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Fox Point Dragon

 


Skavi and Triss knew there was a
dragon near Ravenswing, because they had seen it. They were at the
house Brenna Emblasdotter shared with her mother and grandmother,
sitting at the kitchen table, each with a mug of sweet tea and an
enormous piece of Embla’s savoury bread. Skavi was trying to find
out about the dragon from Brenna, without seeming like he was
trying to find out about the dragon. Because what proper adult
would help a boy and his little sister rescue a dragon that the
whole village wanted to see safely dead?

Triss’s feet dangled above the
floor and she kicked her legs against the rungs of the chair. Skavi
knew she was becoming impatient with him. It was her opinion that,
unlike most adults, Brenna could be trusted. But he was very
serious about their quest, and so she was letting him have his
cautious way for now.

Skavi had asked about magical
creatures near Ravenswing but instead of talking about the dragon,
Brenna had told them a story about magical silver foxes that lived
on one of the headlands up the coast a little. It was called Fox
Point after them.

“But we were wondering,” he
said, after carefully chewing and swallowing a delicious bite of
the bread. “Do you know for sure it was a dragon ate Embla’s
gander?”

Brenna smiled at the sudden
change in topic and Skavi wondered how much of what he hadn’t said
she had been able to figure out. “There were footprints,” she said,
brushing a tendril of long black hair out of her face. “But so far
this dragon only seems to have taken the one goose, and it had
escaped from the pen. Embla thinks it’s a mother dragon, with an
egg. A brooding dragon would be careful not to anger humans.”

“Dragons are smart,” said Triss,
looking up from her tea. Her red-gold hair was neatly brushed and
tied with a ribbon at the nape of her neck, but it wouldn’t be long
before it had worked itself free and into a thousand knots. Triss
was not a girl who stayed tidy for long. Skavi was not tidy ever.
His own dark hair stuck up in all directions as it had since he’d
got up that morning. His mother despaired of it ever being
tamed.

“Dragons are smart,” said
Brenna. “But people aren’t. Most of Ravenswing wants to see this
dragon hunted down before she kills more than a wandering
gander.”

“They’re afraid it’ll be
children next,” said Skavi.

“She wouldn’t eat us,” Triss
said with her mouth full of bread.

Brenna covered a laugh. “No, she
wouldn’t risk eating children. Not this close to a village of
hunting men.”

“Da’s a fisher,” said Triss.

“A village of hunting and
fishing men,” Brenna amended. “She’s not likely to eat anything
bigger than a goose, either, but no one is willing to risk that she
might.”

“People always have to kill
things,” said Skavi, “even when they don’t eat them.”

“It is a shame,” said
Brenna.

There was a knock on the door
then, and Brenna rose to answer it. She opened the door to a man
with long dark-gold hair and sea-grey eyes.

“Brenna,” the man said and that
was all.

Skavi and Triss looked at one
another. Without needing to speak, they both rose at the same time
and slipped out the door. Neither Brenna nor the gold-haired man
noticed them leave.

“Was that Lir, the man who could
fly?” asked Triss.

“It must be,” said Skavi. “He
looked just like Brenna described him; long hair like a golden hawk
and all.”

“I wonder what she’ll do, now
he’s here.”

“Maybe they’ll go back to
Cobbleshore,” Skavi said, but he wasn’t really thinking about it.
His mind was back on the dragon.

“Maybe they’ll fall in love all
over,” said Triss, sounding wistful.

“Maybe we can tell Da what
Brenna said, and he’ll stop the hunt,” said Skavi, tossing the last
crumbs of his bread to Embla’s geese as they passed their pen.

“We can try.” Triss didn’t sound
hopeful.

 


It had been Triss’s birthday,
the day the had seen the dragon. Skavi had trailed behind his
little sister, whapping the bushes with a stick. They had come
almost as far away from the village as they were allowed to without
an adult, and he was supposed to be watching out for her. He had
been bored with the adventures of little girls.

“Stop that, Skavi. You’ll scare
all the birds away.” Triss felt she was justified in being bossy,
seeing as it was her birthday.

“I don’t know what you’re
looking for, anyway,” he said, but he stopped thwacking.

“Today’s my birthday,” said
Triss, as if that explained everything, which it did, for her.
Skavi swacked a bush again, so Triss kept talking to get him to
stop. “Mam gave me a new dress, and Da gave me toy animals, and you
gave me the bracelet you spent all winter making, but I haven’t
found my very special surprise yet.”

There was always something
special on her birthday. Last year it had been a purple silk ribbon
tangled in the branches of a bush. Mam had washed and smoothed it,
and its colour went perfectly with the colour of Triss’s hair. The
year before that she had come across a hummingbird nest so well
camouflaged on its pine branch that she could never find it again,
even though she was sure she remembered the right tree.

She hadn’t been allowed to wear
the new dress into the forest. It was dark blue to match her eyes,
and made from linen, washed and re-washed to make it soft. The
carved and painted wooden animals her da had made also had to stay
at home, arranged on the shelf above her bed. She liked the
bracelet best of all her presents, though she would never admit it
to Skavi, and when no one was looking, she had put it on and hidden
it beneath the sleeve of her play dress. It was smooth and
silvery-iridescent, carved from the inner shell of an abalone. Six
flat dolphin shapes were linked together by short lengths of silver
chain. Triss had been playing with it as she walked.

“Da helped with cutting the
shell,” Skavi had said, reluctantly admitting that he wasn’t yet a
master jeweller.

Triss pulled up her sleeve to
admire the gift. “It’s gone!” She began frantically to search the
fir-needle-strewn forest floor.

“What’s gone?” asked Skavi.
“What are you so foamed about?”

“My bracelet. It fell off.”
Triss began retracing her steps.

Skavi peered dubiously at the
ground. “You were supposed to leave it in the house. Mam said.
You’ll never find it here.”

“I have to. Mam’ll gut me if I
lose it.” Triss wanted to sit down and cry, but refused to let her
older brother see her acting like a baby, even if she felt like
one.

“I’m the one gave it to you. I
should gut you.” Skavi pretended his stick was a fillet knife and
mimed cutting his sister open and pulling out her guts. “And take
off your head and tail . . . .” He mimed that, too.

“I don’t have a tail, whale
blubber,” said Triss, using her favourite insult.

Skavi continued as if he hadn’t
heard. “ . . . and scrape off your scales, and hang you over the
fire to smoke.” He pounced on Triss, picked her up and tried to
hang her over a low branch.

Triss kicked and grabbed his
hair. “You whale blubber, put me down! I have to find my
bracelet.”

“Stop kicking,” said Skavi,
still trying to hang Triss from the branch. He dropped her when her
elbow hit his cheekbone. She kept hold of his hair so they tumbled
down in a heap.

“Ow!” Skavi hollered.

“Watch where you stick your big
fat knees!” said Triss. Then she said, “Well that’s just great. I
think you ripped my skirt.”

“Did not. Anyway, you shouldn’t
pull hair,” said Skavi.

“You started it.” Triss squirmed
onto her stomach and saw a flash of silver in front of her. “My
bracelet!”

“Ha! See, because of me, you
found it.” Skavi started to stand up. “Come on, Triss, we’d better
dust you off or Mam will gut us both.”

Triss didn’t move. She had
reached to pick up her bracelet, and stopped to stare at something
under the bushes. The jewellery hung forgotten in her hand.

“Triss?” Skavi poked her with
his toe.

“Shh, Skavi. I found it.”

“I know you have, I see it in
your hand.”

“No, I found my special birthday
thing.” Triss crawled forward to get farther under the bush.

“What is it?” Skavi asked,
trying not to sound interested. He hadn’t been impressed by last
year’s purple ribbon, but he was still sorry he’d missed the
hummingbird nest.

“A dragon’s egg,” said
Triss.

“Don’t be daft, Triss. There’s
no dragons in Ravenswing. It must be a gull’s egg. Or a goose egg,
from one of Embla Moragsdotter’s flock.” But Skavi got down on his
hands and knees to peer under the bush anyway.

Triss reached in among the
leaves and branches and pulled out the egg. “It’s a dragon’s,” she
said. She held it cupped in her hands and Skavi could see it was
most certainly not a gull’s egg, nor a goose egg. It was rounder,
like a lizard’s, and it filled Triss’s two hands, even with her
fingers spread as far apart as she could get them.

“It’s warm,” she said.

Skavi reached out and carefully
touched the shimmery white shape, the colour of the inside of an
oyster shell. It was warm, almost hot, and it seemed to
pulse slightly under the pressure of his fingers.

From above their heads came a
hiss. Triss and Skavi looked up and into a pair of angry grey eyes.
The dragon was about the size of one of the village hounds, and
similarly sleek and thin. But instead of fur she had shining
sea-green scales, and her tail was nearly as long as the rest of
her. She had a pair of wings like a bat’s, but much larger, folded
against her body. The dragon clung to a tree branch with claws the
blue-black of mussel shells, each as long as Triss’s baby finger.
She smelled like a cookfire just after it has been covered with
peats to keep the coals going overnight.

“I don’t think you should have
touched the egg, Triss,” whispered Skavi.

“You touched it too. You’re
touching it right now,” she said back.

Skavi pulled his hand away from
the egg and hid both hands behind his back. “Put it back, Triss.
Put it back,” he said.

“It’s okay, dragon-mam,” said
Triss, in the voice she used with her own mother when she was
caught doing something naughty. She carefully slid her hands
forward into the bush, and rolled the egg back into the hollow
where she’d found it.

“That’s right, dragon,” said
Skavi, grabbing the back of Triss’s dress and pulling her with him
as he backed away. “We didn’t mean any harm.”

“Please don’t come and eat
Embla’s geese,” said Triss.

“Triss!”

“Well, we don’t want her to, do
we?”

“You might give her ideas,” said
Skavi.

The dragon watched them back
away, and then leapt off the branch to glide into the air. Triss
and Skavi shrieked and threw themselves to the ground, but the
dragon ignored them and landed near her egg. She nosed it gently,
making sure it was unharmed, then turned back to the children.

“I thought she was going to eat
us,” said Triss, clutching Skavi’s hand.

“She might still,” Skavi
replied, for once happy to have his sister cling to him, as much
for his comfort as hers. They got up and began backing away
again.

The dragon regarded them, opened
her mouth, and hissed. A thin spurt of flame shot out from her
jaws. The she crawled under the bush with her egg.

Triss and Skavi turned and ran
back towards Ravenswing. They pelted out of the forest and into the
seaside village, hand in hand. They were in such a hurry that they
ran right into their father, who was laying out his fishing nets to
check for holes.

“Hey there, little beasties,” he
said. “Where to so fast?”

“Nowhere, Da,” said Skavi,
quickly pulling his hand away from Triss’s.

“Just home for tea,” said Triss.
“It’s my birthday and Mam made cake.”

“Then we’re going back out,”
added Skavi. Triss looked at him and smiled, so he knew she wanted
to see the dragon again, too.

“I don’t know about that, my
boy,” said their da. “Jeskin Trygsson said a dragon’s been seen
around, and one of Embla’s geese has gone.”

Triss and Skavi looked at each
other. Triss was chewing on the ends of her fingers. She took them
out of her mouth to say, “A dragon, da?” as if she were
surprised.
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