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Pector the Dragon Boy and the Secret of the
Sacral Egg

Book One


Chapter One

The Ooze of Pyre

The first thing I notice are the hands. They
are weird fleshy soft balls with strange long and useless
attachments. Dragon claws can cut down medium sized trees with one
swipe and dig through Rocky Mountains with ease. These human hands
can’t seem to do anything. I look at my new hands and spread out
and wiggle what I am later told are called fingers. My new form is
covered in ooze. So are Bratius and Helecta. The dragon to human
transformation spell worked. For reasons yet unknown to me, only me
and my friends Bratius and Helecta can transform from dragon to
human, through the spell. The spell finishes with the three of us
being sunk in the bubbling ooze of the pool of Pyre, in the sacred
caves inside Sharp Teeth Mountains, in our home, Dragon Valley. We
enter the bubbling pool goo as dragons and come out as little
people.

We stand on rocky shards on what are called
feet. The feet are like the hands in that they are fleshy soft
balls with no scales or armor for protection. Somehow, they are
even uglier and more useless than hands. The sharpness and heat
from the rocks climb up from our feet and race to the tops of our
new squishy heads.

Bratius winces while trying to scrape the
goo off. “How can humans survive for longer than twelve seconds
with these spongy bodies?”

 We wobble down and crouch, our hands and feet all touching the
rocks.

“No, no, you must stand!” shouts Tribol, our
Dragon mentor. “Humans do not walk on all fours as all other
sensible animals do. They stand on two legs. You are human now and
must act like it to convince other humans at the magic school that
you are one of them.”

Always eager to please, Helecta is the first
to try and stand. She loses her balance, falls and with
determination rises again. Pector and I follow her example,
although it takes us more tries than it took her to find our
balance.

Tribol nods. “Good. Now
hold still.” She lowers her head facing us. Her nostrils
flare. Tribol’s nostrils are so large I
could crawl inside them with my new tiny human body. I had never
thought of her nostrils as large before. We brace as moist wind
shot from her snout whips over us. Her snot water washes much of
the pool goo off from our new tender skin. She then blows us with
hot wind, and we are crisp and dry.

Helecta lifts her little human chin and
looks Tribol in her huge eyes. “I am ready to take back the Sacral
Egg stolen from us.”

Bratius balls his new human hands into
fists. “Why don’t we just swoop in and take what’s rightfully ours
by our dragon might!”

I know the answer and speak but Tribol
interrupts me. “Remember you are no longer dragons. You’ve lost
most all your dragon powers. You can speak telepathically to each
other, and I can speak telepathically to you, but you can no longer
speak telepathically to me or your dragon kin. Your words sound
like the gibberish of our rabbit stew before we cook them. You must
form words in the English language of the humans using sounds you
make by the position of your tongue and lips. You cannot infiltrate
the human magical school of Keybeam, where our stolen sacred egg is
stored, until you learn this skill.”

Bratius turns his hands into fists again.
“Ugh, no more school, no more boring lessons, I want action!”

A human emerges from behind Tribol’s leg. He
is about twice as tall as us. He shouts what sounds like the noises
rabbits make before we blow fire on them. He tosses various fabrics
at us.

“He says to put these on,” Tribol says.
“They are called clothes. Humans wear them. He says it is very
offensive and wrong to not wear them, in the culture of humans.
They will help protect your delicate human skin from the harsh
elements of nature.”

Bratius wriggles about while trying to force
his head through a hole which is meant to cover the leg. I help him
slip the pants over his legs the right way. He then puts his hand
in what I later learn is called a shoe. Helecta shows us that shoes
cover what are called feet. It is a relief to have the feet
protection; the sharpness and heat of the stones under us no longer
painful.

“This human armor is useless,” huffs
Bratius.

The human takes out a stick and waves it
about while making weird noises. Three light balls form from out
the end of the stick. We brace ourselves to dodge this attack.

“This is not an attack,” says Tribol. “Let
the glowing orbs attach to your faces.”

We trust Tribol and allow the orbs to attach
to us. Our heads are inside the orbs. The odd human man’s strange
sound form words which we can now understand.

“I am Professor Darty,” he says. “I am
friend to the dragons. I will be your guide and helper.”

Helecta cocks her head to the side. “Helper
for what?”

“To learn English. And then once inside
Keybeam, American School for the development and keeping of
wonderous magical powers, where I am a professor of linguistics, to
help you locate and retrieve your sacred Sacral Egg, which has been
so cruelly stolen from your Valley.”

“He cannot offer too much help once inside
the school,” instructs Tribol. “Only dragons can find the egg and
bring it back here.”

“How can we understand you and you
understand us?” I ask.

Darty clears his throat. “It is a language
interpretation spell. A powerful one I believe that only I can
access, as Dragon’s communicate mostly through minds and dream
imagery rather than sounds forming words as humans do.”

“Why don’t we always just use this spell
then, why do we have to learn English?” Bratius asks.

“The spell only lasts in short bursts, and
of course a glowing orb over your head would draw unwanted
attention.”

Bratius puts his hands on his hips. “Why
don’t dragons just use our might and breath fire on this American
magical school and take back what was stolen from us by might?”

“We’ve been told the answer to this,”
Helecta says. “The school has a protective spell that won’t allow
dragons to enter. That is why we must transform ourselves into
humans.”

“No spell can contain our strength!” yells
Bratius.

“We also must keep ourselves mysterious to
humans,” I say. Another rational that I was told.

Helecta looks at the human. “Why don’t you,
Professor Darty, just retrieve our stolen egg and return it to us.
Since you seem to be a human who is allowed to enter both our
valley and Keybeam School?”

“Yes, and I am the only human alive which is
able to traverse both words,” Professor Darty boasts. “To answer
your question, I’ll just say it’s complicated. Has to do with
various spells and prophecies. But you must be the ones who
retrieve the egg. It cannot be me.”

“As I’ve said children,” says Tribol. “You
must listen better.”

“Yes Tribol,” we say in unison.

“Show your obedience and bow to me. Do not
lift your heads and eyes until I grant you permission.”

“Yes Tribol,” we say in unison. We bow.

“Okay, you may lift your heads. Good job
young dragons.”

Helecta beams, Bratius wears a scowl.

“Will it be yet revealed why we are the ones
chosen for this mission?” asks Helecta. “Why we are the only
Dragons who could transform into humans?”

“Perhaps,” answers Professor Darty. “Perhaps
not. It is not so important currently. What is of importance is
that a wrong be righted and your sacred egg be returned to its
home. For the survival for both Dragons and humankind. If not, both
our species may soon perish.”

“Why are you so much taller than us?” I
ask.

“I am an adult. You are children. Although
you have lived for hundreds of years as dragons, in human years,
you are all twelve years of age.”

“Yes, we are very young for Dragons,”
Helecta says. “The equivalent of human children.”

“Two years older than when our youngest
students are allowed entry,” says Darty. “I will make it so that
the school thinks that you are exchange students from Ukraine.”


Chapter Two

“Do You Find Your Memories Fuzzy?”

Bratius, Helecta and I walk out of the
sacred caves in Sharp Teeth Mountains. We perch on a cliff
overlooking Dragon Valley. Human eyes cannot sense the splendid
vividness of our home as well as dragon eyes can. Yet still with
new eyes I appreciate the beauty with fresh awareness. Green vines
grow along the cliff walls. On the vines are blooming flowers of
every color included in the rainbow and some other colors that go
beyond the rainbow which are unknown to humans. Waterfall’s gush
from the cliffs around us, making sparkling mists below. Fairies
dart and play in the rainbows the mist creates. It occurs to me
that fairies look like miniature humans, about the size of human
hands, except they glow and sparkle in gold and silver and rainbow
colors and have fluttering wings.

Helecta inspects the view same as I do. “It
will be strange leaving home. I never thought there would be the
need.”

“No place can be better,” I say. “Yet, we’ve
been told, unless we go on this quest and fulfill this mission our
home will be destroyed. There will be no more dragons. The Sacral
Egg belongs here. It must be here.”

Helecta sighs and closes her eyes. “I wonder
why such a heavy burden should befall us?”

I reach out and hold and squeeze her hand.
“Perhaps we have been chosen by the destiny written in the stars.
Or perhaps it is merely the fortune or misfortune of happenstance.
Whatever the case we must not fail.”

She looks at me with moist eyes and sucks in
her lips (strange things, lips). She nods with determination. She
shakes her head as if waking up from a stupor. “A thought just
struck me. If Professor Darty is the only human who can enter
Dragon Valley, apparently, then is he not the one who stole the
Sacral Egg?”

I crinkle my nose. “But then why would he
help us get it back? Why wouldn’t he just return it?”

While Helecta and I ponder this Bratius
leaps off the cliff and spreads his arms. He flaps his limbs.
Tribol charges after him and snatches him in her teeth mid-flight
and brings him back to our cliff perch. Professor Darty stands
behind us. Helecta and I glance at each other, hoping that he can’t
hear our telepathic communication. The speech spell bubble is
enough over his lips that we can hear him say “It will take some
time for you to learn that you are no longer dragons and so can no
longer do dragon things, such as breath fire. Or fly.” He puts
goggles that were on his forehead over his eyes and leaps off the
cliff. He waves his stick and giant crow’s wings pop out of his
back. He uses them to waft towards the damp grassy ground
unharmed.

“Do you find your memories are fuzzy?”
Helecta asks.

I ponder for a moment. “Must be because of
the transition spell.”

Tribol lowers her head and offers us the
nape of her neck to climb on. We do so and she flies. The leather
of her wings whaps the air creating a wind and whoosh sound with
each flap. Like Bratius I have the urge to leap off her neck and
fly myself, but I resist the temptation.

Blortius, one of our great and wise leader
dragons, dives at us with fierce and menacing speed. Tribol is
forced to dodge with such a sudden jerk that us three newborn
humans free fall in the sky as useless as tumbling shell-less
turtles. Bratius looks as serene as a hawk floating on wind,
oblivious that the ground, whose impact will cause these fragile
bodies to splat like chicken eggs, soon approaches. We look up and
see Blortius shoot a massive fireball at Tribol which she blocks by
folding her wings over her body. They tussle, interlocking claws
and snapping at each other. Professor Darty swoops in with the
assistance of his crow wings and snatches me.

“No, save the others!” I yell as I watch
them drop like stones.

Elmy, a green long necked
water and song dragon, catches Helecta and Bratius and carries them
safely to the ground. Professor Darty places me next to them.
Blortius and Tribol claw and bite and swipe at spit fire at each
other till they tumble into the grass with thunderous force,
causing a small crater where they land. Our light flimsy human
bodies are pulsed into the air. We land with a thud despite Bratius
again flapping his arms as if they were leather wings. Gold and
silver glowing fairies skitter around us, buzzing, chiding
“humans, humans, humans, go away, your
stink like skunk spray is ruining our play”
in our ears. “They like humans even less than dragons do,” I say.
“We should protect ourselves by hiding behind this bolder,” Helecta
says. “If a stray fire blast or tree should strike these new soft
bodies, we will die.”

“You brought humans into our valley!”
Blortius yells as he claws another boulder and throws it at Tribol.
“It is forbidden!”

“We discussed this,” yells back Tribol.
“They are not humans they are dragons disguised as humans. These
disguised children are how we enter the magical human world to
retrieve The Sacral Egg. There are no other options.”

Tribol and Blortius battle to a draw.
Professor Darty takes out a handkerchief from his pocket and dabs
his damp brow. “Oh dear, oh dear,” he says.

Blortius and Tribol ram their skulls
together, not in battle this time, but to “dream talk,” as dragons
do. Blortius then peels away.

Bratius emerges from around the boulder that
protected us and tips his head and shoulders back, facing the
smoldering wheezing dragons. “I am a dragon like you. I am not a
human!”

Blortius leaps to us. His landing again
lifts our feet off the ground. The thunderclap in the sky matches
his low grumble. Hot sulfuric rains descend from the sky, which
suddenly turned grey by Blortius’s mood. He sniffs us. My legs
tremble but Helecta and Bratius stand firm. “I am the brute dragon
Bratius. My name is inspired by your name Mighty Blortius,” Bratius
declares. “My father…”

“Dragons have no fathers, nor mothers,”
growls Blortius. “We come into existence when the cosmos deems the
need for another dragon, by the power and magic of the Sacral Egg
and our Valley.”

“Yes, I know,” stammers Bratius. “The
transformation spell, it…” he does not finish his sentence.

Helecta raises her chin. “I am the white
snow and water dragon Helecta. I along with Bratius and Pector the
brave have been chosen to bring back the Sacral Egg which has been
stolen from us. The fate of our valley rests with us and we accept
the duty and responsibility proudly. We will not fail you mighty
Blortius, or our dragon kind, or our homeland.” She bows.

I gulp. I wish I could be as assured and
firm as Helecta and Bratius. It would be beneficial to have no
doubts or concerns or questions. Blortius narrows his eyes and
huffs. I feel it is my turn to declare myself. For whatever reason
I cannot recall what dragon I am. “My name is Pector, and I am a…”
I close my eyes, searching. “I am a shadow star dragon,” I suddenly
remember. “I have been chosen along with Helecta the wise and
Bratius the brute to lose our mighty dragon forms and transform
into mere weak and putrid humans. We do this so that we may mingle
with them in order to retrieve by stealth what was stolen from
us.”

Blortius grumbles a note so low our bones
vibrate. He snorts at us and our hair flies back. How strange, to
have hair. “Just if you declare it, it does not make it so,” he
says.

“We can understand you telepathically,” I
say. “Does not this prove that we are dragons and not humans?”

“And you can understand them because of my
spell,” brags Darty to Blortius.

Blortius snaps at him and Darcy yips and
leaps back.

Tribol saunters towards us. Her long-forked
tongue licks her arm where Blortius drew blood. “The dragon-human
children and this human wizard will leave Dragon Valley. They will
get the egg and bring it back within three dragon moon cycles. If
they fail, they will not lay eyes on the beauty of our valley
again, or ever smell the sweetness again.”

I calculate in my head. I somehow have a
vague sense of how humans keep time, although the concept confuses
me. Three dragon moon cycles are about two hundred and twenty-two
human days.

“You give your word?” Blortius sneers.

Tribol bows her head to him “You know I am
as honest as a black swan on a silver lake.”

That analogy does not make sense to me, I
admit. I gather it must make sense to mighty dragons such as
Blortius and Tribol.

Blortius peers at us. He grumbles: “Be gone
by the end of the hour. Or you will burn in my belly and become my
droppings which will fertilize the flame flowers.” He raises on his
hind legs and opens his wings and rockets into the clouds as
thunderclaps.

Bratius spits. “What is his matter? How can
he not recognize his own? Does he not wish the Sacral Egg returned?
Is the mighty Blortius a traitor to Dragons?”

Professor Darty clears his throat and again
wipes his brow with his handkerchief. “I fear the dark wizard Kreen
put a forgetting spell on him.”

Tribol gasps. “Human wizards, no matter the
degree of powers they profess, have never been able to cast spells
on Dragons before.”

Darty nods. “No wizard, whether described as
good or evil, has ever had the assistance of the Sacral Egg to
strengthen their spells before.”

Tribol places a claw on her chin and
tightens her snout. “Mighty Blortius’s forgetfulness was troubling.
An ominous sign whatever the matter.”

“It is suspected that this dark wizard Kreen
has taken our egg then?” asks Helecta.

Professor Darty nods. “Indeed.”

“And he is at this human magic school we
will attend. What is it called again?”

“Keybeam, school for the development of
magical powers,” answers Darty. “Professor Kreen teaches athletics
and is the basketball coach there. He disguises himself as a
bumbling fool. It is only I who knows that he is more powerful than
he pretends.”

I meekly raise my hand. “Um… should we leave
now?”

“And what is basketball?” asks Bratius.

“It is a human sport I believe,” Helecta
says. She scratches the back of her ear. “I am not sure how I would
know that.”

“Do we have time for some Dragon stew with
fire spice before we leave?” asks Bratius. “I am hungry.”


Chapter Three

A Whirl Around the World

No longer dragons our
stomachs cannot handle the fire spice in dragon stew. Bratius,
Helecta and I all love the sweet taste as it enters our mouths, but
it stings as it soon spews back out our mouths and noses as sour
splashes. Tribol sneers. She takes us to Crystal Lake in Dragon
Valley and tells us to wash off our vomit in the icy pristine
waters. The fairies still flutter around us, as if our blood is
made of honey and they are bees. They taunt us with lines like:
“A dragon in a human body is trapped and
not free: a human is still a human and a human is a
disease.” They take strange delight in
their bullying.

“Tell all the refugee fairies hiding in
Keybeam that they are traitors and cowards,” says one fairy.

We try to ignore their taunts, albeit
Bratius is unsuccessful. His face turns red, and he barks and swats
at them. They take delight in his anger, teetering with glee at it.
“Save your energy,” says Tribol. Professor Darty is off on the
crystal lined banks on the lake, collecting samples of various
jewels and sparkling objects. He laughs and barks excited gibberish
as he chases and scoops up light bugs and horn toads and puts them
in jars he carries in a large backpack.

Helecta wipes her soft cheek newly wet with
faire spittle. “I thought I liked fairies. Their beauty,
playfulness, and glow all seemed so delightful and mingled
harmoniously with the charm of our home.”

“You liked them when you were a dragon
because they like dragons,” I say.

She crinkles her nose. “But why should they,
or dragons for that matter, hate humans so much?”

Bratius overhears us as he unsuccessfully
waves his arms trying to smack the fairies. “Do you not also hate
being a human?” he yells. “Does not being a human after being a
dragon make you hate humans more?”

“They did steal our egg,” I say. “For their
own selfish purposes.”

Helecta tilts her head. “Not all of them, of
course. Perhaps just that one evil dark wizard, Kreen, I believe
Darty called him. Would you liked to be judged as putrid just
because one skunk dragon exists?”

I look at the lowering sun. The sky bleeds a
darker blue.

“Blortius did warn us not to linger,” I
remark.

Tribol joins me in looking skyward. “Yes, we
should go. Time is different to us than it is to humans. Still, we
must not dawdle. The longer an evil wizard like Kreen, or whoever,
has access to the egg, to crack and corrupt it and use it for evil
machinations, the more dangerous it is for human and dragons
alike.”

I raise my hand. “Um, yes, and also Blortius
vowed to eat and digest us and turn our new human bodies into
fertilizer if we do not get out of here quickly.”

Helecta submerges herself in the lake. When
she rises, I see her eyes reddened with tears. “Will we see our
home again?”

“We will be back sooner than a new tooth
grows,” Bratius remarks. “Our quest will be easy. Humans are weak
and stupid; dragons are mighty and strong and clever.”

Professor Darty overhears us. He uses a
magic speech bubble spell so we can understand his gibberish. “My
first lesson to you is this,” he says. “Underestimating your enemy
is a quick path to defeat.”

Bratius grins. “I will first eat their feet
and then the rest of them!”

I shake my head. “No. We must use stealth,
remember?”

“Pector is right,” Tribol declares.

We emerge out of the lake, clean and
shivering. Tribol dries us with hot air blowing from her snout.
Helecta looks up at her. A speech spell bubble by Professor Darty
wafts over Helecta’ s lips. “Have you ever been outside of Dragon
Valley before?”

Tribol nods. “Once a few millennia ago in
the age when Dragons shared mead and gemstones with certain wizards
and women.”

I am not sure what “mead and gemstones”
means but I suspect it means recipes, both food and drink variety
and magic spells and artifacts. I inhale some of Helecta’s speech
spell bubble. “How do we leave Dragon Valley? Aren’t we hidden from
the rest of the world? Can we just fly off?”

Tribol digs her claws into a crystal rock
and pulls out a blue diamond about the size of Professor Darty’s
head. “With this,” she says. Darty’s eyes widen, and he licks his
lips as he stares at the jewel. “I hold this,” Tribol continues,
“While circling the earth three times at increasing dragon warp
speed. Most dragons cannot reach this speed, but I and Elmy can. We
sing the notes, and a portal will open to us which we will use to
enter the world of the humans.”

Bratius scratches the side of his face. “And
after we get the egg, then what? How do we get back here?”

“The egg will have been tainted and
corrupted by the humans. Perhaps by the dark evil wizard Kreen. Or
perhaps Headmaster Franklin is the thief.”

Darty gasps. “I wonder if such an
unthinkable thing could be possible.”

Tribol continues: “you must take the Sacral
Egg through various cleansing spells. Professor Darty will instruct
you further on this when the time comes. Be patient. I know it is
difficult, but you must trust him as if he were a dragon himself.
Treat his voice as if it is my own. When the egg has been cleaned,
your mission completed, and it is time for your return, and you
have proven your dragon worth and you have transitioned back into
true dragons, all you need to do is think of home and you will be
sent back here.”

I wonder how Professor Darty can enter
Dragon Valley but decide to hold off on that question until later.
“Can human bodies withstand Dragon speeds?” I ask.

“I have three scales on my back large enough
to hold small humans under them,” Tribol answers. She lifts her
neck and let’s loose a beautiful high-pitched note. Elmy, the water
song dragon, flies from out the center of Crystal Lake and joins us
on the banks. “Elmy will carry the adult.”

Bratius, Helecta and I
climb on Tribol’s back and snuggle under one of her large scales.
Tribol holds the blue diamond in her claw. Darty rides Elmy. It
feels as if I am a crab hidden in a shell. We lift off. I poke my
head out and see my home shrink below me. Will this be the last time my eyes see my home,
I wonder.

We fly into a fog. I long
to be a dragon again and taste the air as I zoom among the clouds.
Being carried makes me feel feeble. Soon I
will return to myself. Tribol, with Elmy
behind her, increases her speed. I thought I knew what going fast
in the air feels like, but Tribol reaches a speed that causes my
human body to tighten and teeth to clench.

Tribol and Elmy join voices
in melodic hypnotic song. We circle the globe. Tribol slows down
over what are called “natural wonders.” I can hear Professor Darty
gives commentary to the sights. “Here is
Iguazu Falls, on the border of Brazil and Argentina, the largest
waterfall system in the world, outside of Dragon Valley.” Then:
“Here is the Sahara Desert, nine million kilometers of hot sand
dunes and arid planes.” Then:
“Here is Mt. Everest, the tallest mountain
on earth, outside of Dragon Valley.” He
goes on to point out to us things called The Amazon River, the
Himalayas, the volcanoes of Hawaii, The Grand Canyon, Yellowstone
Geysers, The Everglades, Mount Kilimanjaro, Niagara Falls, Great
Barrier Reef, Crater Lake and other names. He talks excitedly. I
cannot always discern where his speaking spell bubble ends, so I
mostly hear his words as gibberish. The sights look magnificent and
beautiful, even perhaps majestic and wonderous, yet still pale in
comparison to the lush nature of Dragon Valley. There the colors
move and pulsate; the vibrancy of nature speaks to you and quivers
through you. Most of the earth, I soon realize, is covered in ocean
water. Whether it be a vision caused by velocity or we are high
enough above earth’s atmosphere I am uncertain, but I see the earth
as a spinning blue ball all at once. It strikes me as gleaming,
precious and breathing. Electricity sparks in clouds, its shields
bounce away solar flares of radiation, causing strange aqua green,
blue and sometimes teal and yellow dancing ribbons of light in the
air, which we fly through. It spins tilted, half in light, half in
shadow, the light always changing on the earth’s surface. I see
Dragon Valley, near the top of the earth, fading away.

In the next trip around the
earth Professor Darty points out to us structures built by human
civilizations. “There are the Pyramids
where the ancient Egyptians buried their kings, hoping that their
kings would live for eternity after they died. Here is the Roman
Coliseum where ancient Romans would gather and watch Gladiators
battle each other or sometimes lions, to the death for their
entertainment. This is the Taj Mahal, perceived as a highlight of
human architecture beauty, come to symbolize love. Here is the
Eiffel Tower, a tall structure made of steel to decorate a fair; it
was once thought ugly but now is cherished as a landmark of beauty
symbolic of the beauty and modernism of a vibrant country. Here is
the Statue of Liberty; a statue in the sea meant to symbolize
modern principles of democracy and freedom. Here is the Great Wall
of China, built centuries ago meant to keep invading forces away
from attacking. Here is The Hollywood Sign, symbolic of an industry
that makes movies, which are moving pictures meant to entertain the
populations as well as shape our culture. And so on. Again, much of his words sound like the blather
squawking of a duck. The cities of the humans from above at night
gleam to me like the stars above when I would fly at night. Being a
star shadow dragon, I have a gift of connecting with the stars and
their powers of prophecies, dreams and divinations. This occurs to
me as I see the sparkling electric lights of large human
metropolises like London, New York, Los Angeles, Rio De Janeiro,
Malina, Paris and Beijing (so Professor Darty calls
them).

I pass out from the force of the speed
Tribol creates. I see while in a sleep trance a fuzzy white-blue
ball. It appears to be submerged in heavy murky water. The light
pulsates. It takes the form of a dragon and then a human. A
beautiful woman. I hear a voice emerge from the light. “Help
me.”

When I wake up, we are soaring with a brisk
yet peaceful gait through patches of grey clouds bathed in lavender
light from the setting sun. A canopy of green forest trees are
below us. We descend below the top of the tree lines and dodge tree
trunks. Curious birds call and chirp, squirls race and hide and
poke out their heads from their hovels to peek at flying dragons.
Bears and wolves stop to look in awe at the sight of Tribol and
Elmy. The closer we come to earth the slower our speed till
gradually we are still and on solid ground. I squirm myself free
from out of Tribol’s scale, as does Helecta and Bratius. Professor
Darty slips out from a scale on Elmy’s back. He is wet, perhaps due
to Elmy being a water dragon, and lands and wobbles and falls and
stands back up. We laugh.

Helecta takes a deep breath and then smiles.
“An amazing journey.”

Professor Darty gestures to a cabin hidden
in the trees on the edge of a lake. “This is your home now. This is
where I’ll teach you English and other essentials before you breach
Keybeam school for magical development. It, like Dragon Valley, is
hidden by magic, but its access is not as… complex as moving from
Dragon Valley to earth. That involves hot air balloons and
waterfalls. Or a gum wall if you prefer a less scenic and icky
route.”


Chapter Four

A Conversation While Stuck in a Car Using
Newly Learned English

These past few summer
months Professor Darty has taught us English and the essentials of
trying to pass off as human. It feels strange to move the tongue to
form sounds with air. These sounds mash with other sounds and start
and stop to form words which signify objects and ideas.
sky, bird, school, dragon, eat sleep.
The words strung together make sentences.
The Dragon eats the bird in the sky before school
and sleeps. Speaking is a laborious and
straining process. A dragon can think and communicate in a second,
with better efficiency and emotional connectedness, what a human
would need a thousand words to try and convey. Professor Darty
teaches us other strange human peculiarities. When out of the
forest and mingling with them in their population clusters I am
struck with how humans have built their worlds to accommodate their
small sizes and the oddness of their hands and fingers. Doorknobs
must be grasped and turned, iPhones must be plucked and punched by
fingers and thumbs.

Humans have divided what they call time into
seconds, which is the duration of a tongue click. Sixty of these
‘seconds’ or tongue clicks, they call a minute. Sixty of these
minutes they call an hour. Twenty-four of these hours they call a
day; the period of one rotation of the earth, from sunrise, to
sunset, to sunrise again. Approximately thirty days they call a
month. Twenty-four months, they call a year. They name their years
numbers which increase by one with each passing year. It is all
arbitrary and a lot of information to try and digest.

They like routines. The routine Professor
Darty set for us goes something like this: we wake up, we eat, we
learn English, we play in the forest, we drive into a city, we eat
in the city and shop for food and see sights and observe humans in
their natural element and sometimes practice our English, we drive
home, we watch television or movies, we study our English more, eat
dinner, and sleep. We need to pass as humans before the school
semester starts.

We climb into Professor Darty’s car to drive
to a city called Portland in a state called Oregon. He has taken us
in the last few weeks to what are called tide pools along a beach,
and hiking on a mountain. Pine trees line the sides of the highway.
The cars bunch up bumper to bumper and the pace of movement becomes
a crawl.

Bratius rolls down the window and sticks his
head out and sniffs the air. “What has happened, why have we
stopped?”

“What have I told you about patience?” asks
Professor Darty.

Bratius puts his head back
in the vehicle and slumps in the seat. “To have more of it,” he
grumbles. He goes back to watching “Avengers Infinity War” on his
iPad. Bratius has come to love Marvel superhero movies and Batman
comic books and especially a app game on his iPhone called
Batman Blast.

“I too am curious,” I say.

“It looks like there’s been a crash ahead,”
Professor Darty says.

“A crash?” Helecta asks.

“From time-to-time cars will hit each
other,” Darty explains.

“Oh purpose?” Bratius asks.

“On accident,” Darty answers.

“When dragons fly, they never crash into
each other, unless on purpose,” Bratius says.

“He is not wrong,” I say. “And what is it
these shelled motorized contraptions drink for energy that they
might move?”

“Gasoline,” Darty answers.

“Smelly stuff,” Helecta says.

“Remember, as humans you cannot play with
fire anymore,” Darty says. “Gasoline is flammable and
dangerous.”

“So strange,” I say. “And what is it you
told us: the gasoline burned by the cars enters the atmosphere and
traps heat on earth?”

Professor Darty nods. “Yes. Indeed.”

“I find airplanes quite fascinating,”
Helecta says. “And helicopters.”

“Such crude attempts at flight,” sneers
Bratius.

“Did you bring money?” asks Helecta.

“I did,” Darty answers.

Helecta smiles and bounces in her seat. “Oh
good. I’d like to buy more dragon T-shirts and hairclips, if we can
find some.”

“Remember you are trying to conceal that you
are a dragon,” Professor Darty says.

“I know,” Helecta retorts. “But I do not
want to forget what it is I truly am either.”

I ponder. “Explain to us again the ways of
magic humans and mundane normal humans? Both need money?”

Professor Darty clears his throat. “Humans
with magical abilities still mostly live within the mundane human
world. They were born and have early foundations in the mundane
human world. It is only at around age ten that some of their
magical abilities manifest and they are invited to the school,
Keybeam.” He turns back from driving to look at us three in the
back seat. “That is only two years younger than your human forms.”
He continues: “Most magical humans still live in the mundane human
world and must abide by its customs, laws and rules. Use money,
have mundane human world jobs that provide mundane human money. Buy
iPhones. Nearly all the students at Keybeam have iPhones. Go to
basketball games.”

“I would like to play this basketball,”
Bratius says. “I like jumping.”

“So do I,” I say.

Darty continues: “Many magical humans find
modern technology to be more convenient than magic. Getting all the
ingredients needed for a transportation spell can be so costly and
time-consuming that many magical humans find it easier to just buy
a plane ticket, for example. There are some magical humans who try
to isolate themselves from the mundane human world and only rely on
magic, but they are often thought of as militant eccentrics.
Anyways, you need not delve yourselves too deeply into the
intricate and complex politics of mundane human vs. magical human.”
He turns towards us and winks and smiles. “All that is boring
grown-up stuff. Your task is more important. Saving the world.”

I look out the window. We
pass the crash site. Two cars mangled and twisted, debris around,
humans in blue uniforms mingling about, their police cars flashing
red and blue lights silently. We listen to Beethoven, an old
musical composer that Professor Darty likes. Or maybe this is
Gershwin. Sometimes he lets us listen to catchy songs to help us
practice our English. We learned of the English names of family
members, Grandma, brother, sister,
through a song called “Baby Shark Do-do-do-do.” I
felt a bit embarrassed when we sang that while in a grocery store
and a toddler came and sang it with us. Darty plays The Beach Boys
and Taylor Swift and songs from Disney cartoon musicals to us.
Helecta will listen to Lana Del Rey in secret sometimes. Darty
doesn’t like us listening to songs with curse words or negative
messages. Helecta insists that despite her appearance she is not a
child.

“What do you think of Thanos?” Darty asks.
“Is he really a villain if he just wants to save the universe?”

“Like the superheroes say,” answers Helecta,
“there are other ways to save the universe then making half of all
life disappear with a snap.” (Darty has shown us all the Avenger
movies: Bratius is watching it for the second time).

Professor Darty shrugs.

Helecta tilts her head. “In the television
with dragons that you show us,” she begins, “why are the dragons
imagined to be small brained menacing beasts of force and power
controlled by humans?”

Darty lightly chuckles. “Humans like to
imagine themselves as superior to all other beasts and nature,
despite being one with nature.” He clears his throat. “The fates of
humans, dragons, nature and magical humans are as interlocked as
the eco system of a forest or lake. If, for example, the evil dark
wizard Kreen uses the powers he unlocks in the Sacral Egg, combined
with his own twisted spells, to increase the circumference of the
sun, it will not just be humans that burn, but dragons, magical
humans, and all forests and lakes and sands as well. Everything is
connected.”

“We will not fail,” says Helecta. I echo her
words. Bratius pumps a fist because he just saw Iron Man punch
Thanos.

Bratius’s iPhone vibrates. A hologram of
Tribol shoots from his screen and floats in front of us. “Hey,”
Bratius complains.

“Hello Tribol,” Helecta and I say in unison.
We bow to her.

“You may lift your heads,” she says. “I
overheard your conversations,” she continues. “First off, I must
ask, how is Professor Darty treating you?” (She is talking to us
using dragon telepathy so that Darty can’t hear us).

“Adequately I believe,” I say.

“Your English is coming along well?”

“The Professor says we are the quickest
students he’s ever taught,” boasts Helecta.

“He is still a human,” says Tribol. “One
cannot put complete trust in any human. Even Professor Darty.”

“He calls his teaching us technique,
chipping and polishing,” Helecta says. “To transform our human
minds from what was crude stone into polished refined
sculpture.”

“The metaphor is a bit lost on me,” I say.
“I do like trying to use big words however.”

“That is because you are the dumbest one of
us,” says Bratius.

I ignore his insult. “I saw him sell some
Crystal Lake crystals he had stolen for human money, when we were
in a town called Eugene,” I say. “I believe he sold them to a
professor at the mundane human university there. They call
themselves Ducks.”

Tribol narrows her eyes. “I suspected as
much. Humans do need money, I’m sure you’ve learned. Selling stolen
magical artifacts is looked down on by both magical humans and
dragons. But I will permit it. He is still overall more of a help
than a curse.”

“Why are humans so arrogant yet so
skittish?” Helecta asks, out loud in English.

Darty cannot see or hear Tribol and so he
begins to answer her question. “Humans are fretful creatures, yet
they wish to feel safe. So, to cloak their fear and provide
themselves with a sense of comfort, they create from the nebula of
nothingness structures and routines.”

“Such as creating time,” I say.

“Exactly,” he says. “For most of human
existence we were prey for more dominate animals like Saber Toothed
Cats. That made us skittish, to use your word Helecta. A good word,
congratulations, you earn a gold star for the day.”

“It is how we describe the pink rabbits in
Dragon Valley before we eat them,” says Helecta.

“Yes, very good. But then relatively
suddenly humans became the dominate species on earth. Yet we
retained our skittishness. Our fears. Yet we do not like to be
fearful.”

“How did humans become so dominate?” I ask.
I add: “The most dominate species on earth except for Dragons, of
course you mean.”

Darty clears his throat. “Well, yes, it is a
bit complicated but overall, that is correct. But to your first
question a theory is that once humans began to harness fire…”

Helecta, Bratius, Tribol and I interrupt him
with laughter, for dragons have fire in our blood and lungs. We are
born with it and never needed to learn to harness it.

Darty continues: “That caused it so that
human bodies needed less energy to digest, so that energy and time
used for digestion instead went to develop our brains. Our thinking
and intelligence. In the magical world it is highly suspected that
magic played a role in our harnessing of fire. Some very convincing
theories suggest that dragons gave us the gift of harnessing
fire.”

“This is true, we did, a long time ago,”
says Tribol. “A grave mistake, I’m afraid.” Our dragon mentor
continues: “Humans think that creating a sense of order and
structure from their imaginations that they follow within their
societies brings them safety and security. They imagine that their
creations of order, structures and institutions are infallible,
simply because believing these lies gives them the comforts and
sense of safety that they so crave. But they are wrong. They think
their lies make them strong, but it makes them weak. For humans
cannot change what they really are, no matter the lies they tell
themselves. Willful blindness will not stop a coming storm.”

I look at Helecta and Bratius nod and I join
them in nodding although I do not fully understand her words.
Perhaps Bratius is right, that I am the dumb one.


Chapter Five

Horbit, Tawny, Dot and Law

The dragons in Dragon Valley spontaneously
form a snout to tail dragon train while flying. We are like a
ribbon dancing in the air, making loops and figure eight shapes we
sail though. It is a spontaneous burst of dragon joy to
participate. I become one with the flow and no longer feel like
just one dragon but as part of an aerial demonstration. We become
one.

We fly over Crystal Lake. I
hear a voice calling from the depths. “Help me,” it says. I am too much in a
trance caused by being one with the dragon train for the voice to
prick me at first. But the voice, although subtle, rising from the
deep murk of the lake, is incessant. I can no longer lie to myself
that I do not hear it. It is considered an offense of decorum and
manners to leave a dragon train while in participation. Yet I shake
out of the trance and break off from the train, although doing so
is like tearing one away from singing while in the middle of a
crescendo note. I lower to the lake, and although I am not a water
dragon, I dive, heading towards the voice calling me. The voice
becomes louder the closer I come. I see the blue pulsating light,
switching between the forms of a beautiful human woman and a
dragon. She says: Save me and let me save
you. And then: When the short man with pointed ears appears and then slinks
away, follow him so that you may hear what he has to say.
I wake up.

The rain comes down in heavy sheets. The
parking lot pavement to Fred Myer’s is slick. We tromp through the
puddles towards the Oregon department store.

“Don’t do that, please,” Professor Darty
says.

Helecta leans next to me. “I don’t think he
likes us,” she whispers.

The doors slide open as we walk into the
store. Fred Myer’s sales groceries, toys, shoes, clothes, home
decorations, balloons, basketballs, shoes, and clocks. We’re in the
shoe department. An older blonde lady in a blue leotard stares at
us.

“Why do you stare?” Bratius asks her.

“You three. Your eyes flare red sometimes.
Or am I hallucinating.”

“I’m sorry, you must be hallucinating,” says
Helecta.

The lady looks up at Professor Darty.
“Excuse me, are you, their father?”

He turns from inspecting a Michael Jordan
basketball shoe. “Hmm? Oh, no, no, I’m their… uncle.”

“But we’re not related,” I say.

The lady scrunches her face up. “But you all
look similar. Tan skin, such pretty pale green eyes, blackish
hair.”

“We are all dragons, but that is the extent
of our similarity,” Bratius says.

The lady hangs her mouth open dumbly.

Helecta unconvincingly forces a laugh and
slaps his side. “He’s joking of course.”

“Where are you all from?” she asks.
“Morocco?”

Another person overhears her and says, “Just
if they look different from you doesn’t mean they’re not from
here.”

Professor Darty clears his throat. “Quite
right. Although they’re from Ukraine. They’ll be starting school
next week.”

The lady cocks her head to the side and
makes a face like she’s smelled rancid vinegar. She stammers
thinking what to say next. She finally settles on “I’m sorry?” And
then “And you’re they’re uncle?”

“You’re asking too many questions,”
Professor Darty says. “Have a nice evening mam.”

“Excuse me is that Professor Darty’s voice I
hear?” says a loud high-pitched voice.

We turn to see who the voice belongs to and
see a small man with a burgundy scarf and floppy hat which is
attempting to conceal pointed ears. Three children, a petite girl
and two larger boys who almost look like men, are with the short
man. They have long glossy lavender hair and have been sprayed with
sparkles.

“Professor Horbit, small world seeing you
here.” Darty then waves his palms up. “I’m sorry I didn’t
mean…”

Professor Horbit interrupts with him a
good-natured laugh. “Don’t sweat it my friend.”

Darty turns towards us. “Pectora, Helecta,
Bratius, this is Professor Horbit. He’ll be instructing you on the
histories of magical creatures and beings, such as elves, dwarfs,
trolls, unicorns and dragons. And their various interactions with
human and magic-human kind.”

Helecta, Bratius and I snort laugh. The idea
of a half human half elf teaching dragons about dragons amuses
us.

Professor Horbit wags his finger. “Do not
laugh, young ones. The history of such beings is rife with blood
and sorrows. Many have been exiled, their histories magically
erased. Other kinds have been obliterated. Why Keybeam itself is
filled with refugee fairies. As you will soon find out.”

“I apologize on their behalf,” Professor
Darty says. “Being from Ukraine they do not understand the correct
interpretations of certain words and sometimes get confused.”

Horbit leans back and taps his fingers on
his portly belly while giggling. “Ah yes, I heard you’ve taken
under your charge three of your own refugees.”

“Just until we get to Keybeam,” says Darty.
“Then they will largely be left on their own.”

Horbit gestures towards the children by him.
“These are the three children I’m sponsoring myself. This will be
their third year. They are in the same class as you three, I
believe. All twelve years old?”

We nod.

The girl steps forwards and holds out her
hand “Hello I am Tawny. These are my friends Law and Dot.”

Helecta giggles and steps towards Tawny and
takes her hand and shakes it as they exchange smiles.

“Law and Dot are funny names,” blurts
Bratius.

I say hello.

Professor Horbit tugs Darty’s tweed jacket.
“A word in private?” he asks with a hushed voice.

Darty nods and the two of them saunter away
from the shoes to the light bulb isle.

Helecta, Bratius and I look at Tawney, Law
and Dot looking back at us, all soaked in awkward silence.

I try to be discreet with my sniffing. They
don’t have the same strange musk of earthy rot and synthetic
chemicals as other humans do. They smell more like the citrus trees
in Dragon Valley, vibrating before a diamond thunderstorm. The
smell could just be whatever fruity spice sparkly perfume Tawney is
wearing.

“We are dragons transformed into humans,”
gives away Bratius in a blunt monotone bark. “We hail from Dragon
Valley.”

Helecta slaps his ribs and then turns
towards the humans and forces a laugh. “Bratius has an active
imagination.”

Tawny smiles. “Of course. Dragon Valley is
one of my favorite fables. I do wish it were real. Unfortunate it
was destroyed in the Unicorn wars some five hundred years ago.”

“Oh, it is real,” Bratius
begins but with tight lips and a angry glare Helecta slaps him on
his side again before he finishes the word real.

“I wonder, what is it like living in a
mansion?” Tawny asks. She adds as an aside: “Please do not mistake
the silence of Dot and Law for rudeness. They are embarrassed to
speak English in public. We are from… Hawaii.”

“When we traveled the globe over the island
of Hawaii Professor Darty told us that it was a part of this
English-speaking country,” Helecta says but then realizes that she
has said too much. “I mean…”

“Oh, I mean, we are from… Madagascar,”
corrects Tawny. “Or no, I’m sorry, I mean Poland.” She laughs
nervously.

“We are from Ukraine,” Helecta lies.

“Why do you think we live in a mansion?” I
ask. “We don’t. We live in a small cottage in the forest by a
lake.”

Tawny raises her eyebrows. “Oh?”

“It is far away. It takes a long time to
drive to these human population clusters,” says Bratius. “It would
be so much quicker to fly.”

Helecta giggles. “Well, we travel by
transportation spells from time to time. Professor Darty will not
teach us those spells yet; he says we are too young.”

“Yes, it is quite annoying being denied
certain spells because of age restrictions.” Tawny continues: “The
gossip at Keybeam is that Professor Darty is secretly rich. It is
also rumored that he is a more powerful wizard then he pretends to
be, although I have a tougher time believing that one.”

“Law and Dot are a lot larger than you,”
observes Helecta. “And they don’t smile?”

Tawny laughs. “Oh, they don’t intend
unkindness. It is just their way.” She darts her large eyes back
and forth. “Professor Horbit has instructed us to be wary of whom
we trust, among the faculty and students of Keybeam.”

I remember the words from
my dream “When the short man with pointed
ears appears and then slinks away, follow him so that you may hear
what he has to say”. “I must go… use the
toilet,” I say. “It was nice meeting you Tawny, Law and Dot. I hope
to see you at school.”

Tawny bites her lower lip and flickers her
eyes up and down. “Oh yes, a pleasure. It was nice meeting you
Pector.”

I blush, embarrassed to find myself somehow
finding a human cute.

I leave to follow the professors. I stalk in
shampoo and soaps isle next to the light bulb isle. I lay on my
stomach so that they would not spot me. I listen in on their
conversation.

“Are the children prepared to make the
necessary sacrifices, as you and I have?” asks Horbit.

“I am preparing them as well as I can for
the final ritual,” answers Professor Darty. “They are kept
diligently faithful and ignorant.”

“It is a shame,” Horbit says. “But I think
of it like this. In order to make a berry bush fully bloom, let
alone survive at all, certain poisoned branches must be pruned.
Otherwise, the affected branches will doom the entire bush.”

Darty sighs. “Yes,” he says. “Even if it the
poisoned branch is ninety percent of the bush.”

Horbit nods. “It is an interesting
philosophical question. If the bush is ninety percent poison, then
is the bush a poisoned tree in its nature? Or is its pure essence
the ten percent which has not been affected, which still wishes to
bloom and bear sweet fruit as it once did?”

“I believe both of us have reached our
conclusions on that question,” Darty says.

Horbit bows his head and then raises it.
“Would it not be better if you just told them?”

“How much have you told your young charges,”
Darty replies.

“Not much.”

“No,” Darty says. “It is best that they only
know what it is I tell them. Otherwise, I fear they will be too
weak to do what must be done.”

Professor Horbit smiles. He takes out a
glass of wine from his coat and hands it to Darty and then pulls
one out for himself. He made the glasses of wine appear by magic.
They clink their glasses together.

“Here’s to the Sacral Egg and the rituals,”
Professor Horbit says. The tips of their cups clink.

A boy walks down the aisle, looks at me, and
proclaims loudly: “Why is that man pretending to be a snake?”

I jostle up and quickly walk back to the
others I left. “Where is Bratius? We’re supposed to keep an eye on
Bratius,” I say.

Helecta looks startled to realize he is
gone. “I was just having the most delightful conversation with
Tawny.”

A voice over the speakers says, “There’s a
disturbance on isle 16.”

I sigh. “That’ s probably the cereal
aisle.”

We go to isle 16, the cereal aisle, where we
meet up with Professor Darty and Horbit. Bratius found the Froot
Loops and ripped open a dozen boxes, shoveling handfuls of the
crunchy bright colored fruit rings in his mouth. Professor Darty
sighs and pulls out his stick. “Time for another forgetful spell.”
Horbit snickers at the sight.


Chapter Six

The Chinese Mexican Restaurant and the
Birthstone Blessings

We got to a Mexican
restaurant called Mucho
Gusto. There are murals of Panda’s
frolicking in sunny rice fields. Sombreros are painted on the
panda’s heads. Cactus is painted next to the Great Wall of China.
“I don’t remember there being cactus there when we passed by it,”
Helecta says.

“This place used to be a Chinese restaurant
before it was a Mexican one,” Professor Darcy explains. “America
has a great mixing of world cultures within it. It has the
sweepings of everywhere.”

“Except for Dragon Valley,” I offer. “Until
now.”

Helecta crinkles her nose and giggles. “We
really have gone where no dragons have gone before, huh?
America.”

Professor Darty tips his cap. “Quite right.
Desperate times, desperate measures.”

I laugh. “I just realized, although in
dragon years we are only twelve, we are still older than this
country is, in human years.”

Darty wryly smiles. “You’re still just
twelve as humans.”

Bratius, Helecta and I take
the “End of the Scorpions
Tail” hot sauces and guzzle them like
they’re water. The same blonde lady in the blue track suite who
badgered us in Fred Myer followed us here. She stares at us at her
nearby table. “Is that healthy for those kids to be doing
that?”

Darty glares at her.

“I’m just asking,” she says. “Anyways, your
children are adorable, and I wish them the best.”

“I’ve told you, they’re not my children,”
Darty grumbles.

Our nachos with salsa and guacamole come. We
have water and Mountain Dew for drinks.

Professor Darty dips a chip in salsa. “Time
for another lesson,” he says. “Remember, every second is an
opportunity to learn.”

Bratius groans loudly. “What is it this
time? You are going to explain why humans feel the need to shower
and bath so much yet they still smell like rotting skunk weed?

Darty lightly chuckles. “Maybe some other
day. No, pay attention. I will explain something important that you
need to know.

When a child with magical intuitions turns
ten, he or she gets an invitation to Keybeam school for magical
development. Yet first they must pass a test. They usually wake up
near their tenth birthday with a peculiar feeling. As if they know
something life changing is to occur. As if they are beginning to
understand that their life up to that point has been an illusion.
Often many students report having strange visceral dreams of
Keybeam, hot air balloons, waterfalls and magical happenings. While
they are outside, either walking to school or during recess or on
the playground or park, or in their yards, they will find gleaming
among other ordinary rocks, hidden among the grass, their
birthstones.”

“What’s a birthstone?” Helecta asks.

“They are gemstones that correspond to each
month. April is diamond, June is pearl, July is Ruby, and so on.
They are very valuable.”

“If they are valuable, why are they not
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