduce, Aunia dragons are very rare and have been slow to rebuild on Mabon.

An uncharacteristic flash of light disturbs Ouba and Maia’s shared moments of reverie in the night sky; it is too early for dawn.

Both looking up in time to sky the white light shoot across the sky, disappearing far beyond the horizon. They assume this light to be a shooting star rather than a landed meteorite, neither having seen either before but having heard the Guardians speak wistfully of wishing upon a star.

Turning her head to gaze at Ouba, Maia stared at him with an intensity he had rarely witnessed.

“What?” he asks softly, unsure of how to read the look in her eyes. He gives her a gentle nuzzle with his snout to let her know all is well.

“I cannot imagine a world without you in it,” says Maia.

Ouba tilts his head with inquiry.

Feeling overwhelmed by unfamiliar emotions, Maia feels an almost prophetic impetus that Ouba understand her depth of feeling for him.

“You are everything to me! We were the first dragons born of this world,” glancing around at the shadowy landscape. “You are my best friend, my brother, my soul’s guiding force.”

She grew silent with the heaviness of her words and feelings.

“I could not possibly live without you to love me, or admonish me for being a brat, or remind me of my responsibilities to the Collective.”

Sitting up, she cups his face in her front paws, “You are my heartbeat, my breath, my reason for living. Each day and night I scan the land and skies for your presence if you are not already beside me.”

“I feel deeply for you too,” huffs Ouba with emotion.

“Shush, I am speaking!”

“Sorry to interrupt!” retorts Ouba sarcastically. With a wave, “go on, continue telling me how amazing I am.”

“You know well this is difficult for me... ‘I am the daredevil’ as the other dragons say,” with a snort of laughter, “but not to my face!”

“Seriously, Ouba,” cupping his cheek, “I love you with a depth and breadth that takes my breath away. Please do never leave me. I could not bear life without you.”

Silently gazing into each other’s eyes, they turn their bodies to face each other and with the dragon sharing of breath make their wish, “may our friendship never end, and our individual light always shine on the other to guide our heart home.”

The sharing of breath amongst dragons is a sacred ritual that binds the individuals. Breath is central to life as it gives precious air for the lungs to expand and the heartbeat to continue, but also represents the lofty air current all adult dragons use for flight.

Neither understood the ancient binding ritual they had inadvertently performed, nor did they realize that sacred wishes often come true in unexpected and unintended ways.

As Ouba and Maia share this intimate moment, Nergal watches from the shadows. Feeling jealous of their bond, Nergal sets out to find the fallen star, intending to give it to Maia as a demonstration of his affection and intelligence compared to Ouba.

“Ouba would not find the star for her!” Nergal snorts as he launches into flight toward where he believes the star landed.

​The Guardians

As the Guardians watched Ouba and Maia from across the valley, it was the Cort Guardian Bes that spoke.

As a Cort dragon, Bes has a soft yellow body with white highlights on the very tips of her scales, with orange eyes that would appear to hypnotize those that peered too long. Considered primal, Cort dragons are highly in tune with all their senses. Their physicality exudes sensuality and playfulness, with a natural magnetism that appeals to all who meet them.

It is hard to stay angry with any Cort for very long. Their orange eyes just stare at you, and all your anger melts away.

As primal beings, Corts have a deep respect for the circle of life and celebrate both birth and death in its purest forms. Known for their easy-going manner, they can also be very passionate about any subject that interests them.

“Those two,” whispers Bes, so that the other Guardians had to lean in to hear. “They bring to my heart both joy and sadness. Joy for the depth of their companionship, sadness at the bitter loss I fear will come.”

Shivering with a rare chill as Oiá had recently experienced, Bes continues. “Perhaps it is our shared past that haunts me still all these years later. Leaving no proof or grounding in my suspicions.”

All the Guardians shared a moment of reverent silence for losing those they had known and loved so long ago. Oiá looked at Seanduine, knowing well the guilt he carried for being here, for being alive in this time and place.

Daramulum comments, “Ouba and Maia could not be more different; Maia can be overbearing, daring, and naively obtuse to her impact on those around her. Whereas Ouba is mindful and considerate and prefers to observe.”

“Yet their deep bond is unmistakable,” he finishes.

“Like the flowers of Ostara, some dragons bloom in their own time and in their individual ways,” states Seanduine calmly, defending his Inti family member.

The Anuri Guardian, Dogoda, turns to Oiá to ask why she focuses so much effort on training Maia in battle. Aunia dragons do not possess a strong reputation for their fighting skills.

Considered the land dragons because of their light green eyes, and a similarly colored body with mossy spikes and scale tips, this Anuri had vibrant yellow as his contrasting color on the tips of his scales. Anuri talons are translucent and often take on the color of their footing, whether this be soil, grass, or even rock. Their mossy spikes often flow with the slightest breeze or movement, making them appear constantly in motion even when completely still.

Oiá argues that the dragon families can never be prepared enough, but she is a Rhizo, of course. Battle is their essence. 

“We all have oft spoken of how Maia differs from any dragon we have known, past or present,” Oiá continues her argument. “We all just witnessed the light in the sky. Yes, it is true this light was not green like the other. This does not mean that evil does not again find us.”

“You sound paranoid,” comments Dogoda.

Oiá turns to look at Daramulum and Seanduine, hoping they will weigh in on the conversation as both are deeply respected members of the ‘Wisdom’. The seven Guardians collectively form the Wisdom, with each Guardian representing a dragon family and hailing from the original dragon planet. All the other dragons, including Maia, hatched on Mabon.

“Leave me out of this discussion. Before settling down to begin gently snoring, Seanduine says he is too tired to circle these suspicions and the prophecy this evening.

Looking at Seanduine’s prone form, Daramulum turns back to Oiá and responds, “You do sound paranoid, but each of us knows all too well what happened when our ancestors ignored the signs.”

Dragons live long and are immune to illness or disease. Battle, however, kills and even recovering from wounds can take centuries. The only known method to speed the healing process is for a healthy dragon to share breath with the wounded.

The Guardians earn the title of ‘old souls’ because they carry all the wisdom of the previous world and have already experienced a world-ending event that decimated the dragon population and caused the extinction of many families. Aware of their responsibility to the community at large, the Collective, the Guardians know that each individual dragon plays a crucial role. The only way to survive and thrive is when they all work together.

​Dragon Collective Wisdom

While living on their previous planet, Ostara, the Guardians each remember a different time. Of family members, and families now long passed, when the dragons lived in peace. Ostara was a beautiful planet full of wondrous sights and fragrances, and many other species that shared the land, water, and skies with the dragons.

Elders, even older than Seanduine, held deep reverence in the dragon Collective for their depth of lived experience and continuance.

Although a few of the Mabon Guardians are nearing Elder hood themselves being close to the final life quarter, Seanduine was the only true Elder. The Collective’s existence depends on Seanduine, a fact known to all Guardians, though his survival weighs heavily on his heart, burdened by the loss of others.

The Collective is not any physical object or presence, it is all the memories and lived experiences of all dragons, regardless of family. Since the earliest of times when dragons evolved from the source on Ostara, eventually evolving into 100s of family lines spread around the planet, they instinctively connected to the well of knowledge, and each other, through what later became referred to as the ‘Collective’.

Although all dragons have a psychic connection to the Collective, constantly tuning in to the incessant chatter of this busy and ever-changing well of knowledge can be overwhelming. Most dragons go about their day with the Collective operating in the background. If anything of an urgent note transpires, all dragons strongly feel this.

Each dragon can opt out of sharing any experience to maintain privacy. That said, another dragon can focus mentally on another to bear witness or share any specific experience. All dragons can telepathically connect to the Collective to answer a specific quest.

Each dragon can see, hear, smell, taste, and touch what another encounters. Often, this knowledge occurs subconsciously to not lose individual experience. The downside is that often individuals keep this Collective wisdom as a memory.

Unique to dragons, and perhaps developed by the original dragons for survival, it became instinctual to all future dragons no matter how far afield they roamed.

The thoughts and physical experiences felt by one dragon are felt by all. The Collective takes the experiential learning of everyone to accentuate and accelerate attaining and sharing knowledge.

Throughout the millennia, the dragons came to understand that the Elders were the keepers of the Collective.

In anticipation of the fast-evolving battle skirmishes leading to planet-wide war and the limited time left for Ostara, the other Elders planned Seanduine’s tiredness during the last hours. As the families prepared their escape pods, few considered the need for at least one Elder if the Collective knowledge was to travel with them.

The Ostara Elders chose five of their members and imbued each with a sense of exhaustion that would cause each dragon to seek hibernation. This drive to hibernate would overcome any emotional need to contribute to the battle and would further erase any memory of the selection process. The purpose of this last was to ensure none of the chosen changed their minds. Their exhaustion and desire to hibernate would be their only thought. Another little-known consideration was that these five would seek hibernation in a pod, not one of Ostara’s many caves.

Seanduine was one of the five chosen, his memory of the selection erased. Unknown to the Ostara Elders who expired when the planet exploded, Seanduine would be the only one to survive, as the other four were passengers of the lost pods.

The Mabon Guardians were unaware that the Ostara Elders had planned the Collective survival, understanding that this knowledge would be necessary no matter where their new home was. Seanduine alone gave them access to knowledge that would have otherwise been lost.

Following the confusion, fear, and the reluctant acknowledgment of heavy losses, the Guardians used the Collective’s telepathic knowledge to help each surviving family on their new planet during its early centuries. Although unaware of their ancient history during their day-to-day life on Ostara, that very knowledge helped the several families establish their homes on Mabon.

Essentially, they were walking in the memorial footpaths of the earliest dragons, those who started the dynasty. It was this oldest of knowledge that informed them of what needed to be accomplished in their earliest days on Mabon.

Thus, it was the seven—six Guardians and one Elder—who became known by the Ostara generations as the Collective Wisdom.

​Sisu, the Mist

Besides the dragons and slimy worms, there is one other on Mabon; she was there long before the dragons’ arrival.

She has no physical body, instead most often materializing as a sentient cloud-like mist. As a mist, this being is non-binary, yet often leaves a joyful feminine impression during communications.

Known as Sisu, she is not actually a dragon, but another species that landed on the planet long before the dragons arrived. Sisu’s home planet suffered a similar fate to the dragons’ Ostara.

For time immemorial Sisu lived alone, with the slimy worms, on the planet the dragons named Mabon as honor to their sky pods.

With no physical body to sustain, Sisu never needs to eat or sleep or rest. She has a special persistence to continue and overcome adversity; a combination of courage and determination to find the good, be it a situation or living creature.

Her unfailing joy of experiencing everything gives her an almost magical quality... even with the passing of time having made cloudy her memory of who, or what, she was, this lack of knowledge does not deter her vitality.

She has been on Mabon for many rises and falls of the sun and triple moon cycle. During all her time on this planet, she had never witnessed the sky flash and resulting streaks of light as the nine pods entered the atmosphere. This
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​Under the Triple Moon
















































​Fire in the Sky



























​Planning for Survival




























​History Repeats












​Sil’s Death











































​Nergal’s Rage
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​So Much Death



































​Preparing for Flight
















​Historic Family Medallions






​Saying Goodbye

















​The Last Battle
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