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      Fire was the only one of her kind, a dragon.

      Her earliest memory was of falling out of a tree high up on Hood mountain. It was winter and Fire landed in six feet of snow. She dug her way back to the surface and blinked at the bright blue sky and the white sun shining overhead. The snow was bright on her eyes and she squinted. She looked up at the pine tree, the branch levels leading up, touching the sky. Nobody came down to help her. She saw some feathered bird fly off a higher branch, but it wasn't concerned with her down in the snow.

      It was as if she'd fallen to earth. A child of no dragon parents. Suddenly thrusted into existence and dropped onto a snow capped mountain.

      She smelled the sharp tang of pine on her scales. Her belly rumbled and she had a sour taste on her tongue. The world was sharp and bright. Cold pressed against her body and the snow bit into her scales where she lay.

      The birds told her she was a dragon and that she was the last of her kind. Dragons had become extinct after the fall of human civilization.

      So she lived her days in the valley below the mountain.

      She grew adept at hunting for food, eating small rodents in the fields. When she was big enough and learned to fly, she hunted antelope and deer. She didn't starve. Food was there for the picking. Right there for her.

      What she learned to do, Fire taught herself. She relied on her sense of smell and sharp eyes to spot prey. She listened to the wind and the sound of wild things and smells it carried. She taught herself to fly by watching the feathered birds fly overhead, noting how they expanded their wings and the way they flapped their wings to gain speed, momentum, and height.

      Fire learned she could expel fire from her mouth after she had learned to fly.

      It was a surprise to her. She woke up one morning and she had a gas bubble high in her chest and throat that was not a gas bubble at all. When she belched, fire launched from her throat and ignited three oak trees at the edge of field where she lay. The fire launchd up the trunk of each tree and singed all the grass surrounding it. The leaves curled and crumbled into ash which came down on her like a blizzard. Birds flew from the branches squawking in protest.

      She blinked in surprise, smoke rising from her nostrils at the end of her snout. The flame made the inside of her mouth throb and the roof of her mouth raw.

      In time she learned she had to expel the flame inside her, otherwise the flame would erupt from her throat like it did the morning she discovered she could breathe flames.

      Flame was a useful discovery. It made hunting easier. She could cook her prey instantly. She loved the tasty char marks the flames gave to her prey.

      The flame inside her also warmed her. She felt her blood boil underneath her scaly skin. The snow of Hood Mountain no longer felt so cold. She could warm herself in the winter. In the summer, she found her inner fire dimmed enough that she could sleep comfortably.

      "Fire," was what she heard from the birds whenever she shot flame from her throat. It was at this point she named herself Fire because it was bright and hot and demanded attention. It not only lit up the darkness, fire chased it away.

      Only if loneliness could be chased away so easily.

      For the thoughts persisted: Where did she come from? Where would she go?

      She would go anywhere, but didn't know where. She explored the valley and mountain rages, explored the crumbling cities of steel and glass where nature was swallowing them with its creeping vines, grass, and trees. She explored the coast line and flew over the ocean. The ocean seemed endless stretching out into the west.

      She stared at the stars at night, sometimes flying high into the sky just to be closer to them. She studied the stars and the moon that changed size and shape throughout the year. She saw patterns in the stars and made imaginary lines as if she were connecting lighted dots.

      She gathered things that caught her eye. To her, they were like the stars in the night sky, but these on sea or land, she could obtain. On the sea, globes bobbed in the water, sometimes made of glass. She collected metal strewn about in broken down towns.

      Glittering wire, discarded pieces of light metal, pebbles of glass. She collected these things and built her home on a bluff overlooking the ocean.

      She couldn't help herself from gathering these things and she continued to build until built a cave around herself with one opening remaining facing the ocean. The ocean smelled of salt and the cool air soothed her nostrils, mouth and throat. The ocean air seemed to dampen the flame and became a balm to the flame whenever it ignited inside of her.

      It was lonely but she didn't have a destination. She didn't have a place to go.

      Until one morning when the crows woke her for something to show.

      Hundreds of crows gathered at the mouth of her cave. They peered in at her, their heads tilted at odd angles. They made small guttural squawks, first softly, then when Dragon fully awoke, the squawks grew louder and more insistent. They peered in at her, their heads tilted at odd angles. They flapped their wings and jumped up and down on their stick legs. They thrusted their beaks at her, cawing.

      The flame inside her was ready in her throat. She would incinerate the birds at the mouth of her home. They spent their days avoiding her. What made them think they could come into her home and disturb her.

      The birds said, "Don't burn your shiny home. You mustn't do that, even though you may fry us. The shiny would lose luster. We know the importance of shiny.”

      Smoke rose from Fire's nostrils.

      "Nonsense. There's always more shiny. More shiny as a reward for incinerating all of you. Your burned carcasses would make a great snack," Fire said.

      "There are others like you on the other side of the ocean," the crows said.

      "You know this, how?"

      The crows said, "On the shore, on the shore."

      In a whirlwind of flapping wings, they flew off.

      Fire followed.

      The thing laying in the beach sand was a dragon, but this one was lifeless. Seagulls picked at its soggy flesh, but they fled in a flurry of wings at her approach.

      "We tried to keep them off," a crow claimed. "But there were too many of them."

      The dragon had been in the water for a long time.

      It was pale, almost gray. Its scales had come off in some places. Kelp clung to its legs and hung off the wings spread wide on the sand. Its eyes were gone, its snout dark, teeth yellowed.

      The flame inside the dragon had been extinguished.

      It was smaller than she was but she wasn't certain it was an adult or a child dragon.

      It smelled like the sea and decay.

      "How far did she come?" Fire asked.

      "Nobody knows, nobody knows. From across the sea, across the sea."

      "Obviously."

      The tide had brought the dragon in and left its corpse on the sand along with the driftwood and.

      "When will you go, when will you go?"

      "Don't rush me."

      The carcass reminded her of dead whales that washed onto the shore from time to time. This death was not fitting for a dragon.

      She looked away, to the west, to the horizon where the ocean stretched.

      She decided it didn't matter how this dragon had died. Whether it had been killed by something or simply plunged into the ocean after dying, it didn't matter. She would seek another. If there was one more, there could be another. And another. Perhaps even legions.

      The farthest she'd ever gone over the ocean was so many miles the coastline of home was a simple line with jagged peaks. She made it back to her shore but not without depleted energy. She had exhausted herself and slept for an entire day.

      She could do it again, cross the ocean, and this time don't turn back.

      "Shiny across the ocean, shiny across the ocean."

      She would eat the fish, especially the ones with pointy fins that broke the surface of the water.

      "I will go," Fire said.

      "Shiny over there, shiny over there. Is it worth losing your shiny here?"

      Hope was Fire's shiny. It lay glimmering out there on the horizon where the sky met the water. Hope for others like her was the most shiny thing she could see

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
      

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/eternal-flame-ebook-cover.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Eternal Flame
      


      		
        About Rob Vagle
      


      		
        Also by Rob Vagle
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About Rob Vagle


      		Also by Rob Vagle


    


  


