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I don’t like silver, Littlered rumbled, slowing down as they bypassed Bartertown. Logan knew the townspeople there did not like red dragons.

‘You can land on the roof at Silver Haven,’ Logan said, patting the large red dragon’s neck. ‘There’s no silver up there.’

‘It won’t be as bad as you think,’ Shayan added. 

Silverhorn usually took Shayan to visit her friends but he and Zared were busy. They continued over the sea for a while longer then veered towards land as the large mountains came into view. 

‘Can you land here?’ Shayan asked.

‘Here?’ Logan asked, looking down at the broad beach they were flying over.

‘I have a present for Littlered.’

Littlered immediately pulled his wings back and dove for the beach at a speed that had Logan gripping the single strap, and Shayan, harder. The dragon might be big, but he was also still young and often forgot he had passengers.

They landed with a skid on the damp white sand and Littlered jumped a little further out of the way of the incoming waves that roared onto the shore.

I do like presents, Littlered said, looking excited as he knelt to allow them to dismount. Shayan grinned and took off the pack she had over her shoulder. She rummaged around in it as Littlered waited impatiently. 

What is it? The dragon looked over at Logan for a clue but Logan shrugged. He knew nothing about a present.

‘Here!’ Shayan said, pulling several lengths of red material out and grinning broadly.

Littlered looked at them and tipped his head sideways as he tried to work out what they were, and then looked at Logan again for help.

‘What are they, Shayan?’ he asked his sister, taking them from her to look closer. There were four of them and looked a lot like large socks.

‘Booties,’ Shayan replied.

‘Booties?’ Logan felt one eyebrow rise and even Littlered looked less than impressed.

‘To protect Littlered from the silver dust,’ Shayan explained. She took one of them back and lifted Littlered’s front leg. ‘Here, let me put it on.’

Logan had to cough to cover up the laugh that burst forth as the huge dragon held still while the tiny human yanked a bootie onto its leg. It was a bit loose and Shayan tugged it a little tighter around his claws, then put the others on.

‘You’re still growing so I left room,’ Shayan said, giving them one last adjustment then standing back to admire them.

‘They’re...very nice,’ Logan said, relieved that he didn’t need booties.

They had been back to Silver Haven several times in the last year and each time the residents of the small mining town had been less than enthusiastic about Littlered. They seemed to have forgotten quite quickly how he had helped defeat the dragons from The Rift. 

They will not let me land anyway, Littlered argued, tugging at one of the booties with his mouth.

‘They will,’ Shayan said firmly. ‘I’ve had some of my friends making the top level into living areas for dragons again. They used to live up there all year around many years ago. You can be the first to try them.’

Logan waited for Littlered to find another reason to take the booties off and after several seconds the dragon’s head sagged a little.  I will wear them... thank you, Shayan.

Shayan grinned and climbed back onto the red’s back. Logan patted Littlered on the flank as he too resumed his place. Over the past year they had all come to realise that once his little sister set her mind to something it was rarely changed by anyone.

The familiar silver dust came into sight as the trees began to thin below them. Logan frowned. The trees seemed much closer to Silver Haven than they used to be. Then he saw several people walking up and down along the sandy ground. Each had a sack on their back and a large silver-looking stick in their hand. As he watched, one of them bent down, picked up a small piece of something shiny, and put it in their sack. Then they walked off and waved the stick over and through the sand again.

‘What are they doing?’ Logan asked his sister.

‘Trey told me they were trying to find a way to get rid of all the silver dust that they  had laid down over the last fifty years,’ Shayan replied, looking down at the two men. ‘I guess they found a way to do it.’

The men looked up as Littlered flew overhead and Logan saw it was definitely a large nugget of silver in one of the men’s hands. The men stared at Littlered with a less than friendly expression, but when one of them spotted Shayan waving they waved back.

‘See, they’re happy to see you,’ Shayan assured the dragon with a pat on his neck. ‘They’ll be impressed with how much you’ve grown in the last six months.’

Logan still wasn’t convinced they would accept the red dragon but he hoped his little sister was right.

‘It could take years to get rid of all this silver,’ Logan commented as it took several more minutes before they were flying over the watch fire. There was nobody up on watch these days though and the remains of the last fire that had been there was almost gone. Several stone dragons stood where they always had, looking down into the pit beyond.

The heat rising from the sand made the late summer’s day even hotter. Even without the silver it would be hard for much to grow out here. 

As they flew over the top of the town and down around to face the opening he half-expected to see archers with silver arrows waiting to shoot at them. His last visits had been on Silverhorn and even the white dragon had been greeted coolly. They still blamed all dragons for their misfortunes of the last few generations.

‘Land up on the top level,’ Shayan was saying, leaning forward and pointing at the empty space at the top of the multi-levelled village. Littlered hesitated, gliding in slowly and flying along both ways to survey the area before landing.

‘I don’t see any silver,’ Logan said comfortingly. ‘It looks safe to me.’

Littlered snorted as if to say that it was safe for Logan anyway. The only creature that silver seemed to affect was dragons.

Two small figures appeared at the stairs that led up from below. One had a shock of ginger hair that contrasted strongly with his grey skin and the other, although less contrasted by his black hair, had skin that was very dark grey. Almost all the silver miners skin was shaded with grey from working with the silver. The two boys waved vigorously at Littlered to come in and land.

‘It’s Nevyl and Trey,’ Shayan said excitedly, bouncing so much that Logan had to put one hand on her shoulder to keep her from leaping off Littlered and plunging several hundred feet to the pits below.

Logan looked down at the pits and he saw that their arrival had caused all work to stop. Everyone was peering up into the sun with hands shading their eyes. The only ones waving in welcome were the two boys on the top level.

‘If we stay out here much longer I’m going to faint in this heat. Your new boots will keep you safe if there is any silver left,’ Logan said with a barely concealed smile.

Littlered made one more short pass along the opening and veered towards the two boys. He flew in at such a speed that the boys had to scramble to move out of the way. Littlered rumbled deep in his chest and Logan felt it vibrate on his heels. The dragon was laughing. Ah well, if a little fun on the dragon’s part was what it took to get him to land, then so be it. He hadn’t harmed anyone.

They landed gently in a large open area that was clearly designated for such a purpose. It looked as if a dozen dragons could land at the same time and still have room to move.

Beyond that were what looked like caves dug into the rock wall with large openings. Logan knew this was exactly what they were, as Silver Haven was made entirely from the mountain itself.

Littlered knelt to allow his passengers to dismount but he was looking around the level with a lot more interest than he had done a few minutes ago.

‘It’s good to see you, Shayan,’ Nevyl said, hurrying forward to hug the young girl and ruffle her hair in a brotherly greeting.

Trey’s attention, however, was on Littlered. ‘He’s grown!’ Trey said, looking very impressed and came closer. Then his gaze moved down to the new red leather boots. ‘Nice umm...’

‘Boots,’ Logan supplied.

Nevyl released Shayan and moved closer to examine them. He touched the leather, and inspected the soft flocking interior and tidy stitching. He looked up at Littlered, who had turned his head to look down at the new boots.

‘They’re really nice,’ Nevyl said, grinning and nodding in approval. ‘We did our best to get rid of the silver up here, but we may have missed some.’

‘We could make boots like that,’ Trey added, rubbing his chin and grinning at his friend. ‘And we could make a lot of money out of it too!’

‘Excellent,’ Nevyl replied then looked at Shayan. ‘Can you show us what we need to make some more?’

‘Sure,’ Shayan agreed. She was beaming from ear to ear.

‘Oh, Littlered, you can pick any of the lairs. They are all empty - for now.’

Littlered moved off, with small hops and glides as he went to investigate the lairs.

‘How did you get rid of the silver?’ Logan asked, inspecting the ground closely and not seeing a single spec of reflecting silver.

‘Last time Zared was here he brought us a special compound. He said if we mixed it in with the silver it would attract more silver to it, like a magnet,’ Nevyl explained. He brought a small stick out of his pocket. It was silver, of course. Almost everything in Silver Haven was made of silver.

‘And it does more than attract the silver dust,’ Trey added and drew a small pouch from his other pocket. He tipped a small amount of silver dust onto the ground.

Immediately Littlered looked over sharply and a small flame hissed from his nostrils.

‘It’s okay,’ Nevyl assured the dragon. ‘Watch this.’

Trey waved the innocent looking thin silver stick over the sand and the silver dust leapt onto the stick; just like the magnet description. Then the small grains of silver melted together right before their eyes. Within seconds a small lump of silver slid from the silver stick and landed on the rocky ground with soft thud. Trey waved the stick over the ground again and then grinned up at the watching dragon. ‘See, all gone.’

Nevyl reached down and picked up the silver, tossed it up in the air and caught it then showed it to them. ‘All ready to melt down and reshape into whatever we want.’

‘This stick,’ Trey waved it in the air, ‘and the silver it touched, are no threat to a dragon - apparently. This hasn’t been tested yet, but Zared said it would be safe for them to be around.’

Littlered snorted, but this time it wasn’t an angry one. Then he turned his attention back to the lairs. He vanished into the first one with a slight flick of his tail to show that he wasn’t really by the demonstration at all.

‘I thought magic wasn’t allowed in Silver Haven,’ Logan said, taking the stick when Trey offered it to him and looking at it closely. 

‘Ah, well, Zared didn’t tell the councillors about the compound. He gave it to the silversmiths. They added it to the silver and then told the councillors they had found a way to gather the silver dust to reuse it.’ Nevyl took the stick back and slipped it into his pocket. ‘Now everyone carries one of these. The clean-up will take a long time though.’

Hurried footsteps could be heard on the stairs behind them and they all turned to see who it was. A young boy stood, puffing from the run and looked around with wide eyes. He appeared disappointed when he didn’t see Littlered.

‘Councillor Roddan wants to see you,’ he said.

Littlered poked his nose out of the lair, just enough to see what was going on. The boy saw the red dragon and his eyes lit up. ‘So it’s true, a dragon did land here. And he’s red...’

‘You can go say hello if you want,’ Shayan suggested. ‘He won’t bite.’

The boy almost hopped from foot to foot in excitement as he turned to Nevyl for confirmation of this offer.

‘Just don’t take any silver near him,’ Nevyl suggested with a nod.

The boy instantly pulled out his pockets to show he had nothing and dashed across the large landing area. He stopped short of the lair opening and grinned at Littlered, then backed away slightly as the huge red dragon stepped out. Littlered walked right around the boy and then back to the lair.

‘Cool boots,’ the boy said, grinning and looking back at the others.

Littlered settled to lie on the rock floor and positioned his front legs so that his boots were on full show. He adjusted them with a nudge and closed his eyes.

‘So why are the lairs all empty?’ Logan asked. ‘If the silver is gone, or safe, I would have thought the dragons would return to trade.’

Nevyl shook his head. ‘The dragons won’t come. They do not believe that it is safe. The statues on the top of the mountain are enough to frighten them away. We still have to take any goods to Bartertown by horse and cart. It’s a good day’s travel each way and nothing we say will convince the dragons to even try to come here.’

The boy walked back over to them looking worried. ‘I was supposed to bring you to Councillor Roddan straight away.’

‘We’re coming,’ Shayan assured him.

‘We’ll catch up with you later, Shayan,’ Nevyl said, signalling to Trey to follow him. ‘We’re supposed to be helping with the silver clean up in the fields to the south.’

‘How long are you here?’ Trey asked.

‘Probably only for a day or so,’ Shayan said with a sad shrug. ‘Mother doesn’t like me to be gone for long,’ Shayan replied. She nodded goodbye to the two boys then she and Logan followed the other one down a second set of stairs. It was a long way down the six flights to where the council rooms were and Logan was impressed that he didn’t see a single spec of silver on any of the levels they passed. By the time they arrived at the council rooms Logan was ready to sit down and rest. The heat wasn’t as bad here in the shade of the village, but it was still much hotter than up in the mountains where he spent most of his time. Radolk Falls had become his home over the last year and his memories of his life in Shanoria seemed more of a dream these days.

‘You took long enough,’ Councillor Roddan scolded as they entered the room. His hair, dark with silver streaks, was ruffled as if the older man had been running his hand through it a lot. 

Logan recognised the room as the one where he, Shayan and Alyxa had spied on the council meeting over a year ago. His gaze travelled up to the intricate stone mural carved into the wall. He knew very well that the holes in the design led onto a tunnel but since they were still there, the councillors probably had no idea.

‘I’m sorry,’ the boy said, but there was no sorrow in his eyes. He still looked thrilled to have been so close to Littlered and appeared to be itching to go tell his friends what he had seen. ‘Can I go now?’

Councillor Roddan did not answer, but waved a hand in dismissal. The boy walked quickly from the room, but could be heard running as soon as he was out of sight.

‘You brought a dragon to Silver Haven without permission!’ Councillor Roddan accused, rounding on them with such anger that Logan blinked in surprise. He hadn’t expected a huge welcome but this reaction was a shock.  ‘Visitors must request permission before landing here.’

‘I am not a visitor,’ Shayan said calmly. ‘I was born here. I have every right to come here and bring friends.’

The councillor stared at her, looking surprised that his anger hadn’t scared the youngsters. ‘And the dragon - a red one!’

‘Littlered is a friend who happens to be a dragon,’ Shayan replied with a shrug as if she didn’t understand the problem.

There were several other councillors at the table and one of the younger ones cleared his throat and stood up.

‘Roddan, isn’t this what we wanted? Did we clear the upper level to have it left empty? How can we expect to trade if we don’t allow dragons here?’

‘We will not be trading with reds!’ Councillor Roddan snapped back.

‘Another councillor stood up as the first sat down. ‘If I recall correctly the red dragon called...’ he looked at the children for the name.

‘Littlered,’ Logan supplied.

‘Littlered?’ The man looked amused, as if the name was a joke of some sort. ‘Littlered was key to the plan that overcame the dragons from The Rift. Surely such a dragon, whatever colour he may be, is welcome at Silver Haven?’

Logan was amazed. Finally there were people on the council that wanted to move forward instead of looking back at past problems.

‘Littlered is no threat to anyone,’ Logan assured them. 

‘Perhaps he can prove it,’ the first younger councillor replied.

‘How?’ Councillor Roddan asked. He did not look as if he would ever be convinced that a red dragon was a friend.

‘We are struggling to carry on our trading with such a long distance to cart everything to Bartertown. Perhaps if Littlered shows the dragons of Bartertown that visiting Silver Haven is safe they might consent to come here for the goods?’

Logan kept his face expressionless. He had no idea how much the word of a red dragon would influence the other dragons who did not know him.

Councillor Roddan pressed his lips together as he considered the proposal. He remained silent for almost five minutes while everyone watched him pace around and around the table. Each time he passed Logan and Shayan he looked at them and scowled. Finally, he paused where he started and sighed deeply. He nodded, just once. ‘If he can bring the other dragons he may stay. He can take a load of silver to Bartertown and return with our supplies.’

With that, Councillor Roddan left the room without looking at either Logan or Shayan.

‘Excellent. Now that is sorted,’ the other councillor said as they all rose. ‘He can pick up the silver from down by the pits where the wagons have already been loaded. The supply master will have a list of what the village needs from Bartertown.’

Logan and Shayan were ushered out of the room and all the councillors went their separate ways. Logan stared after them, knowing he could not argue with their decision but he had no idea how Littlered would react to such a request.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

DRAGON BUGS

[image: ]


They want me to be a pack-horse, Littlered grumbled. A flame flicked from his nostrils and barely missed Logan.

‘It’s not like that,’ Logan said, stepping back a little. He knew the dragon did not mean him any harm but he was still young, and didn’t always have full control of his flame.

‘They need your help,’ Shayan added. ‘They can’t fix this without you. And you’d be able to keep that lair for whenever you visit.’

Logan kept stony-faced. The councillors had made no such offer, but he wasn’t going to say so. Littlered looked over at the lair, seeming swayed a little.

‘And think what the other dragons will say when they see your new booties,’ Shayan said, smiling and stroking one of the red leather boots.

‘Boots,’ Logan corrected quickly.

I like my new boots, Littlered said, and licked one with his rough tongue to remove a speck of dust.

‘How will the other dragons see them if you stay here?’ Shayan asked. 

Littlered nodded in agreement. 

‘And if you’re going, then it wouldn’t hurt to help the people of Silver Haven,’ Logan added.

Littlered snorted then nodded his agreement.  He carried them down to the pit where the supply master was checking goods stacked on a wagon. The horses had been unhitched and were being led away as Littlered tucked his wings back and surveyed the area suspiciously. After almost a minute of careful checking he seemed confident there
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