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About the Book

The sequel to Dragonheart

Shortly after Fiona’s return to Fort Weyr, three Turns older and wiser, her queen, Talenth, is infected with the dreaded sickness that has consumed so many of Pern’s precious fire-breathing dragons.

Talenth’s recovery and the recovery of all the other dragons of Pern is delivered by the unflagging efforts of Lorana and Kindan at Benden Weyr – but their one vital clue is bought only with the loss of all the dragons of Telgar Weyr.

Fiona is sent to relieve the distressed weyrfolk of the now-dragonless Weyr. When Talenth rises to mate, Fiona finds herself not only Telgar’s senior Weyrwoman but at the centre of the dilemma that confronts all Pern – how can the one thousand fighting dragons do the job of three thousand? And, if they can’t, how long will it be before all of Pern is consumed by the Thread?
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FOR READERS NEW TO PERN

Thousands of years after man first developed interstellar travel, colonists from Earth, Tau Ceti III, and many other worlds settled upon Pern, the third planet of the star Rukbat in the Sagittarius sector.

They found Pern idyllic for their purposes: a pastoral world far off the standard trade routes and perfect for those recovering from the horrors of the Nathi Wars.

Led by the hero Admiral Paul Benden, and Governor Emily Boll of war-torn Tau Ceti, the colonists quickly abandoned their star-traveling technology in favor of a simpler life. For eight years – ‘Turns’, as they called them on Pern – the settlers spread and multiplied on Pern’s lush Southern Continent, unaware that a menace was fast approaching: the Red Star.

The Red Star, as the colonists came to call it, was actually a wandering planetoid that had been captured by Rukbat millennia before. It had a highly elliptical, cometary orbit, passing through the fringes of the system’s Oort Cloud before hurtling back inward toward the warmth of the sun, a cycle that took two hundred and fifty Turns.

For fifty of those Turns, the Red Star was visible in the night sky of Pern. Visible and deadly, for when the Red Star was close enough, as it was for those fifty long Turns, a space-traveling spore could cross the void from it to Pern. Once it entered the tenuous upper atmosphere, the spore would thin out into a long, narrow, streamer shape and float down to the ground below, as seemingly harmless ‘Threads’.

Like all living things, however, Thread needed sustenance. It was highly evolved – it ate anything organic: wood or flesh, it was all the same to Thread.

The first deadly Fall of Thread caught the colonists completely unawares. They barely survived. In the aftermath they came up with a desperate plan: Having abandoned their high technology, they turned to their remaining ability in genetic engineering to create a shield against the recurrent threat. They used life-forms indigenous to Pern, six-limbed, winged fire-lizards that were genetically modified and enhanced to produce huge, rideable fire-breathing dragons. These dragons, telepathically linked at birth to their riders, formed the mainstay of the protection of Pern. In their haste to provide protection to their new homeworld, the colonists devised many other solutions. Some were forgotten or dismissed as ineffective.

The approach of the Red Star brought not only the mindless Thread but produced tremendous additional stresses on Pern itself. The tectonically active Southern Continent heaved with volcanoes and earthquakes, providing an additional menace that proved too much for the colonists – hastily they abandoned their original settlements and moved to the smaller, stabler Northern Continent. In their haste, much was lost and much was forgotten.

Huddled in one settlement, called Fort Hold, the colonists soon discovered themselves overcrowded, particularly with the growing dragon population. So the dragons moved into their own high mountain space, which they called Fort Weyr. As time progressed and the population spread across Pern, more Holds were formed and more Weyrs were created by the dragonriders.

Given their great losses, particularly in able-bodied older folk, the people of Fort and the other Holds soon found themselves resorting to authoritarian systems under which one Lord Holder became the ultimate authority of the Hold.

The Weyrs, with their different needs, developed differently. Unable to both provide for themselves and protect the planet, the dragonriders relied upon a tithe from the Holds for their maintenance. Instead of a Lord Holder, they had a Weyrleader – the rider of whichever dragon flew the Weyr’s senior queen.

And so the two populations grew separate, distant, and somewhat intolerant of each other.

The Red Star grew fainter, Thread stopped falling. Then, after a two hundred Turn ‘Interval’, it returned again to rain death and destruction from the skies for another fifty-Turn ‘Pass’. Again, Pern relied on fragile dragon wings and their staunch riders to keep it Thread-free. And, again, the Pass ended, and a second Interval began.

Just at the beginning of the Third Pass, a new disaster struck – dragons started dying of a strange unknown disease. With his Weyr’s ranks decimated not just by injuries and losses from fighting Thread but also from the deaths caused by this new plague, Weyrleader K’lior of Fort Weyr decided upon a desperate course of action and sent his injured dragons and riders ten Turns back in time to abandoned Igen Weyr where they might heal and return in time to fight the next Threadfall.

That same night, Fiona, Fort Weyr’s newest and youngest queen rider, was wondering how the convalescent riders would fare, when a strange queen rider arrived and offered to bring her and her weyrling back in time to Igen Weyr. Fiona and the other weyrlings accepted. Their desperate jump between time proved fabulously successful and, after spending three Turns living and growing in the past, they returned to Fort Weyr with the recovered dragons and riders – a mere three days’ time after they’d left.

But the plague is still killing dragons, the Weyrs are still fighting shorthanded – and no one knows whether Pern will survive.


CHRONOLOGY OF THE SECOND INTERVAL/THIRD PASS
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ON PERNESE TIME:

The Pernese date their time from their arrival on Pern, referring to each Turn as “After Landing” (AL).

The Pernese calendar is composed of thirteen months, each of twenty-eight days (four weeks, or sevendays) with a special “Turnover” day at the end of each Turn for a total of 365 days.
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CHAPTER 1
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Heart, give voice to sing

Of life on dragon wings!

Fort Weyr, AL 508.2.2

It was still snowing, and cold. Fiona shivered, wishing she hadn’t out-grown her warm fur-lined leathers. Back in hot Igen, heavy clothing had been out of place, but here, at Fort Weyr, it was invaluable.

Her nose and lungs froze as she took another breath. Frantically, she pulled a portion of her thin scarf up to cover her nose; the air was easier to breathe that way, but her breath fogged her vision.

It had been an age for her since that time – only days ago here – when the strange gold rider had come:

‘Get dressed,’ the rider had said. ‘We must be quick. We can’t wake the others.’

Fiona had had only an instant to decide: a rash plunge into the unknown. Why had she taken it?

But she had; and for three Turns she’d been Weyrwoman of Igen Weyr, which had been abandoned until she and the other Fort dragonriders had gone back ten Turns in time to use it as a place to grow and heal …

She’d learned to trade, learned to fly, and learned what it meant to be a Weyrwoman.

She had nearly seventeen Turns now, but here, back in her own time, they still thought her not yet fourteen. A part of her longed for that, longed to give the responsibility for decisions to others, to rest and relax and just focus on raising her queen.

Her queen. Beautiful Talenth had grown, had become a queen in all her glory, ready for her first mating flight, ready to add her hatchlings to the dragons of Pern.

When Fiona had realized that, had really understood, she had turned to T’mar. The bronze rider had been her mentor, her trainer, and the Weyr-leader of the small group of injured and immature riders who had accompanied her back in time. He had been the one person who could help her take that next step in becoming a queen rider. There was a bond between them, she knew it. More than shared peril, more than shared times. He had a piece of her heart, freely given. But, she thought with a breath of the cold air, he didn’t have it all.

Kindan. He was also there, on her horizon. As a child, she had loved him, while he had loved her older sister, Koriana. During her time at Igen, in the past, she had met him again, but she’d been older, and he hadn’t recognized her. Now, as a grown woman, she had discovered that her feelings for him were no less than they’d been when she was a girl. Did she love him, she challenged herself, or did she just want to prove that she was as good as Koriana, whom he’d held in his arms as she died?

‘Are you ready?’ Terin asked, from her perch in front of Fiona.

‘I’m ready,’ Fiona said, moving her scarf away and glancing down to the Weyr Bowl below.

The older riders had already landed. T’mar was being embraced by Weyrleader K’lior, and there, to one side, stood dark-haired, quiet Xhinna.

‘Oh, please, let’s land by Xhinna!’ Terin said, as she spotted the weyrgirl. ‘Wait until she sees that I’m taller than her now!’

Three Turns. Three days. Xhinna had been her best friend before she’d left for Igen, but much had happened since, and Fiona realized that Xhinna had become a memory, nearly lost in all that time. Now Xhinna was only three days older, while Fiona had aged three Turns. Could they just pick up where they had left off? Or start anew?

Seeing Cisca, Fort’s Weyrwoman, walking toward her as she leaped down from Talenth aroused further apprehension. At Igen, Fiona had been a Weyrwoman among boys and injured riders. Could she now return to her junior role under Cisca? It would be safe, she knew. It would be easy, too. But the part of her that stored and cherished the images of her father and Kindan, both so strong and determined, urged her to do more. And then Fiona wondered: Were leaders always scared?

If it was any warmer down in the Weyr Bowl, Fiona couldn’t tell it from the cold stares she received. She couldn’t place the reaction at first, until she realized: They didn’t recognize her.

Terin’s hand slipped into hers and Fiona guessed that the younger girl was coming to the same realization. Terin waved her free hand at Xhinna. ‘Xhinna, it’s me!’

The weyrgirl turned in their direction, her blue eyes sad and careworn.

‘She looks like she lost her best friend,’ Terin said to Fiona.

‘She has,’ Cisca said, having gotten close enough to overhear. Fiona looked at her, surprised that she was nearly eye level with the Weyrwoman. ‘Three days ago the weyrlings and—’

Even Cisca didn’t know who she was. Fiona felt a lump in her throat. It was hard to speak. ‘Me, Weyrwoman.’

‘The gold rider brought us,’ Terin said, glancing up to Cisca and then quickly away, her eyes drifting back to Xhinna.

Cisca was staring intently at Fiona, studying her face. Then she let out a sob. ‘Fiona?’ She grabbed Fiona and clutched her tightly, bruisingly, and Fiona felt guilty as the Weyrwoman’s hot tears rained down on her. ‘We thought—’ She pushed away from Fiona, her face clouding as anger replaced relief.

‘I brought them back, Cisca,’ Fiona said hurriedly, waving an arm to the riders and dragons behind her, hoping to avoid the Weyrwoman’s wrath. ‘They’re ready to fight. All of them.’

Cisca looked beyond her to the riders and dragons in the Weyr Bowl. ‘The weyrlings?’

‘Trained and ready,’ Fiona said, letting justifiable pride creep into her voice. This much she had done. She had fought, she had succeeded, she had overcome her own fears and kept them hidden from all: She had been a Weyrwoman.

Fiona stirred slowly to wakefulness, feeling surprised at the warmth around her. She vaguely remembered crawling out of her bed with her blankets draped over her and curling up against Talenth, but now she felt another body lying against her, pressing her more tightly against her queen.

As tired as she’d been, she’d made her full report to Cisca and then had carefully explained to Terin that she needed to make amends with Xhinna and would it be all right if Terin found some other place to sleep that night?

Terin had been too quick to agree; Fiona suspected that her request had been used as an excuse by the strawberry-haired teen to seek out the handsome F’jian.

The other body shifted away quickly and Fiona groaned.

‘I’m sorry,’ a voice spoke as the other person jumped to her feet. It was Xhinna.

‘Don’t be,’ Fiona replied, turning to look up at her and gesturing invitingly for Xhinna to rejoin her. ‘I’m certain that I was freezing until you came.’ She made a face. ‘I don’t know how I’ll adjust to this cold again.’

Only slightly relieved, Xhinna sat back down beside her. With an irritated sigh, Fiona pulled her close. ‘There,’ she murmured, ‘warmer.’

Xhinna remained tense beside her. Fiona opened one eye and saw that the younger girl was eyeing her with a mixture of trepidation, assessment, and fear. Fiona opened both eyes, turned, drew Xhinna’s head toward hers and laid a sisterly kiss on the girl’s forehead.

‘I’m sorry that I couldn’t bring you with us,’ Fiona murmured in her ear. She pulled back enough to stare Xhinna in the eyes. ‘I love you, you are a dear friend, and I missed you.’

‘But you’re so old now!’

Fiona could feel the many levels on which Xhinna made the comment and nodded slightly.

‘I am,’ Fiona agreed with a twist of her lips. ‘Do you still want to be friends?’

Xhinna pursed her lips but said nothing, instead closing her eyes and leaning back against Fiona. A small sound escaped her lips, perhaps a sob, perhaps a sigh of contentment … or acceptance.

Melanwy, the aged ex-headwoman who had gone between forever with Weyrwoman Tannaz only a short time ago for Xhinna, and that same short time plus three whole Turns for Fiona’s time-jumping self, had scorned and loathed Xhinna because of the young girl’s nature. That same nature which had made certain that she would never Impress a queen dragon. But Fiona had accepted Xhinna for who she was – just as she had accepted blue rider F’dan for who he was. Everyone had a heart; just because different things set them beating didn’t mean that there wasn’t something for Fiona to love in all of them.

She knew that if she were to continue to be Xhinna’s friend, she had to make Xhinna comfortable in the knowledge that she would never be her lover but also make it clear that she would always accept Xhinna’s love. The two things were different, something Fiona grasped at a level beneath conscious thought even though, until very recently, she had never experienced the difference between loving and having a lover.

‘Friends?’ Fiona repeated when Xhinna made no reply.

‘Promise me this,’ Xhinna said. She waited for Fiona to nod before continuing, ‘Promise me that you’ll never leave me again.’

‘I swear by the egg of Talenth that, if it’s in my power, I’ll never leave you again, Xhinna,’ Fiona said, hugging her tightly. She whispered into her ear, ‘I missed you.’

‘But you didn’t think I was dead,’ Xhinna said, not entirely mollified.

‘The gold rider—’ Fiona began, but Xhinna cut her off.

‘Wasn’t it you, from the future?’

Fiona pursed her lips thoughtfully. ‘I don’t know.’ She saw Xhinna’s look and said, ‘Really, I don’t know. I could have been but …’ She broke off, shaking her head. ‘The gold rider said you weren’t to come, and I knew that I had to go.’

‘How?’

‘I don’t know,’ Fiona said, shaking her head, ‘I just did.’ She paused a moment. ‘Maybe I was wrong.’

‘The weyrlings are grown, the riders healed, we’ve got more fighting strength than we did three days ago,’ Xhinna said then. ‘What you did was important.’

‘Thanks.’

‘Friends,’ Xhinna said solemnly.

‘Good,’ Fiona replied, snuggling up against her. ‘I can’t stand sleeping alone.’


CHAPTER 2

[image: Figure]

Short Fall,

Watch all.

Winds change

Dragon’s bane.

Fort Weyr, AL 508.2.5

‘It’s time,’ Fiona said three days later, nudging Xhinna as she forced herself out of the bed and into the cold night air. She put on her slippers and pulled a warmer nightgown around her shoulders, allowed herself a moment’s memory of the hideously hot Igen summer nights, then squared her shoulders determinedly and set off to the necessary.

Xhinna joined her not long after Fiona had dressed in her riding gear, yawning widely.

‘Why are you wearing that?’

‘It’s warm,’ Fiona said feelingly. Xhinna snorted and shook her head at the weyrwoman’s affectation. Feelingly, Fiona responded, ‘You try living in Igen for three Turns!’

Wisely, Xhinna said nothing, but her eyes danced mischievously as she waved the weyrwoman out with a promise to follow along shortly.

Fiona greeted Talenth cheerfully and her queen warbled a greeting in response. Out in the Weyr Bowl the dragonriders were already gathering, checking riding straps and firestone hooks carefully before patting their dragons and proceeding to the Kitchen Cavern for a last bit of warm food or klah.

Thread would fall today at Benden and over Keroon, south of Nuella’s wherhold. The sun would be rising as the Thread started to fall, so the watch–whers would not be able to help.

The sun rose three hours earlier over Keroon than over Fort Weyr, which was why Fiona and the rest had woken in the still of night.

She grabbed a spare mug and poured it full of klah, gulping the liquid as quickly as she could in spite of the heat.

‘Good morning, weyrwoman,’ Ellor, Fort Weyr’s headwoman greeted her.

Fiona nodded. ‘Everything ready?’

Ellor smiled. ‘We’ll be setting up the tables out in the Bowl as soon as it’s light.’

A cough, sickly and huge in the night air, reverberated around the Weyr, followed by another and another.

‘We’ve eighteen for certain with the cough,’ Cisca said as she entered the Bowl and spotted Fiona.

‘Didn’t we have more?’ Fiona asked in surprise. For three Turns back in time, Fiona had been able to forget about the sickness that had been killing the dragons. She hadn’t realized until now how much of a relief that had been for her.

‘We did; they went between or died,’ Cisca told her bleakly. ‘And more took their place.’

Without the dragons, Pern would be defenseless against Thread. With nothing to flame the Thread into char before it reached the surface, the live Thread would suck the life out of everything that grew, including humans. If the sickness couldn’t be cured soon, they would all die.

‘I think we’ve got more,’ Tintoval, the new Weyr Healer added as she entered the Kitchen and repeated Fiona’s action of grabbing a mug and filling it with steaming klah. She nodded to Fiona and Cisca in greeting, before continuing grimly, ‘I haven’t been able to identify them, nor have I heard anything more from Benden about a cure.’

‘We’re set for firestone,’ Fiona reported. She had directed a work party the day before in filling the sacks in preparation for the Fall. ‘They’ll fly out with three sacks each.’

Cisca nodded. ‘K’lior said that he’d detail a wing to bring more when needed.’

‘I’ve got Terin and some of the younger weyrfolk assigned to help with the loading.’

‘Good,’ Cisca said. She turned to the Weyr Bowl, downed her klah, refilled the mug, and headed out. Fiona followed her.

The dark chill air absorbed most sounds and added an eeriness to the preparations.

Cisca found K’lior and passed the mug to him. He took it with a grateful look, downed it, and continued on his way, stopping to converse with one rider, patting another on the back, checking the harness of yet a third, passing up firestone sacks to a fourth.

Without prompting, Fiona followed suit, cheerfully greeting those she knew from Igen Weyr and politely encouraging those she knew only barely.

Even with the dragons of Igen, there were so few. F’jian led a wing of his own, J’gerd and J’keran flew as wingseconds in older wings.

H’nez flew with K’rall as his wingsecond. ‘I can always use an experienced hand, particularly with these young hotshots,’ K’rall had declared when K’lior had made the announcement.

‘Good luck, bronze rider,’ Fiona called to H’nez as she passed quickly by. She might not like him, but she didn’t wish him ill; Pern needed all its riders.

H’nez was surprised by her kindness and returned with stiff awkwardness, ‘Thank you, weyrwoman.’

‘Fly safe, old man!’ Fiona called more cheerfully to K’rall when she spotted him.

‘I will, weyrwoman, count on it!’ K’rall’s bass voice boomed across the Bowl. No less loudly, he added, ‘I’ve been promising Seyorth a mating flight soon, and I wouldn’t want to let him down!’

Fiona blushed and chuckled at his impiety.

‘Well, you’d best make sure he’s got his full strength,’ she replied gamely, ‘because Talenth is going to outfly every bronze here!’

From her weyr, Talenth bugled loudly in agreement.

K’rall boomed another laugh. ‘Seyorth says that she can try!’

With a final snort, Fiona waved and moved on to the next dragonrider.

She paused when she came to T’mar. Since their return, she hadn’t had much chance to speak with him. He was briefing his wing, and she waited while he was speaking. He didn’t get much further because his riders started nodding significantly in her direction, distracting him. Finally, with an irritated, ‘What?’ he turned and saw her.

‘Wingleader,’ Fiona said, with a polite nod.

‘Well, now at least I see what all the commotion is about,’ T’mar said, his eyes twinkling. He nodded back to her. ‘Weyrwoman.’

‘Good flying,’ Fiona said, wishing they were alone and she could say more.

T’mar met her eyes frankly. ‘Thank you.’

She turned her attention to the rest of the wing. She knew only a few of them from Igen and greeted them warmly, was polite to the others, and left them as quickly as she could.

She had almost completed her rounds when she was grabbed from behind, lifted in the air and spun in a quick circle before being placed back on the ground with a yelp of surprise.

‘Hah!’ F’dan said to her as he spun her on her heels to face him. ‘You thought I was some lovestruck bronze, I’ll bet!’

‘F’dan!’ Fiona exclaimed, burying her head against his chest. He held her tightly for a moment, then released her. ‘Whose wing are you in?’

‘I’m flying with the Weyrleader, of course!’ F’dan boasted grandly.

‘Well, be certain you keep an eye on him,’ Fiona said. She glanced around for K’lior and his wing. ‘Is P’der flying with you?’

‘Of course!’ F’dan replied. He wagged a finger at her. ‘You’ve done your work too well, weyrwoman – you’ve got one hundred and twenty-two dragonriders flying against this Fall who are beholden to you.’

‘I did my duty,’ Fiona replied with a diffident shrug.

‘And did it well,’ P’der added as he approached, reaching out to touch Fiona on the shoulder affectionately.

‘Well enough,’ Fiona said feeling uncomfortable with the praise. She stepped back and gestured toward the dragons behind them. ‘And now you can do yours.’

‘We certainly shall,’ F’dan agreed emphatically. He leaned in closer to her as he added, ‘And someday soon, when there are enough queens again, we’ll have you flying with us, on the queens’ wing.’

Fiona’s face lit with a huge grin. ‘I’ll look forward to that!’

‘F’dan, P’der, mount your dragons,’ K’lior called as he strode briskly past them to his waiting Rineth.

‘Fly well, Weyrleader!’ Fiona called.

K’lior turned and waved at her in acknowledgment before climbing up Rineth’s foreleg and settling himself on his perch, tying himself tight against his riding straps and making one final check of his firestone sacks.

Fiona’s view of him was blocked as Cisca rushed up past her and called up to K’lior. ‘I expect you back in one piece, dragonrider!’

‘I’ll do my best, Weyrwoman,’ K’lior called back with a chuckle.

‘You’d better,’ Cisca replied, her voice shaking with feeling. Fiona moved forward and grabbed the hand Cisca had left trailing behind her. The Weyrwoman turned at this and smiled when she saw that it was Fiona before turning back and raising her free arm in farewell. Fiona drew alongside her and waved good-bye with her free hand as K’lior gave the signal and, wing by wing, one hundred and ninety-four dragons rose to take their positions near the Star Stones and then winked out, between.

‘We left no watch dragon,’ Fiona noted in surprise as she scanned the heights.

I’ll do it, Talenth replied promptly. Fiona whirled in time to see her beautiful queen rush out of her lair, leap into the air, and climb gracefully with a few sweeps of her golden wings to land daintily beside the Star Stones, her gaze set intently on the distant horizon and the rising sun.

‘Well, she seems eager enough!’ Cisca chuckled. She turned to Fiona as she added, ‘I hope she rises soon. We need a mating flight.’

Fiona nodded mutely.

With the dragons gone, Fiona met with Tintoval and helped her assemble the first-aid teams.

‘You’ll keep an eye on me, won’t you?’ Tintoval murmured when she found a moment where she and Fiona were alone.

‘You’ll do fine,’ Fiona assured her.

‘At this point, though, you know more about healing dragons than I,’ Tintoval reminded her. Her honesty compelled her to add, ‘And what you did with those severely injured riders—’

‘That was nothing we hadn’t discussed beforehand!’ Fiona protested.

‘Discussing and treating are two different things,’ Tintoval told her.

‘There was no one else—’

‘You did brilliantly,’ Tintoval said. She grimaced in Cisca’s direction as she added, ‘I’m not quite sure you’ve heard that enough since your return.’

Fiona grinned. ‘Well, we’ve had other things to discuss,’ she allowed, adding more seriously, ‘but Cisca is a good Weyrwoman and she does well.’

‘Hmm,’ Tintoval murmured thoughtfully. ‘You’d be the best judge of that.’ She paused, then added, ‘With your three Turns in Igen, you’ve more experience than she.’

‘I wouldn’t have managed without her example,’ Fiona said.

‘Perhaps.’

‘Come on,’ Fiona said, nudging the Weyr Healer. ‘We need to check on the others.’

K‘lior took in the situation the moment he and Rineth burst from between over Keroon.

Tell T’mar and K’rall that they are reserve and will provide firestone, K’lior said.

They are returning to the Weyr to load more firestone, Rineth reported at the same time as thirty-two dragons winked out between. K’lior nodded to himself in satisfaction.

They wouldn’t be fighting a full Fall, as it had started first over Benden and had proceeded south toward Keroon, so he felt that a full Flight of dragons would suffice – and assigning two small wings as reserve would allow him to dismiss his worries about getting extra firestone or not providing the Weyr with some final defense in case—

He spotted the pitifully few Istan riders as they appeared and waved, closing in on J’lantir.

—in case Fort Weyr suffered as badly as Ista. He turned to look over his shoulder, casually examining the formations behind him and more carefully eyeing the Threadfall.

We’ll fight as full wings, K’lior told Rineth. M’valer and M’kury will lead the other two. Have the wings re-form now.

In a moment six understrength wings had reformed into three full-strength wings.

K’lior was greeted by J’lantir, the acting Istan Weyrleader who had taken over after C’rion had gone between in their first Fall. He gladly accepted J’lantir’s offer to let him lead the Fall and quickly integrated the Istan wing with his own wings, arraying them on his left, with the other two Fort wings on his right.

Four wings abreast, they rose to fight Thread.

Talenth’s challenge alerted Fiona, who glanced up from her position at the nearest aid table. Her eyes narrowed as she counted two wings of dragons circling in for a landing.

Zirenth and Seyorth, Talenth reported. They have been sent for firestone.

Fiona raced over to the firestone shed, calling for her helpers as she went.

‘We’ve got time,’ T’mar’s voice in her ear surprised her as she was opening the shed doors. ‘They’ve got at least an hour before they’ll need more.’

‘So we should have you back in half the time,’ Fiona replied, pulling open the second door and gesturing for the young weyrfolk to head inside. ‘You’ve got three sacks already, how many more?’

‘Five each,’ T’mar said after a moment’s thought. ‘That way we’ll be able to fight a full Fall, if needed.’

‘You think that K’lior might pull replacements directly from these wings?’

‘It depends upon how the Fall goes,’ T’mar replied. ‘He could just as easily put one wing into the fight and use the other to resupply.’ He shrugged. ‘I think this will work either way.’

Fiona, who saw no flaw in this logic, flagged Terin and started her on the count. ‘Five each!’

All too quickly, Terin reached, ‘ One-fifty, stop!’ And the dragons rose into the air again, climbed up to the Star Stones, and, with Talenth’s cheerful salute, disappeared once more between to battle Thread.

As they disappeared, Fiona reached out and wrapped her arm around Terin’s shoulders. The young girl looked up at her for a moment then buried her head against Fiona’s chest.

K‘lior glanced around as the massed wings of Ista and Fort charged up to greet the downpouring Thread. They had arranged themselves just behind the Benden riders until M’tal’s signal for them to break off, and then with a roar, K’lior urged his men upward.

The changeover had been perfect but now, only an hour into a two-hour fight, the dragons were getting weary, particularly the Istan dragons whose riders seemed determined to handle the entire left half of the Fall on their own. K’lior understood pride and worked as best he could with it, but when the Istans took their second loss – one that looked permanent – K’lior didn’t hesitate to dispatch a replacement from T’mar’s wing.

Tell Lolanth that we’ll thicken his wing, K’lior said, sending D’teril and S’gan to join them. The two blue riders were glad to tear away from the reserves, dropping their spare sacks, and were quickly assimilated into the left and right flanks of the Istan riders.

A sudden roar from behind caused K’lior to duck and send Rineth plummeting out of the way of a clump of Thread that had fallen dangerously close while he’d been distracted.

K’lior had the image of a blue wall in motion, flame at the forefront as F’dan and Ridorth fought to protect him – but not without cost. K’lior heard F’dan’s terrible shriek and Ridorth’s concerned bugle and then the pair were gone, between.

It was all the warning that K’lior had as remnants of the clump, only partly charred, continued to fall toward him. With a move that he later couldn’t explain, he and Rineth were suddenly twenty meters lower in the sky, the great bronze climbing straight up, jaws agape with vengeful flame and an air-shattering bellow, engulfing the Thread in a ball of fire.

And then, as suddenly, they were flying level once more, K’lior trying to regain his composure and sending a silent salute to F’dan.

More Thread, Rineth warned him. K’lior turned as he caught sight of a blur of bronze wheeling beside him – H’nez had decided to join the fray.

His decision was ill timed as scant seconds later, Ginirth bellowed in pain and disappeared, between.

K’rall says he did not send him, Rineth relayed. K’lior dismissed this with a grimace. There was Thread to fight, matters of discipline would come after.

The bellow of pain from the dragon bursting into the morning sky above Fort was mortal and Fiona knew it even as the blue plummeted toward the ground.

Talenth! Fiona shrieked in her mind as she rushed toward the falling pair, even before she could register that her queen had already left her post, was diving beneath the blue, pushing up against him, slowing his fall.

The rider tumbled off and, as he fell, Fiona could see that the entire left half of his back was one giant open wound, with ribs severed and organs dripping with the heat of the Thread’s voraciousness. The Thread itself was nothing more than dusty between-seared crusty remnants of clotted blood. The wound was fatal but Fiona rushed toward the falling rider all the same.

Just as she reached him, another dragon burst into the sky above, a bronze creeling horribly, its left wingtip shredded.

Fiona needed no words to direct Talenth to the bronze’s aid; the blue was already close enough to the ground that Talenth could easily roll him off her back.

The blue rider landed in her arms facing her.

‘F’dan!’ Fiona cried. He was dead.

A grief-filled cry from Ridorth distracted her. Ridorth, stay!

Fiona reached out to Talenth and, together, they held on to the blue, forcing him to remain as Fiona cried for help, dragging F’dan toward his mate as quickly as she could. A moment later a pair of hands grabbed his feet and her movement became easier.

‘Get him to Ridorth,’ Fiona begged through her heaving breaths.

Hold him! Fiona ordered Talenth. She was dimly aware of someone shouting at her, of another dragon crying in pain, but her whole focus was on the distance between her and blue Ridorth, who trembled wild-eyed at her approach.

It’s okay, Fiona assured him, I just want you to take F’dan with you.

Ridorth calmed and lowered himself as close to the ground as possible.

He’s hurt, Talenth said. I don’t know if he can get between.

Fiona nodded, even as she indicated to her helper – it was Xhinna – to lay F’dan’s body against Ridorth’s neck. Xhinna anticipated her and climbed up the blue’s side, pulling F’dan up into place on his blue’s neck before hopping down once more, eyes streaming with tears.

Talenth, Fiona called and her beautiful queen settled beside her. Xhinna was looking at her, crying something with a horrified look on her face but Fiona didn’t hear the words, ignored the bellowing bronze in the distance, and concentrated only on this last gift to her friend as she climbed up onto Talenth’s neck.

Tell Ridorth to follow us, Fiona said, feeling a pressure behind her eyes that grew even as Talenth helped Ridorth gain his feet and leap into the sky. In a moment, they were between.

Take him with you, Fiona called to the blue she couldn’t see, hear, or touch. Good flying!

And in a moment that seemed to last forever, Ridorth and F’dan were gone.

Let’s get back, Talenth, there are more injured.

Their return into the daylight, the warmth, the sounds, and the sights were like a slap to Fiona as she took in the growing number of injured, the anxious look on Cisca’s face, the shock on Tintoval’s and—

Get me down, Fiona ordered Talenth. The great queen swooped and had barely touched before Fiona had jumped down and was rushing over to the injured bronze.

‘Where were you?’ Cisca shouted, rushing toward her. ‘We couldn’t find you, we thought—’

Fiona cut her off with a grim smile, shaking her head. ‘I was merely honoring him.’

‘Honoring a dead blue while there are bronzes here injured?’ a voice cried in shock. It was H’nez. Fiona turned to him, her face bone white with anger, but the bronze rider didn’t notice. ‘Your duty is—’

Fiona didn’t hear him finish, turning on her heels to walk away.

‘Where do you think you are going?’ H’nez bellowed after her. In the distance she could hear Ginirth’s pained bellowing and it tugged at her heart. ‘You call yourself a weyrwoman!’

Too much. Fiona twisted on the balls of her feet even as her hand rose and she leaped across the distance between them, her hand landing with a resounding slap on the side of his face, sending him reeling.

In the distance Talenth cried in dismay and anger, joined by Melirth.

‘Get yourself under control, bronze rider,’ Fiona said icily, eyeing the man who now knelt, a hand raised to his injured face in surprise. Her own hand stung from the blow but she willed the pain from her consciousness. She reached out to Ginirth with her mind, apologetically.

‘Tintoval, get the aid kit,’ she called, as she strode over to the injured bronze. ‘We’ll need sutures and the fine needle.’

She was about to say something reassuring to H’nez, words of peace and healing when she heard Talenth: He broke ranks.

‘You broke ranks?’ Fiona exclaimed, her eyes impaling H’nez with burning ire.

‘When Ridorth and F’dan went between,’ H’nez said, licking his lips, his eyes not quite meeting hers. Fiona felt his confusion, his anger – directed at himself, his sense of loss, and suddenly she saw the man in a different light.

‘That’s for the Weyrleader,’ she said, her tone dismissing the issue. She jerked her head, indicating that he should join her. She gave Ginirth’s wound a close examination, but she was certain that she already knew enough from what she’d seen during his landing and what she’d felt in her brief contact with the bronze. ‘This is ugly but it will heal. You’ll be flying next Fall.’

Tintoval approached, handed the aid kit to Fiona, and, as another casualty burst out of between, went off, more than willing to leave the difficult rider and his injured bronze in her care.

Dowsed with numbweed, Ginirth allowed her to stitch him up. Fiona couldn’t say how long it took to finish. She waved aside H’nez’s fervent thanks, too aware of the other cries in the Bowl around them, racing off to check on Tintoval and then help Xhinna sew up a badly burned arm before finally checking on Cisca.

The Weyrwoman looked up from her work long enough to give Fiona a grateful nod, then went back to the difficult job of suturing a punctured dragon’s neck. Afterward, when rider and dragon were turned over to the care of weyrfolk, Cisca gave Fiona a longer look, flicking a lock of brown hair away from her face irritably.

‘We thought you were going with them, griefstricken,’ Cisca said, referring to F’dan and Ridorth. She cocked her head toward Melirth, who was anxiously watching the proceedings from her lair. Fiona shrugged, at the moment too exhausted both physically and emotionally to be concerned with the past worries of others. Cisca’s face hardened. ‘If you can’t work with me, I can’t have you in my Weyr.’

For one brief instant, Fiona thought longingly of her days at Igen Weyr, but the moment passed and she hung her head. ‘I’m doing the best I can, Weyrwoman.’

Cisca gave her a long thoughtful look before glancing up and over toward H’nez’s weyr. ‘You are too much alike with that bronze rider, more willing to listen to yourself than anyone else.’

Fiona lifted her head, eyes flashing angrily, but she said nothing.

‘You were too long your own counsel,’ Cisca declared in a tone that was shaded with pity. ‘You carried a grown woman’s burden and more.’

‘I did what I had to,’ Fiona replied.

‘And now, you don’t have to anymore,’ Cisca reminded her. ‘Do you think you can live with that?’

Fiona grimaced, her eyes troubled. ‘I don’t know.’

‘Seven lost, eleven severely injured, and eighteen lightly injured,’ Tintoval reported that evening as the Weyr recovered from their fourth Fall.

‘That’s not all,’ Cisca reminded her glumly, nodding to her to tell K’lior the rest.

‘And ten more feverish.’

‘We’ve one hundred and forty-eight fighting dragons,’ K’rall murmured from his end of the table. ‘That’s nearly twice what we had two Falls back.’

‘But,’ K’lior objected, ‘as you just said, in two Falls we lost nearly half that number.’

‘Our next Fall isn’t for another sixteen days,’ M’kury said. ‘Couldn’t we send our injured back again to Igen?’

‘I’m sure that Fiona could handle it,’ T’mar said, glancing toward the abnormally subdued weyrwoman. She stirred at his gaze, giving him a bleak, unfathomable look. Longing? Dread? He couldn’t tell.


CHAPTER 3
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Or bleed and burn.

Flame and dodge

Or between, dislodge.

Fort Weyr, AL 508.2.6

‘It’s still hard for me to accept: You’re three Turns older than when I last saw you,’ Tintoval marveled to Fiona as they started out of the Kitchen Cavern on their rounds of the sick and injured early the next morning.

‘It’s just as hard for me to accept that everyone here hasn’t become three Turns wiser,’ Fiona replied. She’d let Xhinna sleep in: The youngster had been up most of the night leading the weyrfolk in their ministrations of the worst injured dragons and riders.

‘Wait!’ a voice called from behind them. ‘Wait up!’

Terin raced to them. ‘I thought I could help.’

Fiona grinned and nodded in response.

‘So,’ Tintoval said to Terin as they started up the stairs to the highest weyr of their convalescents, ‘you’ve thirteen Turns now?’

Terin smiled. ‘Nearly fourteen.’ She glanced at Fiona and added, ‘And Fiona has nearly seventeen. Did you know that she was born twelve days before me?’

‘No, I didn’t.’

‘It was funny back in Igen, celebrating our birthdays and our birthdays.’

‘Excuse me?’

‘One for our birthdates and the other for when we Turned,’ Fiona explained.

‘We turned in the thirteenth month,’ Terin said when she noticed that Tintoval looked no more enlightened.

‘Because we went back in time to the summer,’ Fiona added.

They reached the level of their first injured pair, W’jer and Janorth, and turned right toward his weyr.

‘I’ll check on W’jer if you two will look at Janorth,’ Tintoval suggested as they approached the entrance to W’jer’s quarters.

‘No,’ Fiona said. Tintoval’s eyebrows furrowed in surprise. ‘You’ll need to learn to treat dragons, too.’

‘I’m still learning my craft with humans, weyrwoman,’ Tintoval told her reprovingly.

‘Why don’t you both check on him while I take a quick look at his dragon and then we’ll switch?’ Terin suggested diplomatically.

Fiona exchanged looks with the Weyr Healer; the compromise seemed acceptable to both of them.

W’jer was one of K’rall’s wing. His right thigh had been seared through to the bone by the same Thread that had lacerated his brown Janorth through to the bones of his neck.

‘Good morning, W’jer,’ Fiona called as they entered. ‘How are you this day?’

W’jer’s face was grizzled, weathered from Turns of flying high and squinting into the distance. His hair was disheveled and wavy, his lips drawn in a thin tight line as he fought with the pain of his injury.

‘Well enough, weyrwoman,’ W’jer replied, nodding to Tintoval and Terin as he spotted them behind her. He sat up in his bed, seeming a bit put back by such an invasion of younger women, and gestured to his injury. ‘We slept some, last night.’

Tintoval moved around Fiona and gestured for permission to examine his wounds. W’jer nodded and only twitched his lips when she began to unwrap the bandage. Tintoval hissed as the wound was uncovered.

Fiona peered around her and, without changing her expression, pulled a bottle out of the sack she had slung over her shoulder, found some clean gauze, and passed it to the healer. ‘Sometimes the Thread leaves an infection.’

‘I’m going to have to clean out the wound,’ Tintoval apologized to the rider as she took the proferred bottle. ‘This will sting.’

‘No worse than Thread, I’m sure,’ W’jer said gamely. He set his jaw tight as Tintoval gently poured the peroxide solution over his leg and it foamed as it ate away the infection.

Fiona, with a tight smile of sympathy, reached into her sack again and pulled out a small jar of salve that she passed wordlessly to Tintoval before stepping around her to the service hatch. She quickly scrawled an order for fellis juice and numbweed and sent the tray rushing on its way down to the Kitchen Cavern.

‘Numbweed and fellis juice are on their way,’ she reported to Tintoval as the healer finished her inspection of the cleaned wound and started applying the healing salve. Tintoval nodded silently. Fiona felt the woman’s stern self-control and laid a hand on her shoulder assuringly.

‘You’re doing fine, W’jer,’ Fiona said to the brown rider who had noted their exchange with growing alarm. ‘You’ll be up and about in three sevendays or sooner.’

‘And Janorth?’

Fiona turned to look through to the brown dragon’s weyr, caught sight of Terin motioning to her urgently, and said lightly, ‘Let me go check.’

As soon as Fiona was close enough to speak to in a voice that wouldn’t carry, Terin told her, ‘He slept badly last night and tore off his bandages.’

Fiona grimaced; there was green dragon ichor everywhere.

‘You should have called,’ Fiona said reprovingly to the brown dragon as she cleaned away the ichor. ‘Talenth was ready to hear you.’

I didn’t realize, Janorth said apologetically.

Fiona grinned and slapped the brown affectionately on his chest. ‘We’d rather you say too much than too little.’

I’ll remember.

‘See that you do,’ Fiona said, leaning down beside Terin to examine the base of the wound. Fortunately it was forward on the neck; if the injury had been at the join to the chest, recovery would have been much more difficult. She sighed. ‘The stitches have come open.’

Terin nodded, absently wiping a long stream of green ichor on her tunic before wiping her forehead.

Talenth, we need some thick sutures, double dragon size, Fiona called. See if Xhinna is awake.

She could have called down the service hatch, but Xhinna would be quicker, if she was available.

She sleeps, Talenth replied instantly. She is having strange dreams.

Strange dreams? Fiona mused. She never knew that dragons could tell when people were dreaming, let alone have an insight into them.

Then check with Ellor, she said.

A moment later, Talenth responded, The Weyrwoman will fly them up.

Surprised, Fiona moved to the edge of the weyr and glanced out. In a moment the great queen was beside her, hovering close in while Cisca threw a sack attached to a rope. Fiona caught it on the first try and quickly undid the knot, then waved in thanks.

‘We need some new weyrlings for this sort of work,’ Cisca called as she waved in response.

‘I’ll see what I can do!’ Fiona shouted back, grinning.

‘I’m talking with Melirth about the problem, too,’ Cisca replied, grinning in turn. ‘A mating flight – or two – would also do wonders for morale.’

Fiona chuckled, then returned to the job of sewing up Janorth’s gash. Once done, she rejoined Tintoval and W’jer. The healer had treated the dragonrider’s wound with numbweed, rebandaged it, and dosed him with fellis juice. Between them, Fiona and Tintoval managed to get W’jer settled back into his bed for ‘a good long nap.’

‘We’ll check on Janorth before we leave,’ Fiona said, gesturing for Tintoval to follow her to the brown’s weyr. Terin was happily scratching the brown’s eye ridge and crooning to him encouragingly.

‘You just rest up, you’ll get better soon,’ Terin said to him as Janorth’s multifaceted eyes whirled with the green of contentment.

Tintoval looked to Fiona for direction. Fiona smiled and raised an eyebrow, glancing challengingly at Janorth’s resutured neck.

‘What sort of sutures did you use?’ Tintoval wondered as she knelt down and examined Fiona’s deft handiwork.

‘That’s double dragon size,’ Fiona said. ‘Dragon size is used for most wounds; for wing work we use regular human sutures; but this required the larger ones.’ She paused, thinking back to her time at Igen Weyr in the past, when she’d had to learn all this on her own, by doing it. ‘When we were at Igen, we had the hardest time getting dragon sutures until I managed to explain what we needed to the traders.’

‘Where did they find sutures?’ Tintoval asked, her eyes narrowed worriedly.

‘They didn’t,’ Fiona said with a shake of her head. ‘They discovered that the Fishers use a similar rope and convinced them to produce a sterile version.’

‘Clever.’

Fiona smiled in agreement. ‘I often wonder how much more we could do if we asked others to help us.’

‘That’s a good thought,’ Tintoval said reflectively, her eyes falling on Terin. Fiona gave her a quizzical look but the healer merely shrugged and smiled in response, clearly not yet ready to share her thinking.

It wasn’t until they were seated in the Kitchen Cavern for a late lunch that Tintoval broached her idea. Waiting until Terin had swallowed her last mouthful, the healer asked, ‘Terin, are there any young weyrfolk who’d like to help us?’

Terin frowned in thought before saying, ‘Mostly Ellor keeps them in classes or working, but I’m sure the ones whose fathers are riders would love to help.’

‘We didn’t check on those whose families are tending them,’ Fiona told Tintoval. ‘But there aren’t that many because too many of the women are working.’

‘In the kitchen?’ Tintoval asked, glancing around at the few helpers.

‘In the tanneries, on the looms, in the pastures, in the storerooms, on spinning wheels, knitting, dyeing, tailoring, leatherworking, and metalworking,’ Terin replied, adding, ‘and in the nurseries and classrooms with the children.’

‘It was a bit of a shock to realize how much like a Hold a Weyr really is,’ Fiona said with a grin. ‘Only there are more women than men.’

Tintoval mulled on Fiona’s last comment for a moment before asking, ‘Why is that?’

‘Well, with a Weyr’s strength of about five hundred dragons, you’d expect around the same number of mates,’ Fiona replied slowly as she examined the question. ‘I imagine that many of the boys who don’t Impress leave the Weyr.’

Tintoval’s raised eyebrows begged her to explain. ‘They would find themselves welcomed in every Craft and Hall.’ She waved a hand expansively around the Kitchen Cavern. ‘They’re well fed and tended, trained to handle most any task so they would be a boon to any holder or crafter. And,’ she concluded, ‘there’s all the prestige associated with the Weyr and being able to boast of weyrblood.’

‘Dragonriders are healthier than most,’ Tintoval mused. ‘The women are better-fed in the Weyr, too, so they also have a better chance of surviving childbirth. So it’s to a woman’s advantage to stay in the Weyr instead of leaving.’

‘And we’ll never run out of work!’ Terin exclaimed.

‘So,’ Tintoval wondered, ‘are there any spare children we could draft to help us?’

‘Ellor would know,’ Terin said. ‘But I can think of at least three by myself.’

‘Three would be a start,’ Tintoval allowed. ‘But we’ve fifty-seven sick and injured, I’d much prefer a dozen or more.’

‘Too many and you’d never train them,’ Fiona warned.

‘Train some and have them train the rest,’ Terin suggested, glancing at Fiona challengingly.

Fiona grinned and said to Tintoval, ‘And that’s why I made her headwoman!’

When they approached Cisca that evening at dinner with the suggestion, the Weyrwoman mused, ‘I wonder why we didn’t think of that before?’

‘Perhaps you did,’ Fiona said. ‘But you’ve had a lot of distractions since then, whereas I’ – she gestured ruefully at herself – ’have had almost three Turns now of dealing with injured dragons.’

As she spoke, she realized once again that she was nearly eye level with the Weyrwoman. Cisca had little more than nineteen Turns of age; Fiona was less than three Turns younger than her now. And, in dealing with the sick, at least, she had at least a full Turn’s greater experience. It was strange and difficult to remember: She was still the junior Weyrwoman, but the difference in age and experience had been nearly erased.

K’lior nodded thoughtfully. ‘And we haven’t had a healer for so long, there was no one to do the training.’

‘We’ve all those helpers when we fight Fall,’ Cisca remarked, sounding perplexed. She glanced tellingly at Fiona who, after all, with Tannaz had borne the primary responsibility for dealing with the sick and injured. ‘Why didn’t we think to use them to help afterward?’

Ellor, who had been checking on the table, heard the exchange and stepped in. ‘Because too many of them have regular duties during the day. We use them for first aid during the Fall, but afterward we need them elsewhere.’

‘How many are clothesmakers?’ Tintoval wondered. ‘Is that why they’re so good with sutures?’

‘Some are tanners and good with awls,’ Ellor replied. ‘And others are midwives—’

‘I should have thought of them first!’ Tintoval exclaimed. To Ellor she said, ‘Please be sure to send them to me.’ When she saw the headwoman’s alarmed look, she added hastily, ‘I want to talk with them about midwifery.’

‘Don’t they teach that at the Healer Hall?’ Ellor wondered in surprise.

‘They do,’ Tintoval replied, ‘but there’s much more to doing than can be learned from teaching.’ With a frown she added, ‘And it’s very much true that for birthing, most prefer a midwife to a healer, so it’s rare that the Healer Hall sees a pregnancy; they never did in the Turns I was there.’

Ellor nodded, relieved that the healer wasn’t planning on drafting the midwives.

‘How many of them have children?’ Terin asked. Ellor gave her a reproving look; it was obvious that she considered Terin’s involvement in the conversation to be impudent.

‘That’s a good question,’ Fiona said purposely.

Taking the hint, Ellor replied, ‘A few.’

‘Perhaps those midwives would like to have their children watched during the day,’ Terin said.

‘The ones who are too old to just run errands and call for help if it’s needed could learn a lot with us,’ Tintoval said in agreement.

Ellor nodded, a speculative look on her face. After a moment, she smiled, glancing evilly at Terin. ‘I know just the one to start with, too!’ she exclaimed.

Terin gave her a worried look, which rapidly changed to one of alarm.

‘Do you remember Bekka?’ Ellor asked, her eyes dancing.

Terin groaned. ‘The one who never sleeps?’

‘That’s her,’ Ellor agreed with a broad smile. She turned to Tintoval. ‘She’s Merika’s eldest, three months shy of thirteen Turns.’ She glanced at Terin, adding, ‘She’s older than you.’

‘Not anymore,’ Fiona corrected. Ellor’s expression dropped; she said nothing, but Fiona could feel the older woman’s anger.

‘You say she never sleeps?’ Tintoval asked, glancing at Ellor.

‘She takes short naps, like a fire-lizard,’ Ellor explained with a grin. ‘I was actually thinking of drafting her for late nights here in the Kitchen.’

‘If she’s any talent with healing and she doesn’t sleep,’ Tintoval said thoughtfully, ‘she might make a good recruit to the Healer Hall.’

‘The Healer Hall?’ Ellor repeated, shaking her head uncertainly. ‘I don’t know if they could manage with someone like her.’

Tintoval smiled. ‘They managed with me!’

Bekka proved everything that Terin remembered. Although she had twelve Turns, she was small for her size so she looked younger. It took Tintoval and Fiona only a few moments to discover that the youngster was every bit as smart – and irrepressible – as her mother, Merika, had warned.

‘She’s a handful, make no mistake,’ Merika had said with a look that crossed affection with exasperation. ‘But she’s got a big heart and she’ll listen.’

‘But she won’t follow orders unless she’s convinced,’ Tintoval guessed.

‘Ah,’ Merika had said, her eyebrows going up, ‘you’ve met the type!’

‘I am the type!’ Tintoval admitted. At Merika’s look of surprise, she elaborated. ‘I used to keep the entire level up with my antics until Kindan arrived – and then it was just him.’

Merika cast a knowing look toward Fiona as she replied, smiling, ‘He’s been known to have that effect; I’ve heard he’s even been able to charm young girls into behaving, on occasion.’

‘He certainly had it with me!’ Tintoval agreed with a laugh. She continued, pressing Merika, ‘So, will you let Bekka train with
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Individual Titles

RESTOREE

DECISION AT DOONA

THE SHIP WHO SANG

GET OFF THE UNICORN

THE GIRL WHO HEARD DRAGONS

BLACK HORSES FOR THE KING

NIMISHA’S SHIP

A GIFT OF DRAGONS

The Petaybee novels

written in collaboration with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough

POWERS THAT BE

POWER LINES

POWER PLAY

CHANGELINGS

MAELSTROM

DELUGE

The Acorna Series

ACORNA (with Margaret Ball)

ACORNA’S QUEST (with Margaret Ball)

ACORNA’S PEOPLE (with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough)

ACORNA’S WORLD (with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough)

ACORNA’S SEARCH (with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough)

ACORNA’S REBELS (with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough)

ACORNA’S TRIUMPH (with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough)

ACORNA’S CHILDREN: FIRST WARNING (with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough)

ACORNA’S CHILDREN: SECOND WAVE (with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough)

ACORNA’S CHILDREN: THIRD WATCH (with Elizabeth Ann Scarborough)
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EVENT
Marriage: Tervegar
and Silstra
Kisk Hatches
Kindan to Harper Hall
Ctov Impresses Sereth
Plague Starts

Plague Ends

Fort Weyr riders arrive
back in time at Igen Weyr

Fort Weyr riders retum
from Igen Weyr

Fiona Impresses Talenth
Lorana Impresses Arith
Start of Third Pass

Arith goes betuweent

Fort Weyr riders time it
back ten Turns to Igen Weyr

t Weyr riders retumn
from Igen Weyr

BOOK

Dragon’s Kin
Dragons’ Kin
Dragon’s Kin
Dragon’s Fire

Dragon
Harper

Dragon
Harper

Dragonstlood,
Dragonheart

Dragonheart
Dragonheart
Dragonstlood
Dragonstlood,
Dragonheart
Dragonstlood,
Dragonheart

Dragonstlood,
Dragonheart

Dragon
Dragonteart
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