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  About the Book


  The sequel to Dragongirl


  Lorana cured the dragons’ sickness but so many died from the disease that there are no longer enough dragons to fight the deadly Thread.


  With numbers reaching crisis point, Lorana flies forward in time in a desperate bid to bring dragons from the future back to fight Thread. It involves an unbelievable sacrifice on her part  but without her action all life on Pern is doomed.


  Left behind at Telgar Weyr, Fiona, Kindan and T’mar are distraught when they realize what Lorana has done, but two things save them from complete despair. The first is that Fiona is pregnant, the second the fact all the dragonriders are exhausted, a sure sign that they are Timing it  existing elsewhere in space and time. This gives them hope for the future and confidence that Lorana has found a way through time to help them. They just have to trust in her and wait for her to lead them through this most perilous of times ...
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  For


  Eliza Oriana Johnson


  first granddaughter, first niece:


  gentle, loving, brave heart


  LETTER TO READERS


  Dear Readers,


  When Todd and I were casting about for ideas for our next collaboration, we tossed around working on my novel, After the Fall Is Over, together, but contractual obligations took that out of the runningand, I must confess, I still am a bit possessive when it comes to the futures of F’lar and Lessa. Still, I did talk over some of my ideas with Todd, and he sent me a long list of questions in response that proved thought-provoking, inspiring, and challenging.


  I had read and enjoyed his Dragonheart and Dragongirl, and the truth is, the excitement was catching. And so I said: “You know, Todd, how hard it is for me to share.… Maybe you could show me how?”


  Todd got the message and quickly agreed. And it’s been a lot of fun. Not only have I enjoyed helping Todd wrap up this very dramatic part of Pernese history, but my own creative juices have been flowing thick and furious: I’ve been writing up a storm on my own, too. I think that Dragon’s Time is one of our best, and we’re both eager to get started on the next one, Dragonrider. Already we know that Dragonrider will break new ground and old tradition; still, Todd’ll do most of the writing and I’ll do the tweaking and critiquing, just as before.


  And after that, who knows? He’s been so good about allowing me to take part in moving his characters around the playing board … maybe I’ll finally let him play with my characters!


  Ciao,


  Annie


  FOR READERS NEW TO PERN


  Thousands of years after man first developed interstellar travel, colonists from Earth, Tau Ceti III, and many other origins 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 war 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 Pernthe settlers spread and multiplied on Pern’s lush Southern Continent, unaware that a menace was fast approaching through space.


  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, its indigenous lifeform could cross the void to Pern. Once these alien spores entered the tenuous upper atmosphere, they would thin out into long, narrow, streamer shapes and float down to the ground below, as seemingly harmless “Threads.”


  However, Thread was anything but harmless. Like all living things, Thread needed sustenance, and it ate voraciously of anything organic: wood or flesh, it was all the same to Thread.


  The first deadly Fall of Thread caught the colonists completely unawares. And, having abandoned their high-tech weaponry and tools as part of their idealistic move to Pern, they barely survived. In the aftermath, they came up with a desperate plan to design a shield against the recurrent threat: they used their knowledge of genetic engineering to modify fire-lizardssix-limbed, winged Pernese life-forms that had natural resources against Threadinto huge, intelligent, telepathic dragons. Able to instantaneously travel from one place to anotherby going betweenand to “breathe fire,” the dragons could intercept Thread and burn it out of existence before it could reach the ground. Telepathically linked to their riders from the moment of Hatching and thus able to work as fighting units in perfect tandem, these dragons formed the mainstay of the protection of Pern.


  The approach of the Red Star not only brought the mindless Thread but also caused the tectonically active Southern Continent to heave with volcanoes and earthquakes, causing the colonists to seek refuge on the smaller, stabler, though less temperate Northern Continent. In their haste to flee, they lost many important resources and, over time, much knowledge was forgotten.


  Huddled in one settlement, which they 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, Fort Weyr. As time progressed and the population spread across Pern, more Holds were formed and more Weyrs were created by the dragonriders.


  The combined needs of the holders and the dragonriders resulted in a complex societal structure. Settlements called holds fell under the authoritarian jurisdiction of major Holds, each run by a Lord Holder, who could maintain control over terrified people and limited resources during the years of Threadfall. The Weyrs, under the leadership of a Weyrwomanrider of the senior queen dragonand a Weyrleaderrider of whichever male dragon flew the senior queen in a mating flightwere unable to both provide for themselves and protect the planet. They were forced to rely on tithes from the Holds to keep them provided with food and supplies.


  And so the two populations grew separate, distant, and sometimes 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 free of Thread. And, again, the Pass ended, and a second Interval began.


  At the beginning of the Third Pass, a new disaster struckdragons started dying of an unknown disease. These deaths, added to the losses from fighting Thread, decimated the Weyrs. K’lior, Weyrleader 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. Their desperate jump between timeled by young Fiona, rider of gold queen Talenthproved fabulously successful. After spending three Turns living and growing in the past, they returned to Fort Weyr, recovered and trained to fight, a mere three days after they’d left.


  Upon her return, Fiona discovered that while not much had changed at Fort Weyr or Pern in the present time, she had changed greatly. She was three Turns olderand wiser. When the dragonriders of Telgar Weyr were all tragically lost between, Fiona volunteered to go to Telgar Weyr to revive its Thread-fighting forces. She was accompanied by bronze rider T’mar and many other dragons and their riders who, during their sojourn in the past, had grown to know her, love her, and respect her.


  But at Telgar, tragedy struck again: More dragons, including Fiona’s beloved Talenth, were stricken with the same illness that had already killed so many of the dragons of Pern. It looked as if Fiona would surely lose her dragon … until ex-dragonrider Lorana and Harper Kindan arrived from Benden with a curea cure won at the cost of Lorana’s own queen dragon.


  An extraordinary and unusual relationship arose among Fiona, Lorana, and Kindan, in which Fiona bonded with both of themand discovered a strange telepathic connection with Lorana. This three-way bond, as well as her special relationship with bronze rider T’mar, bolstered Fiona as the Weyrs struggled with the knowledge that even though the deadly dragon illness was no more, the surviving numbers were not nearly enough to protect the planet from Thread.


  Losses continued to mount. Lorana, who had the rare ability to bespeak all dragons, felt every death, and despite the wonder of her newfound pregnancy, and everything Fiona and Kindan tried to do to protect her, she grew increasingly desperate … until that desperation forced to her to attempt a bold plan.…
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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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  The way forward is dark and long.


  A dragon gold is only the first price you’ll pay for Pern.


  Cold. Black. Silent.


  Deadly.


  Between. That strange nothingness where dragons can go that can only be described as “between one place and another.”


  “Between only lasts as long as it takes to cough three times.” For a short journey, yes. For a journey from one place to another, anywhere on Pernyes, three coughs is enough. But when traveling between one time and anotherit takes longer. A cold, silent, freezing longer that saps life.


  Lorana felt nothing, not the warmth of the queen dragon beneath her, not even the tiny, tender presence that warmed her womb.


  I’m sorry! Lorana cried, her hand going to her belly. There was no other way!


  No response.


  Pern was dying, there were too few dragons and riders to protect it from Thread. Slowly, steadily, inexorably, the protection of Pern was being eroded, was dying out. The dragonriders, including Weyrleader T’mar, Weyrwoman Fiona, and all the Weyrleaders of the four other Weyrs, had tried their best, had developed new tactics, had kept adapting, kept striving, kept searching for some way out of their trap. But the problem was that there were too few dragons, less than a third the number required, and more were being lost each Fall.


  The dragons’ numbers were so few because of the strange sickness that had come upon them just before the start of this new Pass of the Red Star. Lorana, with Kindan’s stout aid, had succeeded in finding help from the distant past and that help had led them to a cure for the sickness. In the meantime, however, too many dragons had succumbed to the sicknessand more to Threadleaving too few dragons to protect the planet. In desperation, because no one could conceive of getting further help from the past, Lorana had decided to jump forward in time, to jump ahead to a time after the Third Pass and beg for aid from the future.


  She was the only one with a sure sense of time and placea gift, she thought, from her special link with all the dragons of Pernand only she could make the journey forward to such an unknown, unseen time. She used the Red Star to guide her, picturing it and the stars in their stations where they would be fifty Turns from her present.


  Using her gift came at a price, however. A jump of this length would be a terrible strain on her and gold Minith. But it would be fatal to the life stirring inside her.


  Lorana wailed silently. Go back! she urged herself. Go back before it’s too late.


  I can’t, she decided a moment later. It’s too late. I’m all alone.


  I’m here! Minith called to her feebly, her touch full of support. You are not alone.


  Lorana made no reply. She knew she couldn’t explain herself to the gold dragon, to a queen who laid eggs.


  Everything I’ve loved, I’ve lost, Lorana thought to herself, letting her hand slip, unfelt, unfeeling, from her belly.


  I’ve lost my own queen, my beloved fire-lizards, and now … She couldn’t finish the thought.


  Tears froze on her cheeks, her heart beat at a slow, glacial pace, as the cold of between sapped her strength, her life.


  And stilled the life of the other inside her.


  A dragon gold is only the first price …


  The cold between gripped her and she knew no more.


  LORANA CLOSED HER eyes in a spasm of pain. She was in a bed, in a nightgown. Fearful, her hands went to her bellyit was flat, lifeless.


  “You lost the baby,” a voice said. It was old, hoarse with age, but somehow familiar. “But you knew that. You planned on it.”


  Tullea. Benden’s Weyrwoman, Minith’s rightful rider.


  Minith? Lorana called.


  I am here, the queen responded quickly. There was no echo to her voice: no sign that an older Minitha Minith of this future timehad heard her call.


  “Don’t,” Tullea warned harshly. “You are still too weak. I wasn’t sure that you wanted to live yourself.” She paused for a moment, then added, “Perhaps you didn’t, really.”


  “Where am I? Is the Pass over?” Lorana asked, her eyes still closed. Her mouth was dry; her voice was slurred and felt awkward.


  “The Pass is over,” Tullea affirmed. “That much I’ll tell you and no more.”


  “Help?” Lorana said. She realized that word wasn’t enough and, after another breath, asked, “Will you send help?”


  “Dragons from the future?” Tullea said. “Simple, quick, efficient! Oh, yes, no worries for those left behind.” She snorted and added viciously, “Oh, no! No, dragon-stealer, you won’t find any dragons in the future.”


  “None?” Lorana opened her eyes only to find the room completely dark.


  “None for you,” Tullea snapped back. “You were always meddling when you should have left things alone.”


  “Where’s B’nik?” Lorana asked.


  “Where’s his jacket?” Tullea retorted. She barked a bitter laugh. “Between, that’s where! Where you left it!”


  Lorana wondered for a moment if the old queen rider had gone insane.


  “Where you must go, now!” Tullea went on, and Lorana gasped as, abruptly, the blankets were pulled off her. “Get up, your things are over there!”


  “ButI want to talk”


  “You’ve talked enough!” Tullea snapped, grabbing Lorana’s hand and feebly pulling on it. “You’re well enough to travel; it’s timelong timeyou were gone.” Tullea seemed to think her last comment funny and let out another bitter laugh.


  The faintest of glows, smaller than any Lorana had ever seen, was turned. It provided only a dim light, which revealed bare stone walls, the rude blanket thrown over her, and the rough, reed bed beneath her. And Tulleaold, bent, white-haired, almost unrecognizable.


  “Take my dragon with you, dragon-stealer!” Tullea said, throwing clothes toward her.


  “Can’t I talk to anyone?”


  “What makes you think there’s anyone to talk to?” Tullea asked sharply.


  Lorana started to answer, then stretched her senses, searching for someone, for a dragon or even a watch-wher, but


  Slap! Her cheek was suddenly aflame with stinging pain.


  “Don’t do that!” Tullea barked. “Don’t make me remember!” She shoved Lorana. “Get dressed, get going! Now!”


  Shocked and depressed, Lorana wordlessly slipped back into her riding clothes. Her undergarments were unwashed; they smelled of sweat and the fear she’d felt when she’d made this journey to the future.


  So far. She’d come so far. She’d given so much.


  “Get moving!” Tullea hustled her along. “Time enough to think later.”


  “Please, we need help,” Lorana said even as Tullea nudged her. They walked down a slope on a cloudy, starless night. She heard more then saw Minith in the distance.


  “You’ll have to fly high and south to get above the clouds and see the Red Star,” Tullea told her as she tried to push Lorana up onto the gold dragon. “Be quick about it! I want to have as much time with my dragon as I can!”


  Lorana found herself perched on Minith, wondering if the poor gold queen had been wearing the riding harness the whole time Lorana had been a babbling wreck in bed. Had she even been fed?


  “Of course she was fed!” Tullea declared irritably. “Now, go! Go back where you belong!” She barked another dry laugh. “The Red Star will guide you, just as it did when you came here!”


  Without another word, Tullea turned away, heading back up toward the cave from which they’d emerged. Lorana watched her in the dim light, frowning. Wasn’t there anything she could do?


  “Go!” Tullea wailed.


  Come on, Minith, let’s go, Lorana said sadly to the queen. In a moment they were airborne, climbing toward the clouds. As they rose higher, the clouds thinned and she could see the Red Star faintly through the breaks.


  She brought the image of Red Butte into her mind with stars, moons, and the Red Star to mark the time, thankful for the very small favor of Tullea’s, and gave Minith the coordinates.


  All this way, she thought to herself as they entered the cold of between. Involuntarily her hands went to her belly. Her cold, flat, lifeless belly. All for nothing!


  TULLEA TURNED BACK when she heard the sound of Minith going between. Her shoulders slumped and she let out a deep, regretful sigh.


  Minith, tell her it’s done, Tullea thought, stretching her mind into between in the special way she’d been taught.


  A moment later the air was full of the sound of dragon wings. A pale yellow specter, a ghost of the young fertile queen who’d been here just moments before, landed daintily in front of her with the grace of long years.


  Beside her, another queen landed. And another.


  “Stay there!” Tullea called up to the two queen riders. “I want to get back to the Weyr and feel some warmth in my bones.”


  “How did she take it?” the older of the two riders asked, her face bleak with sorrow.


  “Just like you said she would,” Tullea snapped waspishly. For a moment her habitual mask slipped and she asked, “Why couldn’t I have told her? Why did I have to be a monster to her?”


  “Because that’s what she said,” the woman replied. Her hair was mostly white with only a few streaks of blond left in it, but her eyes were still the sea green blue they’d always been. “She said that you were horrible to her, gave her not one moment’s kindness.” She paused and added, “Nor one clue.”


  “So she’ll never know,” Tullea mused to herself. “She never found out.”


  “No,” Fiona replied sadly. “She never had a chance to learn how you’d changed.” She smiled at the older woman. “But I did.”


  Tullea snorted in disbelief.


  “Why do you think I insisted on that glow?” Fiona asked.


  “Because Lorana said that’s what there was,” Tullea said.


  “Because if there’d been more light, she would have seen your face clearly,” Fiona told her.


  “So?” Tullea barked. “It’s old, it’s creased.” Her tone changed as the feeble spark of anger in her dimmed. “I’ve lived a long life; I’m ready for my rest. We go back to the Weyr, I say my farewells, and you keep your part of the bargain.”


  “Of course,” Fiona agreed.


  Tullea mounted, moving slowly with care for her old bones even as she cursed her age. It was time, she thought to herself. She’d seen enough, lived enough. It was time.


  Before she urged Minith back to the Weyr, she turned to Fiona. “What about the light?”


  “The lines in your face,” Fiona said by way of explanation. “They’re not lines of sorrow. If she’d seen them, she’d have known.”


  “Oh,” Tullea replied. Her face grew brighter and she shot the younger woman a smile as she added more emphatically, “Oh!”


  It was only when they were back in the Weyr, when Fiona was helping Tullea down off the aged Minith, that the older Weyrwoman had time again to think of what she’d done.


  “Will you ever tell her?” she asked without hope.


  “About you?” Fiona asked sadly. At the old woman’s nod, she shook her head. “No, I never knew. Never knew until it was too late.”


  “Pity,” Tullea said. She glanced toward the clouds and the night sky, which threatened rain later. “I would have liked for her to know.” She snorted. “It’s the least I could do, for all that she’s done.”


  Above them, the sky was torn open as wing after wing of dragons appeared overhead and spiraled down gracefully into the Weyr below.


  “Don’t tell him at least,” Tullea pleaded as she glanced upward at the returning dragons, with Benden’s Weyrleader in the vanguard.


  “That his mother was here tonight?” Fiona asked, looking over toward the Benden Weyrleader. “Or how surprised she’d be to know that he’s partnered with your daughter?”


  A streak of light burst from the Dining Cavern and a young form raced into sight, stopping with sudden concern for Tullea’s old bones.


  The dark-haired little boy looked up at Tullea and she knelt down.


  “I’m too old to pick you up, you know,” she said as she drew him into a great hug. “I think I’ll miss you most of all.”


  The boy looked at her in confusion, his dark brown eyes were deep and thoughtful, slanted just slightly and shrouded by the thick dark hair that made him the near-twin of his great-grandmother.


  “He’d be proud, you know,” Fiona spoke up quietly from Tullea’s side, with a brief tilt of her head toward Benden’s Weyrleader.


  “I’ll have to be proud enough for all of them,” Tullea replied, her eyes spangled with tears.


  AGAIN LORANA WAS numb, voiceless, shocked by the length of the cold between. She had followed Tullea’s image blindly, and so it came as a shock to realize that she and Minith seemed to be between for even longer than on their jump forward. Where was Tullea sending her?


  Suddenly, as if in a clear instant, Lorana froze, thinking that she heard voices. She strained her senses, reached out, and caughtpanic, fear, despair!


  A man’s voice cried out. And a woman’s, too. Fiona?


  Lorana started to worry that she had jumped blindly between forever, like D’gan and the Telgar riders, and that perhaps she was hearing Fiona’s voice calling for her. She tried to reach out, to touch Fiona, to find her and then


  SHE BURST FORTH into a cold night sky. It felt as cold as between, and as darkexcept she could see a spattering of stars in the sky and a small light below.


  She realized suddenly where she wasshe had drawn a picture of it once long agoRed Butte, the massive uprising of rock in the center of the Keroon Plains. Minith, without urging, began a slow, steady spiral down toward the light.


  It was a campfire, warm and inviting. Lorana saw one figure rise from beside it before exhaustion overtook her once more and even that small light went dark.


  “THE SOUP IS warm, you should sip it slowly,” a young man’s voice said. A hand covered her eyes briefly as he added quickly, “Don’t open your eyes until you’ve sat up, or you’ll stare straight into the sun!”


  Lorana was lying on the ground, its rock-hardness eased by a layer of soft cushions, perhaps a pile of reeds. She sat up slowly and opened her eyes.


  An earnest young man smiled at her, proffering a steaming bowl of soup.


  Thirsty, cold, and fatigued, Lorana took the bowl and drank a quick, small sip.


  “It’s good!” she said, taking a longer drink.


  “Finish it, I’ll get more,” the young man offered, pointing at a large cauldron resting on the side of a neat ring of rocks.


  Lorana gladly complied. At the man’s gesture, she handed him the bowl and he scooted over to the cauldron to dip out another serving. He coughed once and shook his head with a frown.


  As he handed the bowl back to her, Lorana looked at him closely. Had she come back to the time of the Plague?


  “It’s not the Plague,” he said, as if guessing her thoughts. “This is my own doom.” Another cough rattled through him and it was a long moment before he could take another breath. Once his breathing eased, he told her conversationally, “I won’t have it much longer. I’m going to die tomorrow.”


  Startled, Lorana made to rise, saying, “We can get help! Minith will take us”


  “That won’t be necessary,” he told her, shaking his head. “There is nothing that can be done.”


  “But you’re so young!”


  “I’ve had my Turns, now it’s my time,” he said. He held a hand out to her. “Until now, you’ve never met me, but I’ve already seen you several times.”


  “Seen me?” Lorana asked, bewildered. “At a Gather?”


  “No,” he said, smiling sadly and raising a hand to his head. “In here. And in the flesh.” Another cough wracked his body. “My name is Tenniz; I think you’ve heard of me.”


  “Tenniz?” Lorana repeated. “The trader?” Her hand went to her chest, where she wore the unusual brooch that had been left for her at Telgar Weyra strange gift with an even stranger message. “You sent me this.”


  “I did,” the young man said with a grimace. “I wish it were not so.” He cocked an eye at her. “You’ve returned from the future?”


  “You knew?” Lorana said, surprised. “The way forward is dark and long. A dragon gold is only the first price you’ll pay for Pern,” she went on, quoting the note that had accompanied the brooch.


  Tenniz shook his head. “I only knew a little,” he told her, tapping his head. “I see the future only in glimpses.”


  “Please,” Lorana said, “what did you see?”


  “I saw a long, cold darkness,” Tenniz said. “I saw a face you knew, but older. I felt a loss, a numbness, a warmth gone cold.” He looked up at her, his eyes troubled. “What was it?”


  “My baby,” Lorana replied softly.


  “Oh!” Tenniz cried, “I didn’t know! I’m sorry!”


  His expression so unnerved her that Lorana found herself sobbing as she saw the sympathy in the eyes of the young man who would die the next day.


  It was a long time before she could draw a shuddering breath and ease the pain in her heart. “Have I paid enough?”


  Tenniz shook his head. “I don’t know.”


  Lorana looked at him, examining his face carefully for the first time. The face was not that old, certainly younger than her, but older than Fiona. The thought of the irrepressible younger woman brought a slight smile to her lips and instinctively she reached out


  “I can feel her!” Lorana said in surprise. “Twice!” She explained, “I can feel her baby self at Fort Hold and her older teen self, here now in Igen Weyr.” Her smile slipped as she added, “Baby Fiona is so cute!”


  She felt the slim child’s mind start to turn questioningly toward her, heard Talenth at Igen Weyr respond to her dreamily, and felt, behind the dragon’s query, a more tenuous strand of thought from the teen Fiona and abruptly pulled herself away from them. Neither baby nor teen had yet met Lorana and she didn’t want to frighten them.


  “You brought her back to Igen,” Tenniz guessed.


  Lorana shook her head. “I haven’t.”


  “Yet.”


  Lorana considered that for a moment, then nodded. “I suppose at some point, I could do it.”


  “Either you or someone else from her future must do it,” Tenniz said.


  “Must?”


  “It is said that there is no way to break time.”


  “There are ways to cheat it,” Lorana said.


  “Cheat it?”


  She gave him a sad nod. “Yes,” she said. She told him about Ketanthe ex-dragonrider who had lost his brown to the sicknessand how, at Tullea’s urging, Lorana had taken Minith back in time with the older Ketan to give the dragonrider one last chance to ride his beautiful brown dragon and, at the same time, save Weyrleader B’nik from death by taking his place.


  “That’s amazing,” Tenniz said. “But, of course, it had always been that way, hadn’t it?”


  “I suppose you could look at it that way,” Lorana replied.


  “I see it differently.”


  “Things that happen differently?” she asked.


  “No,” he said. “What I see happens. It’s just that it may not happen the way I see.”


  Lorana was growing more confused.


  “For example, I saw that you would suffer another loss, but I did not see what it was.”


  “You said you see glimpses.”


  “Yes,” Tenniz agreed.


  “Did you see me coming here?”


  “It was one of the first things I ever saw,” he replied. “Among those born with this gift, it is common that the first thing they see is their own death.”


  “Your death?” Lorana asked, wide-eyed. “Here? With me?”


  Tenniz nodded twice.


  “That must be horrible!”


  “Not really,” Tenniz said. “I first started seeing around my eleventh Turn, and so seeing myself all ‘grown up’as I thought thenseeing myself talk to someone whom I was really pleased to meet, was quite an enjoyable image.” He shook his head and smiled fondly at the memory of his younger self. After a moment he added, “It’s almost easier to see things about myself than others.”


  “What about Pern?”


  “I see glimpses of the future, people in them,” Tenniz said. “It’s like dreaming but different; there’s a sense of purpose to these dreams, like they’re important.”


  “So you don’t know what will happen?”


  Tenniz sat silently for a moment before answering, “Even before I met Fiona, I knew the dangers of talking too much about the future.”


  “What does it matter?” Lorana asked. “You say the future can’t be changed.”


  “And you say that it can be cheated,” Tenniz replied. “Just like Fiona, I learned that telling too much can be harmful.”


  “How?”


  “By making it harder to cheat,” he said.


  “Pardon?”


  “If you think you know how things will go, then why would you try anything different?” he replied. “Consider your friend Ketan.”


  “Well, what I know right now is that no one survives,” Lorana said bitterly.


  “How do you know that?”


  “I told you, I met Tullea, I couldn’t hear any dragons”


  “I thought you said that she slapped you,” Tenniz interjected.


  “She did,” Lorana said dismissively.


  “Just when you were reaching out, right?”


  “Yes,” Lorana replied, wondering suddenly how Tullea would have known that she was reaching out. How could she know that unless … Her eyes widened. “And she sent me here, to you.” She looked at him quizzically. “Why?”


  “Why indeed?” Tenniz said. “I didn’t tell her that I was coming here.”


  “But now I would know, I could tell her in the future,” she said.


  Tenniz frowned while he considered her notion. “But why send you back here, then?”


  “So you think she had something in mind?” Lorana asked. “And she slapped me so that I wouldn’t reach out to find dragons?”


  “I don’t know,” he said. “She could have slapped you just because she was mad.”


  “She was very angry,” Lorana agreed.


  “She might also have been mad, too,” Tenniz added with a bleak expression.


  “Mad enough to send me back here?” she wondered.


  “You have another thought?”


  “Perhaps she wanted me to find you,” she said. “In which case …”


  “Nothing,” Tenniz said, shaking his head gently. “It would seem that Benden’s Weyrwoman, in her old age, has grown more cunning than I would have expected.”


  “Or someone else suggested it to her,” Lorana said. The image of a smiling blond-haired, green-eyed young woman came readily to mind. “They could all have hidden between,” she added. “I wouldn’t have been able to find them, then.”


  “How would they know when to come back?”


  “There are several ways,” Lorana said after a moment. “Because this happened to me already, anyone I tell would know what happened and could tell Tullea in the future.”


  “Or you could be grasping at straws,” Tenniz said.


  “I could,” Lorana agreed, “but that’s better than what I thought before.”


  “So you get my point,” Tenniz said with a grin. “It’s important not to give away too much so that we can cheat time.”


  “It still doesn’t solve our problem now,” she said with a grim look.


  “You mean then,” Tenniz corrected. Lorana made to answer but he held up a hand, adding, “Your ‘then’ is ten Turns in our future, when the dragons have stopped dying of this sickness, but are too few to protect Pern.”


  “Yes, that then,” Lorana agreed.


  “Time-travel must be very confusing,” Tenniz said.


  “It is,” she agreed. “And tiring.”


  “And dangerous,” he said, blowing out a sigh that turned into another hacking cough. He held up a restraining hand as Lorana moved to his aid, and in a few moments the cough subsided. When he recovered, he gestured for her to get up. “I must show you some things while I still can.”


  Bemused, Lorana rose, only to reach out to the thin man for support. Tenniz gave her an apologetic look and a firm grab, helping her to steady herself on her wobbly legs.


  “Not far,” he said. “I hope you’ll have your energy back soon.”


  “You didn’t see that?”


  “What I saw was that you came from a dark, cold place, through a darker, colder place, suffering a great loss, feeling a great sadness and despair,” he told her. He smiled for a moment. “I saw us laughing together and looking up at the stars” He glanced up at the daylight surrounding them. “I expect that will happen later.” He paused as he steered her toward his destination. It was a pile of rocks. “And, I’m sorry to say, I saw you crying as you piled the rocks.”


  “Piled the rocks?” Lorana repeated, looking at the neat pile. And then, beyond it, she saw the small depression carved out of the unrelenting stone of the Red Butte.


  “Well, it took me a while, but I figured it out, I think,” Tenniz said pursing his lips in a quick grimace before adding, “I always liked being out among the stars.” He paused, took a quick step in front of her, and, still holding her hand, knelt, looking up beseechingly. “Would you bury me when the time comes?”


  [image: figure]
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  Flame thread,
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  Telgar Weyr, evening, AL 508.7.21


  “It will turn out all right,” Fiona said as Kindan tucked her into bed. She was exhausted. The day had been a horrible drain on her: first with Tullea’s unexpected arrivals and accusations, then with the realization that she couldn’t hear Lorana anywhere, and finally with the growing belief that Lorana had taken Tullea’s queen Minith forward in timeat the cost of her own pregnancy. Tenniz’s prophecy had come true for Lorana in a horrible way: A dragon gold is only the first price you’ll pay for Pern. If that prophecy were true, then so must be the prophecy that Tenniz had given Fiona: It will turn out all right.


  “If you say so,” Kindan murmured. T’mar had, with a firm nod, sent him off to guide Fiona to bed while the bronze rider had remained with Tullea, B’nik, and the others.


  “I don’t say, Tenniz said so,” Fiona replied sleepily. She suspected Kindan or Bekka had dosed her drink with fellis juice and she made a note to herself to speak with the younger woman about thatwasn’t fellis supposed to be bad for a baby?
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  “THE FACT REMAINS, T’mar, that we’ve less than a full Weyr’s strength still able to fight all the Thread on Pern,” B’nik said as he slumped wearily in his chair. He and Tullea, at T’mar’s suggestion, had gone into the Kitchen Cavern for wine and


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Also by Anne McCaffrey


  Anne McCaffrey’s books can be read individually or as series. However, for greatest enjoyment the following sequences are recommended:


  The Dragon Books


  DRAGONFLIGHT


  DRAGONQUEST


  DRAGONSONG


  DRAGONSINGER: HARPER OF PERN


  THE WHITE DRAGON


  DRAGONDRUMS


  MORETA: DRAGONLADY OF PERN


  NERILKA’S STORY & THE COELURA


  DRAGONSDAWN


  THE RENEGADES OF PERN


  ALL THE WEYRS OF PERN


  THE CHRONICLES OF PERN: FIRST FALL


  THE DOLPHINS OF PERN


  RED STAR RISING: THE SECOND CHRONICLES OF PERN


  (published in US as DRAGONSEYE)


  THE MASTERHARPER OF PERN


  THE SKIES OF PERN


  and with Todd McCaffrey:


  DRAGON’S KIN


  DRAGON’S FIRE


  DRAGON HARPER


  DRAGON’S TIME


  SKY DRAGONS


  by Todd McCaffrey:


  DRAGONSBLOOD


  DRAGONHEART


  DRAGONGIRL


  Crystal Singer Books


  THE CRYSTAL SINGER


  KILLASHANDRA


  CRYSTAL LINE


  Talent Series


  TO RIDE PEGASUS


  PEGASUS IN FLIGHT


  PEGASUS IN SPACE


  Tower and the Hive Sequence


  THE ROWAN


  DAMIA


  DAMIA’S CHILDREN


  LYON’S PRIDE


  THE TOWER AND THE HIVE


  Catteni Sequence


  FREEDOM’S LANDING


  FREEDOM’S CHOICE


  FREEDOM’S CHALLENGE


  FREEDOM’S RANSOM


  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)


  and published by Corgi Books


  TRANSWORLD PUBLISHERS

  6163 Uxbridge Road, London W5 5SA

  A Random House Group Company

  www.transworldbooks.co.uk


  First published in the United States

  in 2011 by Ballantine Books

  an imprint of The Random House Publishing Group

  a division of Random House, Inc., New York


  First published in Great Britain

  in 2011 by Bantam Press

  an imprint of Transworld Publishers
Corgi edition published 2012


  Copyright © Todd McCaffrey 2011 and 

  The Estate of Anne McCaffrey, Literary Trustee, Jay A. Katz


  Anne McCaffrey and Todd McCaffrey have asserted their rights under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the authors of this work.


  This book is a work of fiction and, except in the case of historical fact, any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


  Version 1.0 Epub ISBN 9781409043829

  ISBN 9780593066201


  This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.


  A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.


  Addresses for Random House Group Ltd companies outside the UK can be found at: www.randomhouse.co.uk

  The Random House Group Ltd Reg. No. 954009


  About the Authors

  
  Todd McCaffrey – Anne’s son – is a licensed pilot and software engineer living in Los Angeles. Todd took up writing full-time in 2002 and hasn’t looked back. He is the author of a dozen books including the eight books in the Third Pass of Pern: three written solo and five in collaboration with Anne McCaffrey. Having grown up with the Dragonriders of Pern®, he has an abiding passion in creating new stories for the world, its people, dragons, fire-lizards, watch-whers, and others. For more information on Todd and his books, visit his website at www.toddmccaffrey.org or follow him – @toddric – on Twitter.


  Auspiciously born on April Fool’s Day, 1926, Anne Inez McCaffrey was the second of three children and the only daughter.


  She, like so many of her time, was shaped by the two World Wars and the Depression. Her father, George Herbert McCaffrey had served as a lieutenant in the First World War and after the war helped the Polish set up their government before returning home to marry Anne Dorothy McElroy.


  Anne Dorothy McElroy McCaffrey was a very talented woman with a decent touch of what the family came to call ‘the Sight’. Just before the very worst of the stock market Crash in 1929, she pulled all her money out. Her husband, less trusting of such things, did not.


  When not drilling the children in the backyard or maintaining his reserve status with the Army, the ‘Kernel’  as he called himself  indulged in gardening. He was also a great reader and one of Anne’s first memories was of him at the far end of the hallway reading Kipling’s Barrack-room Ballads while she was sick with scarlet fever.


  As Anne got older, she learned to ride horses and thus began a lifelong equestrian love affair.


  When the Second World War broke out, the Kernel reported immediately to the draft board, offering his services. Elder brother Hugh had already joined the Army and was stationed in Hawaii, desperately trying to get off the island and go to Officer Candidate School.


  During the worst of the Battle of Britain when ‘the Few’ were all that stood between the English and imminent invasion, Anne developed a sense of rapport with the plucky young Princess Elizabeth who, with her family, endured the German ‘Blitz’ on London  Anne being just twenty days the Princess’ elder. And with that was planted the seed that would grow into Dragonflight.


  Anne’s little brother, Kevin, was not expected to live. He’d contracted osteomyelitis and had, for several years, been at death’s door. Anne’s mother took charge of caring for ‘Kevie’ which left Anne herself to be sent down south to Stuart Hall School for girls. As a Yankee, and a Catholic to boot, Anne found Stuart Hall not the best of matches. She turned heads and gained the ire of the Dean by insisting on being allowed to go to the local movie theater to see Edgar Rice Burroughs’ ‘Tarzan’.


  Kevin did live thanks to the newly-developed penicillin and went on to enjoy a long life. The family was reunited when ‘the Kernel’ returned from his years in the European Theatre of Operations (ETO) but now a man so worn by the cares of war that his two younger children passed him by as they were searching for him among the returnees.


  Anne graduated from Radcliffe College, cum laude, and while studying Slavonic languages, she’d participated in several theatre productions. It was at this stage in her life that Anne decided she really wanted to be an opera singer.


  She met Horace Wright Johnson, who preferred to be called Wright. Wright, a very handsome man with a great voice, wooed her with The Beggar’s Opera to such effect that they married.


  The Kernel went to Japan to help set up their government and volunteered to go along with the UN group to Korea when war broke out there. He contracted Tuberculosis and was returned to the States in 1953.


  Alec Anthony Johnson was born August 29th, 1952 and was less than a year old when the Kernel returned. After her first visit to her father in hospital, it appears that little Alec caught a diminished (and treatable) form of TB but Anne was forbidden to return to her dying father for fear of a more serious re-infection. She didn’t have the heart to tell her father that his first grandchild had been infected and the Kernel was deeply hurt that she wouldn’t come see him again. He wrote her out of his Will.


  Anne wrote The Ship Who Sang as her catharsis over the death of her father.


  Second son Todd was born in April 1956 after a ten months’ gestation. Originally scheduled for March 23rd, young master Johnson knew when he was on to a good thing and clung to the womb for an additional month. When the doctors suggested that he might be stillborn, Anne waved them off. Still, the amniotic fluid was all gone and he was born a wrinkled, yellow baby, called ‘the Chinaman’ by the nurses on staff. They were worried and immediately started pumping him full of liquids until they could finally say, ‘Congratulations, Mrs Johnson! He peed!’


  On their third try, the Johnsons produced a beautiful baby girl, Georgeanne Johnson  her name being the sum of her maternal grandparents’ names. When first seen by Uncle Hugh, he said, ‘What a gorgeous George!’ And from that was born her life-long nickname, Gigi.


  Wright worked in public relations for DuPont and when his job offered him a six-month stint in Dusseldorf, Germany, the whole family went. Here Anne met up with a voice coach and worked assiduously to develop her talent as an operatic soprano. Sadly, the coach insisted upon overworking a part of her register with the result that her higher range was forever spoiled and her dreams of opera stardom dashed. Years later, she turned this bitter disappointment into a story, Crystal Singer.


  Returning from Europe Anne re-established contacts within the science fiction writing community. At one point she was brought aside by James Blish who asked her why she’d stopped writing. ‘You’ve written one beautiful story, please don’t stop!’


  On the way home, Anne thought to herself, ‘Jim Blish says I can write! Jim Blish says I can write! Jim Blish says I can write!’ Enthused, she returned to her writing, producing the short story, The Ship Who Mourned.


  In 1965, the family moved up to Sea Cliff, Long Island, following Wright’s job. Anne started working on a novelette, Weyr Search. Her agent, Virginia Kidd, read it and said, ‘Oh, Anne! Do please finish it!’


  Weyr Search was followed by Dragonrider and, also by her first full-length novel, Restoree. The ‘Ship’ stories continued and were collected into the anthology, The Ship Who Sang. Anne wrote another novel, Decision at Doona.


  Betty Ballantine at Ballantine Books bought all her novels and bought Dragonflight when it was finished. Dragonflight incorporated both Weyr Search and Dragonrider plus new material.


  At first, Wright was intrigued by and supportive of Anne’s success; as time went on, less so. Famously he said, ‘You’ll never pay a phone bill with your writing!’


  For various reasons, their marriage slid into disarray and Anne finally decided that she had to get a divorce. But where to go? How to live?


  She’d been on a trip to Ireland in 1968 with her Aunt Gladdie and loved it. Harry Harrison (of Soylent Green fame) regaled her with the lure of the Irish artists’ tax exemption. The cost of living was much lower in Ireland than on Long Island or in Los Angeles, her other possibility.


  And so, with her two youngest kids  her eldest now starting college  she departed for Ireland in August 1970.


  Anne and the two children lived in a rented, suburban house in south County Dublin. The kids were already enrolled in nearby Avoca & Kingston School. Once settled, Anne re-wrote Dragonquest, and finished two gothic romances, The Mark of Merlin, and Ring of Fear, and took herself and her two kids on their first journey to England and Wales over the 1971 Easter Spring Break, taking in the English Eastercon, held that year in Worcester. The convention was great, Anne made many friends and afterwards the family toured around, down to Stonehenge and through other beautiful countryside, wending back up through Wales’ scenic but seriously twisty roads.


  Next year found them living in a Georgian mansion, Meadowbrook House, and Anne trying  and failing  to write the story of Menolly. ‘It just wouldn’t write!’ she complained. She did manage to complete Cooking Out Of This World and other stories  it was here that she penned The Smallest Dragonboy -but times were tight. Fortunately, her eldest son Alec came over from the United States and took up trawling. As a fisherman he could bring home a share of the catch and the family dined on Monkfish and other rarities. Still, there was a great deal of truth to Gigi’s, ‘Gee, Mom, wouldn’t it be nice to have pancakes for dinner because we wanted them?’


  At Meadowbrook House, Anne finally had the room for her beloved horse, Mr Ed.


  Beautiful Meadowbrook House was proceeded by Site #11, Rochestown Avenue, and then by the slightly more spacious 79 Shanganagh Vale. Anne’s mother had decided to join her daughter in Ireland and was living with the family at the Rochestown Avenue house. It was then that Anne was invited to be Guest of Honor at Boskone, the New England Science Fiction Association’s (NESFA) annual convention in Boston. They would fly her out, pay her room, and treat her wonderfully. Best yet, NESFA had a tradition that the Guest of Honor would write a short something to be published by their small press  and would she be willing to write a Dragon story for them? Money was very tight right through to 1975 so Boskone’s up-front fee was quite welcome. As an added bonus, her publisher had arranged for her first signing tour in the States.


  The downside came on the home front. Anne’s mother, who had moved into her own separate apartment when the difficulties of mixing teens and tinnitus-afflicted seniors became apparent, was found one morning, collapsed  a stroke had crippled her entire left side. Anne’s mother had a second stroke and passed away. Anne was distraught, saying, ‘She wouldn’t have wanted to live that way’.


  Anne could never find A Time When she could write the novelette for Boskone, and that’s how its name came about. (That story was later to form the first part of the New York Times’ bestselling novel, The White Dragon.) However, Anne did finish the story for Boskone and it sold well, and she won the prestigious E.E. ‘Doc’ Smith Award, her third major award. The signing tour was a success. Royalties flowed in  enough to turn the telephone back on.


  Things started to look up. But the booster-rocket for her career came when Beth Blish, daughter of James Blish and Virginia Kidd (Anne’s agent), suggested that Anne consider writing a Young Adult book on Pern. This time, when it came to writing Menolly, Anne had a ready-made template to hand: Derval Diamond. Derval was one of a growing contingent of teenagers who Anne welcomed into her home, short of supplies though it might be. There were always enough tea bags, instant coffee, milk, and sugar to make do. Sometimes there were biscuits, too.


  With Derval as a model Anne wrote Dragonsong. It was finished in 1975, and published in 1976. She and the publisher  Atheneum  quickly agreed on a sequel which became Dragonsinger. Perhaps more than any, these two books contributed to the ever-growing and always-loving fan base that surrounds Anne’s Dragonriders of Pern® series.


  Buoyed by so much and distracted by the fact that the lovely rental home of 79 Shanganagh Vale was discovered to be suffering from a severe structural failure (the middle wall running the length of the house was built on nothing), Anne decided to reach for her biggest dream  a home of her own.


  She found it in a marvellous four-bedroom bungalow house in what was then the wilds of County Wicklow, in Kilquade. She is buried not far from there. Anne named her home Dragonhold, and it was there that she finished The White Dragon, picking up from where she’d left off with A Time When. Michael Whelan’s gorgeous cover sold that book and put it on the New York Times bestseller list.


  In 1984, Anne bought a farm, Ballyvolan Farm and established Dragonhold Stables there, which Derval managed. Anne decided that her farm was too far from her home and so, with typical directness, she decided to build a home  to her design  on lands of the farm. It required a certain ‘finesse’ with the county planning board, including a fair bit of excavation so that the house wouldn’t mar the view (according to the county council) and thus it acquired its name, Dragonhold-Underhill.


  There Anne lived the rest of her life, becoming a grandmother to four grandchildren and remaining a ’universal mum’ to many men and women, young and old, near and far. Between writing and living, Anne travelled abroad to promote her works or gain more awards, including the prestigious SFWA Nebula Grandmaster Award, induction in The Science Fiction Hall of Fame, the Margaret A. Edwards Lifetime Literary Achievement Award for Young Adult Literature, and a further slew of honors too lengthy to recall but all gratefully received by the green-eyed Dragonlady.
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