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Chapter 1

 

 

“If the dragons don’t help us what are we going to do?” Darian sounded worried. With good reason, the other three men in the room with him were worried also. For almost three thousand years the dragons the four men were bonded to were constant companions, if not physically present at least mentally connected. That had changed just a couple of weeks prior when the portal had been discovered by the Lyra. To be more specific it happened after the dragons had gotten the memories of the portal from Malory.

Darian looked around the spacious room the four men were currently sitting in and with a sigh motioned to the others he was going out onto the balcony. Normally the four men enjoyed coming to the lodge they had high in the mountains but lately all the visits seemed to be filled with the stress of meetings concerning the evacuation of the planet. Not that the meetings were helping them to plan. Kane, Patro, and Sarian followed Darian outside to the balcony. The view from the mountain was truly breathtaking but the four were in no mood to enjoy the sight. 

Kane looked at Sarian for a moment before asking, “I thought the Lyra Brycentia were going to come today? Or did I misunderstand what you were talking about earlier?”

Sarian, one brow beginning to raise, raked his hand through his jet black hair and taking a deep breath shook his head. “They are going to try meeting with their dragons, not us. Hered thinks he may can get more information from his dragon than we are getting from ours.”

Darian snorted, “If she acknowledges he exist he will have accomplished more with her than we have with ours.”

Patro had been quietly standing at the rail looking out across the valley. “Do you see the valley? Even our beautiful valley shows the ravages of this blasted climate change. Where the flowers once bloomed by the stream it is just bare now. I miss the fragrant smells the of the flowers drifting across the valley.” Patro hung his head briefly before tossing his shoulder length white hair with the blue streaks out of the way to look over his shoulder at the others.

Kane moved over to stand beside Patro, “The stream is not even there anymore. How can we leave this place for a strange new world when our whole life is here. And how can we convince others to leave when I can not bear the thought of evacuating this planet we call home. All we know is Kardan, but even Kardan is not the planet it was three years ago. The flowers do not bloom as they once did, the crops do not grow as lush, the rivers and streams have either altered course or completely vanished. How can we stay but how do we leave?”

Darian shrugged his shoulders but no one was looking at him to see. He shook his head and stated the obvious, “If we can not get the dragons to help it will not really matter. We are running out of time but one portal will not move a world of people.”

Sarian left the railing to sink down into his favored chair, “We do not have to move a world, we only have to move part of the world. That is one of the things I wanted to meet with everyone about. The Versioameni have refused to leave. They say they were born to this world and with this world they will die.”

The three others on the balcony turned startled faces toward Sarian. The valley with its lack of flowers and loss of stream quickly forgotten as the men began to pepper Sarian for more information about the race of water people they called friends.

There was not much Sarian could tell them though, “It is not just the leaders who refuse, anyone I approached refused. I do not know why. They would not say. I was kind of hoping when we had more information about the new planet we could approach them again. Maybe if we can find out if it has oceans and massive waterways. I don’t know. They claim this water suits them, but maybe if we can get samples of the water from the other planet it will suit them, what ever that may mean.”

Patro sighed, “They may not be able to leave. We know the Lyriants and Deyarians are not native to this planet but I think the Versioameni are native to this planet. They have stories you know.”

Kane, eyebrows raised, looked at Darian then Sarian then back to Patro. “Pretend we do not know. What makes you think they are native and we are… oh, well I guess the portal is proof we are not native. But what makes you think they are?”

Patro took a deep breath, “Three thousand years and you still do not listen. I just said they have stories.” Looking over at Sarian he asked “I did say they have stories right? You heard me say that, I know.”

This time it was Kane’s turn to take a deep breath before repeating the request through clenched teeth, slowly, pausing after each word. “Pretend. We. Do. Not. Know. Tell us of these stories.”

Patro gestured around at the others, “If you read as much as I do I would not have to tell you,”

Before he could finish his statement Darian cut him off to exclaim, “No one reads as much as you do.”

“Ha, that is where you are wrong, Elite Bryol reads as much,” Patro started before he was interrupted by a flying cushion one of the men had just thrown at his head. “Fine, the stories, they are children stories but we know even children stories can have some truth. They have stories of strangers with great magic coming to their planet through colored doors. Ah, and it seems the magic wielders had slaves who could not do magic. I am thinking the stories are about when our two races came to this planet. Through colored doorways would probably be portals.”

“Slaves? We do not keep slaves.” Darian snorted his disbelief and with a look of disgust on his face he muttered “Slaves.”

Sarian, eyebrow slowly rising looked at Darian. Patro and Kane, noticing the look on Sarian’s face decided silence might be in order for a moment. After a few moments of silence from the others Darian noticed Sarian looking at him. “Why are you all staring at me?”

Sarian told him, “The Lyriant race has stories too, stories of slavery. I thought it was just stories because no one could ever give more information about it. No one seemed to know much about the early history of the race. But it would make perfect sense. Let me ask you something, If the Lyriants refuse to leave, knowing our Shadow Walkers must come from that race, what will we do to move them?”

Darian and the other two looked perplexed at first then angered that anyone, even one of them, could think they would enslave another race to move them. Finally Darian had to admit, “We need them, you know better than anyone how much we need the Lyriant race. We will do what ever we have to do in order to bring them with us.”

“No, we will not enslave them. We have seen what slavery does every time a pirate ship takes another ship, or rather, every time we rescue people who have been captured by pirates. We will not go that route. It would be too easy to keep them enslaved to help rebuild. We will not do that. We can not do that.” Sarian was emphatic.

Darian shrugged, “At this point we can not even get off the planet so does it really matter?”

Kane looked at him, “We can leave, we just don’t know much about where we would end up.”

“How long do you think it would take us to get off this planet? Not just get us off, but all the belongings we could carry. Our people are scattered across this land. Not everyone can just step from where they are to the port city of Decca. And only the oldest or most powerful of the race could carry more than a light burden. Only Elites or Lyra could even think about moving a child through the void to Central. We will need those portals scattered across the land in key points.” Darian offered this bit of wisdom just to have Kane roll his eyes at the obviousness of the statements. Statements which had been made at various times in various ways for the last two weeks.

“We have to get the Lyriants involved at some point.” Sarian, after thinking, continued, “If Darian had not insulted and offended King Crisnos we might have a better chance but I am not sure how we are going to manage to get them involved while we are at war with them.”

Darian shrugged, “It was not my fault. I merely said,”

Sarian interrupted him, annoyance obvious in his voice, “We know what you said. Everyone knows what you said. We also know that instead of apologizing you shot a fireball at his guards.”

“Of course I shot a fireball at his guards, he ordered them to throw me out.”

Eyebrows raised almost to his hairline Kane snorted, “It was his castle you were visiting, he can throw anyone out he wants. He is their king. That is how it works. His castle, his rules, why are you having a problem understanding that?”

Darian looked at Kane in disbelief, “He invited me. You can’t just throw someone out of your house when you invite them to visit. Especially not the ruler of another race. That is just, unleaderman like.”

Patro, rubbing his face with his hands, looked down at the floor to gather his thoughts. “First off, unleaderman is not a word. Second, it was his house. He is their king. You can not go to another kingdom and order the king of that kingdom around. Nor can you tell him how to run his kingdom. Nor can you tell him what he is doing wrong. Nor…”

Darian interrupted Patro before he could finish. “If he was a good leader I would not have had to correct him.”

Sarian and Kane broke into laughter at that declaration. Patro could be heard to faintly mutter, “Three thousand years and I still pity us more than the rest of our race.”

Kane could not prevent himself from pointing out to Darian, “You are constantly being corrected by the other three members of this Lyra. Furthermore a good leader would not have two races at war.”

Eyes narrowed Darian, in an attempt to defend himself, haughtily said, “I never claimed to be a good leader.”

“Truer words were never spoken. So, don’t you think, since even you admit you are an idiot…”

Before Kane could finish his thought Darian, furious, rounded on him. “I never said I was an idiot!”

Sarian and Patro, almost in unison, could be heard to say, “You never had to say it.”

Before Darian could make a retort Sarian, shoulders drooping as if a heavy weight sat upon them, sagged back into the chair and asked the question all the men had asked many times in the past two weeks. “Why won’t our dragons talk to us? What did we do?” Turning to Darian he continued with the one question both Kane and Patro thought but were afraid to ask. “What did you do to alienate our dragons?”

Darian heard the words but could not believe them. “What did I do to alienate the dragons? What did I do? I did not do anything. It was that blasted sorcerer that did it. Whatever it was. Now maybe you will believe me when I tell you they are evil, vile creatures who should be destroyed?”

Almost before Darian had finished talking Kane had, in a state of fury common when dealing with Darian, rushed from his seat to where Darian sat. With no pause in his motion he proceeded to grab Darian and throw him from the balcony. Patro and Sarian never moved from their seats as they watched Kane toss Darian over the railing. With a heavy sigh Patro looked from where Darian had just gone over to where Kane stood vibrating with anger and said, “You know Darian is trying to arrange for workers to come increase the height of the balcony railing?”

Sarian, disappointment on his face looked at Kane, “Do you have any idea how long it will take to get him to come back and finish planning? Why do you always seem to think that the way to get him to listen is to throw him over the side of the cliff?”

Kane, calmer now that Darian was gone, looked at Sarian, “If you had ever, even one time, thrown him over a cliff, or off a ship you would not say a word to me about it. You have no idea how good it feels to throw him off of something. I am telling you, you should try it one time, just once. The satisfaction is enormous.”

“Well, since I am sure he stepped home and will not be back here today I suggest we make what plans we can without him. Since I was born Lyriant I am going to try to see if I can find some allies in the land and possibly try to get this senseless war ended so we can work together to get both races off this planet, if we can get off this planet. We may find the only allies are the trade captains who continue to secretly trade with us despite the war. Patro, try to talk to the watchers again, or at least find Hered and find out what his plans are while Kane tries, again, to find our dragons.”

Kane looked startled, “I have absolutely run out of places to look for any of our dragons. But I do have a suggestion about how to handle King Crisnos. Kill him and get a different ruler in his place.”

As both Patro and Sarian looked at him in stunned disbelief Kane began to shift from foot to foot. “You don’t need to look at me that way, it was Darian’s idea, not mine.”

Blinking a few times as though that would make what he had just heard sound better Sarian finally shook his head and asked, “So you actually think we should fix the situation Darian created by killing the king? The king that we would not be at war with if it had not been for Darian?”

“Ah, well, it was just a thought. I mean, we could wait for him to die of old age, that was plan A, but, we have to get them off the planet so Darian thought we should have a plan B. It sounded a lot better when he told it to me.”

Patro, who had been silent found he could no longer keep quiet, “Darian is an idiot, you know he is an idiot, we know he is an idiot. In fact, most people who know him knows he is an idiot with the exception of his daughter and bonded mate and I am not too sure they don’t know. What, in the name of all you hold holy, makes you believe that any idea from Darian could possibly be a good idea? A good idea would be an abject apology from Darian to King Crisnos, but that is about as likely as me being able to shoot a fireball at you.”

Sarian, just before he stepped away to try to find a way to end the war with his homeland muttered, “The gods hate us, there is no other explanation for Darian. I do not know how this race alienated your gods and goddesses but someone clearly did before I joined the race. And I have to tell you it is unfair for me to have to suffer Darian for some unknown reason.” Looking at Patro he continued, “You should be figuring out what the race did to anger the gods, first Darian, then a comet. You should have spent your time reading up on the gods to regain favor.” Then he was gone.

With a snort Kane volunteered, “We could try sacrificing Darian to the gods.” With that last comment Kane stepped away to reappear outside of Trista’s home, leaving Patro alone on the balcony.

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

As Hered looked around the valley he could not help but be confused. For the first time in almost six thousand years he could not find his dragon. He could feel her but only faintly. She would not talk to him. Apparently none of the dragons were talking to their bonded riders. He had no idea the dragons were capable of hiding from their riders. He had spoken with Trista, the fire walker for his Lyra, and Kervin, who, being the oldest living fire walker should, in theory, know more than the others. It seemed that even in the nine thousand years Kervin had been alive the dragons had never disappeared before. At least, Kervin had qualified, not that anyone had noticed. 

Hered had wondered briefly how Kervin could be unsure but realized there were sometimes days at a time he did not see or hear from his dragon. He could always sense her, he could even now. He just could not find her. It felt like he had searched half the planet for her. Heaving a sigh Hered headed back to the watch tower to talk to the watchers. It was too bad they could not just pull up a map of where everyone was instead of a tapestry of how everyone was woven together.

It was too bad Darian was such a idiot. What ever the problem was with the dragons everyone agreed it seemed to start when the dragons accessed Malory’s memories. If Darian had controlled his temper maybe the dragons would not have gotten involved in the situation they way they did. Hered wondered again, as he and others had many times before, what game their gods were playing to give them a Fire Walker such as Darian.

Maybe their race was meant to die out and since Darian had not yet managed to kill the race off the comet was sent to do the job for him. Even as he thought that Hered shook his head to dispel such thoughts. Stepping through the void to stand before the watch tower Hered took a moment to gaze in awe at the pulsing of the tower. When he was very young, just before the ceremony to bond him to his Lyra, he stood in this exact spot. Or, looking around, close to this spot. Then, just as now, he had gazed in awe at the sight before him. No one had explained the watch tower to him. He did not know then that the pulsing was due to something much like veins of blood that ran throughout the tower bonding memories and blood. Almost, he thought, as though the tower was alive. The watchers and dragons swore that is was alive in some manner but he did not understand that bit.

Memories did seem stronger here. He still remembered the events of the ceremony bonding him through blood and mind and soul to this race of people. He vividly remembered  the moment the bond took and the sheer pain that raced through his body. He remembered that pain like it was yesterday. No one had warned him that he would immediately bond to every soul his Lyra was already bonded to and that enormous amount of power would almost shatter him with pain. To be fair, he gave a little laugh, he had purposely not warned Sarian either. No warning could prepare someone for that pain. Even if you could warn the next Shadow Walker, who would want to warn them against something like that. Weaving soul threads after the initial bout was much easier, pleasant even. He had looked forward to each new birth once he found out how comforting new souls could be, but that pleasure had ended two thousand years ago when the new Lyra reached a thousand years of age. He missed newly woven souls.

Bringing himself back to the present a little more forcefully, he looked around again. Although there were places around here that a dragon could hide, it did not feel as though his dragon was that close. The tower walls were bare of dragons draped upon the top, the ridges and hills surrounding the tower were likewise empty. As was the meadow the tower stood in. Hered had run out of places to look. Squaring his shoulders he approached the tower. No one but watchers could enter the tower, but it was not unusual for a dragon or two to be draped upon the parapets. Today it was quiet as he stood before the door of the tower. Maybe the watchers could shed some light upon the dragon actions. He knew Sarian and Kane and Patro had all three tried to get information from the watchers already. For that matter all four of his Lyra and all four of Kervin’s Lyra had, at one time or another, tried to get information from the watchers about what the dragons were doing or even just where they were. No one had any luck. None of the Lyra knew if the watchers were helping the dragons hide or if they were ignorant of what the dragons were doing. 

After hearing what had happened that day two weeks ago Hered had his suspicions. He was told that the dragons had commanded the memory stone be added to the tower. Patro told him that whatever memories Irirnan had gotten from Malory was available to all the watchers. So the watchers had to have some clue as to what was going on. They may not know where the dragons were but they certainly had to know why, and he was determined to get answers today.

After standing outside the tower for a few minutes Hered came to the conclusion the watchers had to be ignoring him. No one could approach the tower without the watchers knowing. It did not matter if the watchers were in the tower or on the other side of the continent. They always knew when someone was in close proximity to the tower. And they always came quickly to the tower to, well Hered was not certain why they always came so quickly. He had asked once and only been told having others close to the tower made them uneasy.

 He had tried once to enter the tower when he was very young and newly come to the position of Shadow Walker. It had not gone well, not gone well at all. When he had awoken a few hours later the others had told him what had happened. The watchers had told him he was very lucky to have survived the encounter. If the watchers refused to come out and speak with him there was nothing he could do but wait and hope they gave in. They did not appear to be coming out either Hered thought. An evil grin began to form as Hered thought about the fact people around the tower made the watchers uneasy. Without another thought he stepped to Trista to tell her of his plan.

Chapter 3

 

Trista was eating when she felt the disturbance of someone outside her home. Feeling within herself for her connection to the tapestry she still could not place who the person was standing outside her barrier. The only way she would not be able to place the person would be if it was someone very young, or one of the other Lyra. Briefly she wondered again, as she had many times in the past why Lyra’s were never connected to each other. She thought it strange that she was woven to every person born for a thousand years after the new Lyra had been born but she was not woven to the new Lyra. Then again Kervin’s Lyra was not woven to her Lyra. The closest they came to a connection was when a new Lyra was conceived. Everyone in the race felt it to some degree but all living fire walkers could step to the new mothers from the moment of conception. 

Thinking back to when Darian’s Lyra had been conceived she laughed to herself. She had not been able to keep from immediately stepping to the new sensation of a new Lyra. Didn’t that cause a bit of embarrassment showing up at a sorcerers home and being the one to tell the couple they were expecting a baby. She had just been so excited, the feeling so different from a new soul being added to the tapestry through her weave.

Looking longingly back down at her food, the tantalizing smells wafting up to her nose she sighed. By the holiest of shadows she hoped it was not that fool Darian on the other side of her barrier. That was a man that had to be taken in small doses, very small doses. Maybe one meeting every thousand or so years, but no, lately she had been having meetings with him almost weekly, sometimes multiple times in one week. By now, having convinced herself it must be Darian on the other side her shoulders had began to droop down, almost as though a burden too heavy to bear lay upon them. She was stalling, she knew she was stalling, maybe they would think she was not home and go away if she did not go to the door. Her appetite had almost vanished thinking about the chance it could, probably was, Darian on the other side of her door.

Before depression could overwhelm her she felt another presence arrive and this one she knew all too well. A smile lighting her face she jumped from the table, food forgotten for the moment, to meet Hered, her favorite shadow walker. Well, since he was her shadow walker, perhaps she was biased. But if Darian was the other one outside her barrier Hered could be her buffer. Tilting her head to the side she smiled, being her buffer from darkness was his job. So, since she felt depressed any time she had to deal with Darian, that was kind of like darkness. With a sharp nod she decided she would use that argument from now on. 

With a little giggle she remembered Hered trying to one up her last time by claiming that since Darian was a fire walker, and she was a fire walker, it was her job to deal with Darian. Sure she now had an argument to trump his she continued to the door to greet her guests. Please goddess don’t let it be Darian.

Opening the door she expected to see her guests on the other side but there was no one there. Reaching out with her soul senses she turned to the right feeling for Hered. A sigh of relief escaped her when she saw him with Kane looking at something on the ground. No, not looking, they appeared to be drawing something in the dirt. Taking a deep breath brought a wave of sadness to Trista. So many flowers used to bloom outside her home, now only the most hardy flowers grew. The climate had changed so much, in such a short amount of time, Trista wanted to cry. 

Hered’s head had briefly turned her way when he felt her open the door. She could feel his disappointment now that she was paying attention. That did not bode well for the mission of finding their dragons. Her ice walkers were having no better luck finding the dragons. In fact, none of the Lyra were having any luck. Twelve bonded dragons could not just disappear, but somehow they had. And the watchers, the blasted watchers were not talking. All the Lyra, all twelve people, three fire walkers, three shadow walkers and six ice walkers had met, they had all agreed that somehow the watchers knew something. They had to know because, as Patro had pointed out, the dragons had the memory stone added to the Watch Tower. But they were not talking, and no one had come up with a solution to get them to talk. 

Trista watched as Hered and Kane approached the door. When they got closer she noticed the slightly shamed expression on Kane’s face. Trista closed her eyes, she knew what that expression meant. Trista did not blame Kane for tossing Darian off of high places, truly she understood, but she really wished he would not do it when they needed everyone working together. Trista had lost count of the times Kane had tossed Darian off of something. The first few times it had happened Darian had tried to kill Kane and Kane in return had had to seek refuge in the homes of the older fire walkers. She and Kervin both taken turns both locking Kane up to punish him and protect him. Attempting to kill a fire walker was punishable by death, and they may have punished him that way if it had not been for Patro. Patro had appealed to both her and Kervin from the beginning not to kill Kane. Lock him up for his own safety sure, kill him unacceptable. Then he had escalated the appeal to a threat. If they killed Kane as the law demanded he would take his own life and Darian would die. It always seemed to escape Kane’s attention that he needed Darian, without Darian both ice walkers would die. No one was certain what would happen to the shadow walker if the fire walker died. 

Neither she nor Kervin had believed the threat when Patro first gave it, after all, they were very young and emotions and hormones could wreck havoc in a person’s life, more so when the powers of a Lyra ran through the blood. The only thing that had saved Kane was Sarian. Sarian had refused to stay in the country and threatened to return to his home country, with his dragon, if Kane was killed. The eight members of the older two Lyra were baffled at the behavior of Darian’s benyans and his shadow walker. The three people who should be willing to give their life for their fire walker were the three who seemed the most intent on ending his life. 

The situation had required many hours of the older Lyra’s time and they gradually came to understand what would make Kane continue to toss Darian from high structures. They even sometimes felt a bit of envy that they could not do the same thing to Darian, just sometimes, though they never mentioned that to anyone. They understood Patro’s refusal to deal with Darian without Kane, and they came to sympathize with Sarian’s desire in those early years to return to his home country rather than deal with Darian. And they questioned, many times, what game the gods were playing to choose such an idiot as Darian to be a fire walker for their race. 

It had not been so bad the last couple of thousand years, not like the first thousand when Kane and Darian seemed to try to kill each other on a regular basis. Kane was strong enough now that he did not have to come running for protection anymore so no one really knew how many times he or Darian struck out at each other. Apparently it still happens though, thought Trista, because that face screams I tried to hurt Darian, again, opps sorry. Sighing deeply Trista just shook her head at Kane. What could she say, she wanted to hurt Darian on a pretty regular basis herself. She just hoped that if it ever came down to it, where Darian needed the rest of his Lyra fighting at his side, she hoped they would actually be at his side and not at his back. 

Looking over at Hered she simple said, “I see you had no luck, I am open to ideas since I sense a bit of excitement through our connection to go with that hefty dose of disappointment I also feel.”

Hered gave an evil little smile as he filled both Trista and Kane in on what he thought they should do as the next step. Soon laughter rang through the air as first Trista, then Kane, understood just what Hered had in mind. The laughter sounded almost sinister as the implications of the plan sank in. The area in front of Trista’s home was soon clear as first one then the other stepped to find the other members of all three Lyra to fill them in on the plan. Taking a last look around, her meal completely forgotten, Trista squared her shoulders as she prepared to visit Darian and convince him to put his petty differences aside and work with everyone to deal with the watchers.

Stepping through the void to Darian’s house she was prepared to wait, it might be a long wait. He did hold a grudge like no one she had ever seen. Perhaps Darian’s daughter or mate would notice her standing outside the barrier, if she was truly lucky the barrier would not even be up and she could knock on the door.  

 

Chapter 4

 

Darian was furious as he stepped out into the safety of his bedroom. He needed a few minutes to collect himself and his bedroom seemed the best place for that to happen. He was sick of Kane tossing him off of the balcony. No matter how many times it had happened those first few moments were terrifying. Sure he could step through to a safe place now, had been able to for thousands of years, but the terror of the first time it had happened had never gone away. Maybe he did have a bit of a temper, and sure, maybe he did not think things through every time, but he was not an idiot. No matter how many times the rest of his Lyra insisted he was, he knew the truth. Besides, he had asked Carissa once if she thought he was an idiot and his mate assured him he was smart and funny and well, many other things but idiot was not one of them. If he was honest it kind of hurt his feelings when ever Kane did that. He had seen the bond Trista had with her Lyra, and the bond Kervin had with his Lyra, he wanted that kind of bond. If he had not gotten it in three thousand years there was not much chance he ever would. 

He would die for his Lyra, well, except maybe not Kane, and he believed if it came down to it his Lyra would die for him, but he could never really be certain of that. He had to believe Kane would not throw him off of high structures if he believed it would kill him. Although, thinking back to the very first time Kane had ever tossed him off of anything, when they journeyed to find Sarian, Darian was almost certain Kane actual tried to kill him that time. Or, at least, he tried to seriously hurt him. But to be fair, Darian had every intention of killing Kane when he made it back on the ship. He just could not figure Kane out. If Kane ever did manage to kill Darian both Kane and Patro would die within months, yet Kane still persisted in attempting to harm him. Darian snorted “And they claim I am the idiot.” With a deep sigh and a bit of a shrug of his shoulders Darian proceeded out of the room in search of Carissa. 

After a few minutes of searching Darian had still not found Carissa, but he did find Merriam, who still had not gotten rid of that blasted dog. Before the events two weeks ago Darian had, if not loved the dog, at least he had liked the dog. But the events of that day were burned into his memory. Returning home from the meeting to see Bowser, with all the bright colors, had reminding Darian just how close his daughter had been to the sorcerers and the untried, untested portal. He had demanded Merriam immediately get rid of the dog, but his daughter had refused to even consider getting rid of Bowser. 

It seemed that even his own mate would not take his side on the subject, even after she had been told the truth of how Bowser had really gotten his brightly colored fur. He had laid down the law that day and demanded the dog be sent to stay with the sorcerers only to have his daughter collapse in tears. The anguish he had caused Merriam, by trying to protect her, had brought his bond brothers running. They had felt the pain his daughter was going through and, dropping everything they were doing, had shown up outside his door that fateful day, demanding entry. 

He had almost gotten Sarian on his side, until Kane had mentioned the fact the sorcerers had the portal for months and did not seem to be adversely affected by it. Sarian was almost as protective of Merriam as he and Carissa were. Darian had wondered a time or two if Sarian had given up on having children of his own and that was why he was so close to Merriam. Births were few and far between in their race but Sarian was only three thousand years old, he still had thousands of years to have children of his own. 

“Merriam where is your mother, I have been looking for her everywhere?”

Merriam cocked one eyebrow up at her father, she knew he hated when she did that, and just looked at him a few seconds. She had found it really hard to forgive her father for not only trying to get rid of Bowser but for forbidding her to have anything to do with the sorcerers again. She had tried to sneak into the sorcerers wing but it seemed her father had anticipated word getting out about what the sorcerers were doing and had arranged for guards to be posted at key points. From what uncle Kane had told her all the doors leading outside in the sorcerers wing were locked, all the windows closed and locked and the only way anyone was allowed to enter or leave the wing was through the atrium. Life was so unfair.

After a moment when her father only stared back at her she finally muttered, “She went to the market. She said she would not be gone long.” Just as Merriam finished telling her father this she saw his eyes narrow as his head swiveled towards the front door. Merriam knew that look, someone was here. She could also tell her father was very upset about something so chances were he would not go to the door to greet whoever had just arrived. With a little smirk on her face Merriam headed toward the door.

“Merriam, do not dare open that door, I do not know who is on the other side.” Darian called to her just as she reached the door.

Merriam tilted her head to the side, thinking, the only way her dad would not know who was on the other side would be if the person was one of the older Lyra, or, one of the elder of the race. The chances that someone on the other side of the door was older than nine thousand years old was pretty slim Merriam thought as she opened the door. Smiling she greeted Trista and invited her into the house.

Leading Trista back to her father Merriam decided her day had just gotten a little more exciting. Right up until she glanced over at the father to see his furious expression. She was not sure if it was directed at her or at Trista but she did not like that look. Perhaps, she thought, I should listen from another room. Giving Trista another smile and a slight bow in respect of her position as a fire walker Merriam excused herself and skipped out of the room. Rounding the corner out of sight she suddenly picked up speed and all but slid into the room next to the one her father and Trista was in, she would be able to hear well if they just stayed in that room. A few moments later, after hearing her father grudgingly invite Trista to sit, Merriam did a little happy dance just before she settled under the airflow vent to listen. 

“What do you want Trista, I am not in the mood to play nice, be cooperative, or otherwise participate in whatever planning is going on at this moment. I am tired, I am frustrated, and all in all I just don’t care about whatever you came to talk to me about. And if Kane sent you, I really don’t care so don’t even bother.”

As Trista took a deep breath, prepared to give him grief for his attitude she noticed something she had never noticed before in all the times she had gone in search of him to try to smooth things over between him and Kane. Darian had a look of pain briefly cross his face when he had said Kane’s name, it was just a brief, fleeting look, but it told Trista something she would have never known if she had not been looking at Darian at just the right moment. And in that moment Trista wondered what it would be like to have one of her Lyra treat her as Kane treated Darian. For just a second she felt pity for Darian, really for his entire Lyra, it seemed they would never know the true bond possible between the members of a Lyra. Oh she knew they were close, she knew they were bonded, she even knew that most of the time they got along well. It was just, sometimes Darian did not think and those times usually caused problems for the rest of his Lyra. Squaring her shoulders Trista decided the best thing to do would be to worry about the problems in the Lyra Taricasia later. They had a race to save and feelings took second place to the race.

“I do not really care what you want, we have a race to save and you are needed. Whatever problems you are having with Kane will have to come after the problems we are having with our dragons and saving our race. You are needed and you will be the leader our people need whether you feel like it or not. Your mood is not really my problem. We have a plan to get information from the watchers and it requires your help.” Trista paused to gage whether she was getting through to Darian before she continued, a sly smile forming on her lips when she saw she had his complete attention from the moment she mentioned having a plan. “You can even bring Merriam and Carissa if you would like.”

“Ok, you have my interest, what is the plan?”

“Well, you know how much watchers hate having people around the tower? Except for the ceremonies we have been involved in the watchers tend to get uncomfortable when we show up near the tower.”

Darian, who was intelligent despite his impulsiveness and his illogical logic, began to laugh as he realized just what Trista was proposing. “When would you like us to gather around the tower?”

Trista smiled an evil smile, “Oh, I thought, well actually Hered came up with the plan, to have a picnic in the tower meadow and perhaps we could camp around the tower tonight. And since all the Lyra will be in the meadow perhaps we should bring our most trusted Elite with us to guard us as we sleep. And of course our mates and children and well those of us who have grandchildren, just have a nice little party in the meadow. Maybe a campfire or two, some fine alcohol, and music.”

“Why would we need to have Elite to watch us sleep? There is absolutely no one outside of Lyra and Dragons and of course the watchers that even know where the tower is located so no one could step to us during the night.” Darian stopped as it finally occurred to him just why Trista was suggesting they take their Elite with them, and mates and children. Not even Elite had ever been invited to the tower before. If members of the Lyra made the watchers uncomfortable, what would having the members of three Lyra, their families, and their Elites do to the watchers. Darian did a quick calculation and concluded that the minimum amount of people Trista was arranging to descend upon the tower was going to be in excess of thirty, well in excess of thirty. He began to laugh, sputtered a moment and finally, through his laughter asked the all important question, “What time would you like us to meet up, and where?”

“We thought perhaps we could meet in the park at my house two hours before dark. Oh yes, do call to Sarian to return, Kane said he had gone to speak with the Lyriants, and make sure Patro is on board with the plan also.” Trista stood up and just before she took the step that would take her to Kervin’s home she gave one last bit of advice. “Make sure you bring two of your Elite, if something happens and we need to leave, we need to make certain your child and mate can be returned home and neither are strong enough to step that far.” With that Trista stepped away. 

Moments later Merriam came dancing into the room happily singing, “I get to see the tower, I get to see the tower.”

Darian smiled to see his daughter so happy and, as he grabbed her up to hug her and swing her around the room he thought to himself, She makes everything worth doing.

  

 

Chapter 5

 

 Trista looked around at everyone gathered in her park and smiled. If this many people descending upon the watch tower did not get them some information nothing would. Motioning to Darian and Kervin to join her she walked a little away from the group. 

“With myself, my Lyra will be moving twenty-three people to the meadow. Do you both have a count of how many people will be coming with each of you?” 

Kervin shrugged and with a slightly evil grin volunteered, “We will have twenty-one people, counting myself of course.”

Darian looked back at the group of people mingling and swiveling his head back to Kervin he could not help but wonder, “Why does Trista have more people than you do. I expected both of you to have more than my group because we just do not have the children or grandchildren yet to have the numbers both of your Lyra have, but Trista has more than you do.”

Kervin gave a short little laugh, and rolling his eyes just a bit replied, “Our mates do not need a back up Elite to get them out of the meadow if everything goes sideways. With age comes strength and the ability to step greater distances. In reality we only needed to bring four Elite with us, but I made the call to bring an extra three just in case.”

Darian’s eyes widened, “Do you think I should have brought more? I brought thirteen people with me, so fourteen people including myself but only five Elite. One for each of our mates and one for Merriam.”

Trista snorted in laughter and looked back toward the group. After a moment of thought she looked back at Darian and Kervin, “By my calculations we have twenty-one Elite, fifty-six people total.”

Kervin interrupted her with the correction, “Fifty-eight people.”

Trista appeared to be deep in thought for a moment, nodding she continued “Fifty-eight people of which only twelve are at all authorized to be around the tower or even know where it is located.” A cynical twist on her lips she barked a laugh, “If forty-six unauthorized people descending upon the meadow does not work,” her shoulders drooped for a moment as she considered the plan may not work, “nothing will.” 

Kervin reached out to lay his hand upon Trista’s shoulder in comfort, but at the last moment caught himself. A fire walker could touch anyone in the race except another fire walker. The magic of their fires did not react well together when they came in contact with each other. Every fire walker learned this lesson at an early age. And as far as Kervin knew, every fire walker immediately scoffed at such a notion. He knew he had, so the fire walker before him had braced himself and reached out to smack him upside the head. The end result was both he and the fire walker who had trained him had gone flying through the air to land half a room apart. He had not faired as well as his trainer. In return he had repaid the favor by treating Trista to the same demonstration. He found out bracing did not help, at all. However, such a demonstration did keep your trainee from ever walking up to you and touching you. It was a painful lesson. 

Kervin looked at the other two fire walkers and then back at the group they had gathered. Shaking his head he muttered, “I have a bad feeling about this.” Taking a deep breath, and with a final shake of his head he closed his eyes. A moment later he opened them and headed back toward the group calling for everyone to gather around for last minute instructions. Trista and he had discussed the best way to approach the meadow with that many people in tow, but neither one had discussed it with Darian or his Lyra. 

Looking around to make sure he had everyone’s attention Kervin began, “What we are going to try has, to my knowledge never been done before. Never in our history has anyone not Lyra been to the meadow around the watch tower. Well, except once, two weeks ago but that was only one person, and was authorized by one of our bonded dragons. But, never have we been so desperate for information before. I am going to be honest, we do not know what to expect. Since no one can step to where they have never seen before each Lyra member will take two Elites with them when they step, then everyone step back here immediately. We have twenty-one Elite so my Lyra will step with their mates and back here. Once back here each Elite will take the family member they are assigned to and we will all step back to the tower meadow. Does everyone agree to this plan.” Kervin looked around but everyone was nodding, “In that case may the Shadow Goddess have mercy upon us and guide our travel. Trista, send one of your Elite through with Sarian.”

With a nod Trista turned to one of her Elite who soon made his way to Sarian’s side. Each member of the three Lyra grasped the arms of the ones they would carry with them until each one had two people. Finally Kervin, satisfied everyone was ready gave a nod, “Let’s go.” Taking a step the thirty-six people disappeared and just as suddenly stepped back into view. Most wearing a look of awe upon their faces they spread out, with the Elites going to their assigned charges to begin the next step of the plan. 

Looking around to make certain everyone had the items they were suppose to bring to have a party and stay the night Kervin gave the nod for everyone to step to the meadow. 

 

Chapter 6

 

 

Kervin looked around at the people filling the meadow and laughed. He began to walk toward the tower along with Trista and Darian and the other members of all three Lyra. Glancing back he noticed everyone was gazing in awe at the tower. They were still a distance from the tower when Kervin heard Darian start to speak.

“You know, I have been here a few times and I am almost certain that the tower has never pulsed that color before.”

Kervin glanced back at the tower, eyes widening before turning back to the rest of the people and shouting, “Get everyone to safety! Step back, step back!”

The Elites and the mates to Kervin’s Lyra all had a bit of a grimace upon their faces as Elite Bryol shouted back, “We can not step, it does not work.”

Kervin muttered, “I told you I had a bad feeling about this.” Who exactly he was suppose to have told was not clear.

From the distance wing beats could be heard and everyone in the meadow turned toward the sound, most with relief that finally they would see one of their dragons and get some answers. What they saw though was not what anyone expected. Not only was this not a Lyra bonded dragon, it was not even a dragon they had seen before. Not that they had ever seen any dragons but Lyra bonded dragons. No, this dragon was larger than any seen before and still a good distance away. 

As the dragon drew closer Kervin was busy trying to step his mate back to safety. He thought that maybe, since she could not step by herself, despite being strong enough, maybe if he added his power and strength to the task, but it was no use. Swallowing a knot in his throat he told his mate and the others to stay close to each other and he strode forward to meet this new dragon. He had to stop once and motion his Elites back but that was nothing the other Lyra were not also dealing with. 

Finally all three Lyra, twelve members in all, stood in front of the tower near the place of ceremonies. The Elites were busy moving the crowd of family members further away from the tower.

Darian was the first to give voice to what everyone could see, “It came through the portal.” Everyone had gone to Darian’s to see Bowser after that fateful day and everyone had seen what happened to anything thrown through the portal and dragged back to this side. This dragon did indeed look as though it had come through the portal. The only problem Kervin saw with Darian’s observation was the fact this dragon had to dwarf all of their dragons by such an enormous amount he was not sure it would have fit through the doors. And how such a dragon could have gotten past everyone around the portal was also a question. 

Kervin motioned everyone to back away a bit when he saw the dragon was going to be landing near the ceremony stones. Everyone had begun to step further away when Kervin noticed Darian had not only not moved, he seemed to be approaching the dragon who was in the process of landing. Eyes wide Kervin grabbed Sarian’s arm and, with a jerk, pulled him closer. 

“What by all that is holy is Darian doing?” Kervin quietly demanded.

Sarian, watching Darian, muttered “I do not know, but at a guess, trying to get us all killed knowing Darian.”

“Well ask him, quietly, mentally, to join the rest of us in giving that dragon some room.” Kervin pleaded with Sarian. Kane and Patro, easing closer both whispered “We can’t.” 

The others, hearing what was said gathered even closer. Kervin, still watching Darian, spared a brief moment to look in incredulous disbelief at Kane and Patro, before turning his attention back to Darian and the colorful dragon now settling down just mere feet in front of Darian.

“Why?” Kervin finally whispered.

Sarian whispered back, “Can you talk to your Lyra? Mentally?”

After a few seconds of silence a whispered “No.” Was heard from both Trista and Kervin with other mutters of “no” coming from different people in the group.

Kervin thought hard for a moment before coming to a decision. Squaring his shoulders he called to Darian, who seemed to be paying no attention to him at all. In fact, he seemed to be having a serious discussion with the dragon if all the hand gestures were anything to go by. Closing his eyes Kervin said a brief prayer to the Shadow Goddess Ariannia for safety for his people. He could hear others around him doing the same thing. 

Sarian glanced over at Kervin and asked, “Can you hear what they are saying?”

Kervin shook his head as did everyone else, “Not a word, if I did not see his mouth moving I would not believe he was saying anything.”

Kane gave a shudder of unease, “I recognize those hand gestures, Darian uses almost the same hand gestures every single time he tries to tell someone they are wrong.” 

Patro and Sarian both had almost identical looks of unease on their faces. With a deep breath Sarian agreed with Kane, “His stance is not good either, that is definitely his I am right and you are wrong stance. Look at his body language, I swear that is the stance he takes just before he starts shooting fire balls.”

Almost before the words were out of Sarian’s mouth the first fireball left Darian’s hand headed straight for the head of the new dragon. Eleven men and women tensed as they watched the fireball approach the head of the strange dragon. For two of the members the sight was one that would replay in their nightmares for many thousands of years as they watched their death warrant fly from the hands of their fire walker. 

The sight of the dragon exhaling a puff of air and causing the fireball to vanish caused more than one gasp from the watching Lyra. Eyes wide the eleven members of the three Lyra decided as one and without speaking that they had not moved far enough away. A quick glance around assured Kervin that the Elites and family members had moved a considerable distance and looked to still be moving further away. He hoped they were able to move a safe distance away but if Darian was going to shoot fireballs at an unknown dragon with unknown powers it might turn out no place on the planet was safe. Not for the first time Kervin cursed the gods who had given once such as Darian the power to lead their race.

Kervin was not the only one cursing the gods, and Darian. Kane was steady cursing not only the gods but clenching his hands over and over as he swore to beat Darian within an inch of his life. Suddenly Kane swallowed hard and fell silent staring at the dragon. Kervin, who had momentarily taken his eyes off the dragon to access everything else jerked his head back to the dragon to find the dragon was staring at them, all of them, and she did not appear to be happy if her body language was anything like the body language of their dragons. In fact the dragon seemed to be ignoring Darian, who had his arms crossed and appeared, from this distance, to be glaring at the dragon. The dragon, who was glaring at them.

Closing his eyes briefly Kelvin thought, This can not be good. “What do you think Darian said to her that would cause her to ignore him and glare at us.” He asked aloud, not really expecting anyone to be able to answer him.

Sarian gave a deep sigh, “You are talking about Darian, no one ever really knows what he is going to say or do. His logic is, different. I can not shield. Has anyone else noticed we can not move further back or is it just me?”

Trista, fear in her voice, whispered, “I was hoping I was just so scared my feet quit moving.”

Nalia, Shadow Walker for Kervin, with a whimper in her voice volunteered “I can’t move any further away either.” Kervin reached over to rest his hand on her shoulder in support while his two ice walkers moved closer to her. Kervin and his ice walkers were very protective of their petite shadow walker. The movement to close ranks around Nalia at least proved to them they could move as long as they did not try to move further away. 

The group stayed huddled together, fear thick in the air around them as each and every one realized just how badly they had erred with this plan. If the dragon in front of them chose to attack they had no way to protect themselves. Their shields were not working, they could not communicate mentally, they could move no further away, and based on what they had just seen Darian do, attacks against the dragon would not work. If the dragon in front of them attacked, it would doom their race to a quicker death than the change going on in the environment around them. Without the Lyra, their tapestry would begin to wither and the race would slowly die. 

All they could do was wait and pray that Darian did not continue to antagonize the strange dragon. Kane worked his shoulders for a moment and taking a few deep breaths volunteered to approach to duo in front of them and drag Darian away from the dragon, by force if necessary. Mutters of agreement reached his ears as he began the slow walk back to the ceremony stones where Darian was still standing, glaring at the dragon.

 

 

Chapter 7

 

Darian watched the unusual dragon approach. Giving voice to his thoughts he told the others, “It came through the portal.”

Busy staring at the colorful dragon in front of him he never noticed the others beginning to back away. Thoughts began to race through his mind, memories from his childhood of tales his mother would tell him at bedtime. Stiffening in outrage he realized just who, or what, the dragon landing  in front of him was. Furious he approached the dragon. He might not know her name but he knew her from his bedtime stories. If the portal was not a myth or legend but was indeed a real part of their history it stood to reason, in Darian’s mind, that the bedtime stories of this dragon must also be real. His fury, his impulsive nature, once again caused Darian to leap to a conclusion without gathering the facts. In true Darian fashion, without giving thought to being wrong Darian barely waited for the dragon to land before he denounced her and all that she had, in Darian’s mind, done. 

Unfortunately bedtime stories aren’t always true.

“You!! I know you! You are the one called Planet Killer! This,” gesturing to the greatly changed meadow around the tower, “is all your fault. You did this to our people. Not happy to kill our planet you came back for what? To kill us?” 

Tresimiaset drew back a bit in surprise as she settled on the ground in near the ceremony stones. It appeared she was not going to have to go looking for the goddess touched fire walker after all. It also appeared that the goddess Ariannia had given him more than his fair share of impulsiveness. 

She really hated when Ariannia gifted the Chosen with that extra bit of impulsiveness. It did make life more interesting but all the wars she had ever witnessed were started by Chosen such as this one. Tresimiaset was sure more wars were fought than just the ones she had witnessed but then again she slept most of the time. And of course, according to the other dragons this one had, just recently, started a war with, of all people, the Lyriant race. 

With a small mental sigh Tresimiaset hoped this one did not prove to be stupid as well as impulsive. She did not get the idea he was stupid from the other dragons. It appeared the things the other dragons had told her abut Darian were going to be correct. There was absolutely no way this Chosen one put any thought to approaching her in this manner. The others in the three Lyra seemed to be trying to put as much distance as possible between them and her.

She turned her attention back to the wee fire walker in front of her, he was furious. This should be interesting she thought. Planet killer was not a title she had ever before been given. Planet Walker was her correct title, and more than a few people had called her Planet Savior, Planet Maker, she was sure there were other titles she had been given, but never, in her memory, and her memory was faultless, had anyone ever called her a Planet Killer before. She wondered where he had gotten such a name for her.

As she lowered her head to rest on her front legs she began to speak to him through the mental connection she had hijacked from his dragon. She already knew that once Darian made up his mind it was very hard to change it. She knew also from what the other dragons had told her while she had them bound in the cave for the last two weeks with her catching up on events since last she was awake that to change Darian’s mind once he made it up was going to be take awhile. According to the others his logic worked differently than anyone else and his moral compass appeared to be slightly flawed. She did not get the idea that the flaw was always bad, just different. 

“You may address me as Tresimiaset, I do not care for this Planet Killer name you have created. Where did you get the idea I am a Planet Killer? I am not a Planet Killer, I do not kill planets, I walk them. I am the Planet Walker.”

“Do not try that with me. My mother told me all about you when I was a child. I thought you were just a story told to me at bedtime but I can see you. If the portals are real then you are too.”

Tresimiaset thought about what he said, try as she might though she could not see how stories his mother had told him had anything to do with the events the other dragons had told her had occurred on the planet in the last three years. Nor could she find any reason for his mother to have told Darian stories in which she was labeled a planet killer. Watching Darian she thought she might have a bit more difficulty than she originally thought. When she was flying over here it never occurred to her there was any way Darian could possibly blame her for the events occurring on the planet. It was not logical. With a mental sigh again she realized just what the other dragons meant when they claimed Darian had a logic all his own. 

“I will kill you before I let you hurt my people anymore. I will destroy you where you stand. No one is going to come to my planet and hurt my people. Not you, not anyone. I will destroy you. It is my job to protect my people and I will protect them with my very last breath.”

Since Tresimiaset had access to every memory the other dragons had after performing her own memory ceremony with them two weeks ago she recognized the body language Darian was displaying from the memories of his dragon. She knew before the fireball even left his hands that he was preparing to throw one at her. Before it could hit her she puffed out a small amount of air and destroyed the fireball. Why he thought attacking her was somehow protecting his people was going to take some more investigating. 

Having thrown the fireball and watched the dragon, Tresimiaset, destroy it with no effort at all Darian was stumped as to what to do next. He had tried to shield before throwing the fireball and found his shield did not work. He had tried to call to the others to get them to attack with him only to find he could not hear them or communicate with them in any way. He had tried to call aloud to them without taking his eyes from the threat in front of him but he had received no reply. He dared not take his eyes from the threat in front of him but he dearly wanted to check on his Lyra and the others in the meadow. 

While he stood glaring, arms crossed, at the danger in front of him she appeared to be glaring at something behind him. He did not notice, not really, his mind was busy trying to recall any information he could about the stories his mother had told him as a child. He hoped if he could remember enough he would know how to beat her, or if she could be beaten. There must be a way or his people would have perished long ago. The fact they were still here told him that when a planet killer came there must be a way to destroy it. And maybe if he destroyed the planet killer the planet would go back to the way it was before the incident three years ago. 

While these thoughts were going through Darian’s mind, Tresimiaset was busy listening to the others. It appeared that rather than come to the aid of their fire walker the others were intent on beating him. Glaring at the others she wondered how she was going to fix this situation and what Ariannia could have been thinking to let a bond be so fractured within a Lyra. There was no greater bond than a Lyra bond but it appeared from what she was hearing that Darian’s Lyra had no great love for him. He was a Chosen one, how could they not love him? If they could see Ariannia’s touch on him like she could they would love him for that alone. She did not even know if she could fix this situation with Darian.

With a fractured bond it was no wonder Darian had flawed morals and unusual logic. The Lyra bond help stabilize a fire walker. The soul threads from each person flowed strongest to the fire walker of that generation. Good or bad the soul threads all flowed through the fire walker. It was up to the bond to balance a fire walker, and Darian was not well balanced. 

Tresimiaset watched the one ice walker approaching. She recognized him, she knew all of them, from the memories she had gotten from their dragons. The one approaching was Kane, and he was the one who most often went after Darian. Before she went much further she was really going to  have to require all the Lyra share their memories with her. She could not fix this mess they had created without knowing their thoughts, their memories. Still watching Kane she noticed the closer he got to her and Darian the slower his footsteps became. If he got much slower he would be backing up again. Tresimiaset snorted in amusement. 

Kane was also, Tresimiaset remembered, the one hiding Malory from Darian. So many things wrong in this time she was not even sure where to start. As another fireball flew toward her she sighed, puffed it away, and made her decision. She would get Darian straightened out first. He could not go around lobbing fire balls at her. It was not done. 

Decision made Tresimiaset looped her tail around Darian and pulled him close to her mouth. With her powers she only needed one drop of blood to have every memory Darian had ever had. Using the tip of her tail she allowed the small needle in the end of her tail, created just for extracting memories from others, to stab Darian. The needle was small and barely drew a drop of blood but a drop was all she needed. She gently licked the small wound, her saliva closing the wound while her tongue drew the droplet of blood from Darian’s skin. She gently lowered Darian to the ground and using her tail she held him steady while she studied his memories.

Sighing she looked down at Kane who, seeing what she had done with Darian was actually trying to rescue Darian from her tail. Unsuccessfully, but he was trying, which completely surprised Tresimiaset. She wondered for a moment if Kane was trying in a effort to save his own life, knowing it would end if Darian’s ended, or did he actually have some bonded feelings for Darian. According to the memories she was studying from Darian, he would not and did not know the answer to the question either. Their dragons did not even understand the emotions and the bond the Lyra shared. Seems it had only been this morning Darian had himself wondered if Kane would have his back if the need arose. 

Tresimiaset eyed the approaching group of Lyra. She had no way of knowing whether they were thinking of coming to Darian’s aid or Kane’s, she really, really needed all their memories. First things first, she froze all of the Lyra, including Darian and began again to review Darian’s memories. The memories of the stories his mother had told him as a child were faint but for her they were whole. The same memories would be faint and fragmented when Darian had tried to pull them from the recesses of his mind. Tresimiaset wanted to beat her head against the ground. With the abilities available to the Lyra by way of their watchers and the memory, or watch tower there was absolutely no way they should not be renewing their memories often. No memories from any Lyra should have ever been lost. They should have been adding their memories to the tower every year and sometimes more often than that. 

After reviewing the memories Tresimiaset began to tell the stories to Darian and the other eleven Lyra members almost as Darian’s mother had told the stories. Since Darian had obviously not been making use of the tower like a good little fire walker his review of his memories were less complete than her review. As she told the twelve Lyra members the stories she felt Darian stiffen. He had forgotten some very important details about Tresimiaset. Some details his mother had not known, such as the dragon’s name. But the important details, such as the fact Tresimiaset returned when destruction of the race was at hand was one detail the children stories had gotten right. Darian had remembered, incorrectly, the dragon and destruction of the race and grouped the two as one. The children stories had also apparently told the tale that as one planet died, or trouble arose, a portal dragon always arrived to lead the race to a new planet. Darian’s memories had the dragon killing the planet.

As she finished the tale she could feel through the blood connection she now had with Darian his acceptance of her story. She could feel his remembrance of the tales his mother told, now complete with her help. She gently let him go when she felt his acceptance and returned to him his ability to speak and move. She waited to see what he would say. She was amused at the memories she had gotten from Kirrilla about Darian’s version of an apology. She really hoped he gave her an apology. She needed something to amuse her after all the disappointment she had faced and had yet to face when it came to the direction the race had taken in her long sleep. Oh please let him apologize Tresimiaset thought. As Darian began to speak amusement bubbled through Tresimiaset, it appeared she was going to get her wish.

In true Darian fashion he began his apology by assigning blame, “This is all your fault you know. I would not have thrown a fireball at you if you were not the colors of a portal. My daughter had a white dog and now she doesn’t. I am guessing that is your fault also. You should fix the dog.” Darian began to wave his hands around and his voice rose with each word. “This fancy color thing you have going on does not help your stance you know. You look just like a portal. If you had announced yourself before coming here we would have been prepared but no, you had to just show up. You have only yourself to blame for me throwing a fireball at you, I hope you understand that. Maybe next time you should put some thought into how you approach people.”

Thinking back to the memories she had grabbed from the other dragons she had released Darian’s Lyra with a thought about halfway through his blame game apology. It seemed these apologies were much funny if Sarian, Kane and Patro became involved. Immediately the three men began trying to speak over Darian. But Darian appeared to be on a roll and since he was still in the circle of her tail the three men could not get to him. 

Sarian began screaming at Darian “Shut up man, for the love of all the gods and goddesses will you shut up. And apologize to the nice, huge, can puff your fireballs away with ease dragon.”

Kane and Patro were likewise attempting to get Darian to be quiet and apologize. 

Tresimiaset watched and listened as the four men continued to argue. Darian was not only refusing to give what Sarian considered a proper apology but was now insisting he was owed an apology while assuring the other three men his apology was right, proper and above all entirely unnecessary.

Darian looked at the three in disgust, “I did apologize. It was her own fault. If she had not shown up looking like a, well you see her, she obviously came through the portal. She owes us an apology. She had to have come through Central and probably scared our people half to death. Did you see how big she is? We don’t even know if Central is still standing. Not only that, she owes me an apology for Bowser too. That is most certainly her fault. In fact, she owes me an apology for letting me think I owed her an apology.”

The three men gaped at Darian. 

Oh yes, thought Tresimiaset, that logic was pure Ariannia logic. It was not enough to give Darian an extra dose of impulsiveness she had also shared her unusual ability to skewer logic beyond all recognition. Tresimiaset gave an involuntary mental shudder, that kind of logic was the very reason Ariannia and her uncle were feuding. That logic was what started wars and destroyed planets. That logic could not be fixed. This was going to be an interesting time to be awake.

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8

 

Still enclosed within the confines of the tail of the most unusual dragon Darian was coming to terms with how much his life, all of their lives were changing. He still did not know where his dragon was, he did not understand where this new dragon had come from, and he still was without a plan to save his people. But the story she had just finished telling them gave him hope. 

So he had not remembered the bedtime stories just like his mother had told him. Maybe he had gotten a few minor details wrong but this new dragon did not help matters flying in like she had, looking like she did. She really did owe him an apology for him throwing fire balls at her. No matter what his Lyra said, it was her fault. What Darian could not understand was why his Lyra could not see it the same way he saw it. Anytime something happened his Lyra always blamed him, even when it was clearly not his fault.

She did not seem upset, if anything he had heard her snort the same kind of sound the other dragons made when they were amused. He wished he knew why she had stabbed him with some little needle she had in the end of her tail. Struggling to move the tail he realized he was not going anywhere until she moved it. If the story she had just told them was correct she was here to save them, all of them. Not just the Deyarian race but also the Lyriant race. The sounds of his Lyra faded away causing Darian to look up at the dragon in front of him. He flinched when he saw the glare she was wearing while looking at… what was she looking at? Glancing behind him he saw the dragon was glaring at his Lyra, maybe at all the Lyra?

Since she was not glaring at him it seemed he was right about her being the one to owe him an apology. Before he could say anything though she began again to speak into his mind. He did not like what she had to say, not one little bit. 

I need the one called Malory. Darian heard the words clearly in his mind but he did not believe them. No way was this dragon expecting him to produce that, that evil, vile youngling. Perhaps she did not realize how deceitful sorcerers could be but he would be happy to tell her. 

“Not only can I not produce Malory, I would not if I could.” Darian smugly assured Tresimiaset.

And now it appeared he was the one who she was going to glare at. Well let her, she obviously did not know what sorcerers were like if she was wanting one. Unless, maybe, Darian thought, she did know and she was going to rid him of the sorcerer who started this whole portal mess.

I do not expect you to produce him, I expect you to tell Kane to produce him. It was not a request in case you thought it was, it was an order. I do not like to be ignored, disregarded, or disobeyed. You may want to remember that. I can make your life very unpleasant. I have your dragon, have had her for the last two weeks by the way.

Unease slithered down Darian’s spine at this announcement. That sounded much like a threat to him. Darian was thinking, and thinking hard. Somethings were just not adding up in his mind. When Tresimiaset had told him the story earlier he could feel the others, not just his Lyra, but all the Lyra’s. He should not be able to feel Krista and Kervin’s Lyras. He could feel they were hearing the same story he heard. The fact that this dragon had been able to let him feel the others in her story to him spoke of unheard of ability. He could not feel them anymore. He tried to call to Kane but he could not feel Kane mentally. It was like an emptiness where his Lyra should be and that feeling, or that lack of feeling had never been there before. It was frightening.

Swallowing hard Darian called out to Kane, who he could see on the other side of the tail still holding him in place. Kane, who had been watching the dragon turned his attention to Darian. 

“Kane, she wants you to bring Malory here, to her.” Darian could not keep the disgust from his voice as he told Kane what the dragon had requested. 

Kane’s eyebrows shot upwards in surprise and he glanced to Sarian, then to Patro and finally back to the dragon in front of them. 

“Any idea why she wants Malory? She did not tell me she wanted Malory.” Eyes now narrowed in suspicion Kane continued, “She can speak to us, I know, she just told us a story.” Kane directed his attention back to Darian. The look of suspicion on his face clear. Kane obviously did not believe Darian.

I did say I expect to be obeyed. You will repeat my instructions to retrieve Malory. Did I mention I have your dragon. I have Kane’s also. Tresimiaset’s mental voice sounded a bit peeved to Darian.

“Uh, Kane, she is beginning to sound a bit upset. She did mention she has your dragon. Maybe you could, I don’t know, go get Malory. Maybe now!” Darian was beginning to be concerned about the fate of his dragon.

At this announcement all three of the men on the other side of the tail jerked in surprise, shock on their faces. Looking past his Lyra he could see the others a bit further back. They did not seem to be moving closer but they were close enough to have heard what he just said and they too had expressions of shock upon their faces.

Kane tried to speak but nothing came out, he tried again and finally managed, “We can’t leave, remember we tried to step away as soon as she,” pointing at Tresimiaset, “arrived. If I can’t leave I can not get Malory.”

Tresimiaset snorted, which caused the four men gathered around her to jump.

Tell your ice walker SHE has a name. Tresimiaset. He should learn to use it, I am going to be around for a long time. Tell him to go get Malory, NOW. Oh, and tell him to come back immediately. With Malory, without telling anyone what is going on here, without bringing anyone else back with him but Malory.

Darian really wished he could be on the other side of the tail. He had a brief moment where he wondered why she did not tell Kane herself but for once his impulsiveness gave way to self preservation, or maybe it was fear for his bonded dragon. Either way he dutifully repeated what she had told him to Kane.

For a moment Kane just stood there in silence, the entire meadow was silent. Then, squaring his shoulders Kane took a step and disappeared.

Everyone gave a start of surprise. Dismay soon filled everyone’s face. Tresimiaset snorted again. As before it caused the three men to jump. Darian shuddered as once more that voice filled his mind. 

Why does everyone seem bent on leaving. We are just getting started. I sent your families home in case you are wondering. They left the supplies behind. They also left their memories of this event behind. They believe you are in a meeting. Send the others to get the supplies. Everyone will be hungry before we are done. Smart to bring food and supplies to spend the night. Almost like you knew you would be in a meeting that may run a few days long. Do not think it will become a habit to have your elders fetch and carry for you. In fact, you and yours should go with them to help. It is not the job of an elder to wait upon the young. At that announcement Tresimiaset lifted her tail out of the way and settled back to observe how Darian would handle this latest command. 

Looking at Tresimiaset first Darian then turned to the others. Kervin and Trista were oh so slowly moving closer. 

Swallowing the lump in his throat and hoping he did not look as afraid as he was he dutifully told the others, “Tresimiaset requests,” a quick glance back assured him she was not going to quibble of his use of the word request, yet. “She said she sent everyone home with no memory of being here. They left the supplies and we are to fetch them. Seems we are going to be here a day or so.” 

With one more glance at Tresimiaset Darian took off in the direction the Elites and family had gone just a short time ago. The others soon fell into step behind him and were just as surprised as he was when they came to the supplies neatly laid upon the ground with no sign of the family or Elites who had retreated this direction. Everyone was silent as they gathered the supplies and headed back toward the unusual dragon. Darian did not know if it was because they, like he, were trying to process what had happened and was still happening, or if it was because Tresimiaset was still in control of them. He was afraid to ask.

Back with the bundles of food and camping supplies everyone laid them out on the ground near the tower but not too close. Uncertain what to do everyone just shuffled around taking turns staring at Tresimiaset and each other. Knowing she had their dragons had put a greater fear into them than they would have thought possible. They were afraid to even speak for fear she would hurt their beloved dragons. 

Soon Kane stepped back with Malory and things went more than a little sideways. Eyes wide in a combination of shock and surprise, the men and women in the meadow watched as Malory took one look at Darian, screamed and began to run. Darian, with a look of disgust on his face just shook his head. Kane, Patro and Sarian all just lowered their heads into their hands for a moment as if praying for strength. 

Where he was thought he was running to would be a mystery. What he thought he would accomplish by running would also be a mystery. If he had been looking where he was going he would have picked a different direction. Everyone in the meadow, including Darian winced when Malory, in his heedless flight, ran smack into Tresimiaset and landed on his back out of breath, looking up into her face.

Malory promptly passed out.

Darian, face still filled with disgust, looked down at Malory then looked at Kane. “I thought you broke him of running away.”

Kane, taking a deep breath as people often needed to do when dealing with Darian muttered, “He isn’t a puppy one can train you know. If you would quit threatening to kill him it might be easier.”

Before Darian could say anything Tresimiaset surprised everyone by declaring, This one belongs to me. 

As the twelve members of all three Lyras watched in shock Tresimiaset gently picked up Malory and approached the ceremony stones. Before they realized what Tresimiaset intended she had preformed what appeared to be the bonding ceremony. Darian watched with narrowed eyes as the dragon backed away from the stones, then gently lay Malory on the ground between her front legs. He could see Malory had regained consciousness and was staring at Tresimiaset with a look of utter awe upon his face. Much the same look he had seen on his Lyra the day they bonded with their dragons almost three thousand years ago. Much like the awe he felt with his dragon. 

Closing his eyes briefly, Darian tried to regain his calm and consider what this development could mean. A sorcerer bonded to a powerful dragon, there was no help for it, he was definitely going to have to kill Malory. No matter how much pain the death brought him. He could not let a sorcerer have that kind of power. This gathering at the tower had been such a bad idea. He turned to glare at Hered, he knew who to blame for this mess. 

 

 

Chapter 9

 

Malory had been startled when Kane had shown up at the house. It was Kane’s house but Malory was certain Kane had said he would be gone until the next day. Malory became concerned when Kane had announced he needed Malory to go with him to the tower. The last time he had been at the tower the dragons had gotten his memories and disappeared. Of course Darian blamed him for the disappearance. No one had seen or heard from the dragons since that day. 

The debacle with Merriam, and then the dragons disappearing, had Darian more against sorcerers than Malory had believed possible. Malory had been afraid of Darian for most of his life but nothing to compare with the terror of the last two weeks. He was too afraid to ask Kane if Darian would be at the tower. After the last couple of times, when Kane had brought him to meetings with the scientists and sorcerers he knew Darian was just waiting for the chance to kill him. He no longer believed Darian’s claim that as the fire walker to the tapestry he could not kill one of his people without pain. Well, maybe he believed it, but he also believed Darian’s hatred had reached the point that Darian was willing to risk the pain to ensure Malory died. A slow painful death if he remembered the last thing Darian said to him, and he remembered. 

Try as he may Malory could not swallow the lump that had formed in his throat as soon as Kane told him he was needed at the tower. Kane looked worried, almost frightened. Anything that frightened Kane was not something Malory wanted to be around. Darian must have talked the others into killing him. That was the only explanation Malory had for the look on Kane’s face. 

Kane, mind on Tresimiaset, had not payed attention to Malory at all. If he had been he might would have been able to reassure him. Although considering Kane was frightened of the new dragon his assurance would have been a tad insincere. But Kane was considerate enough he would have tried. Unfortunately he had other things on his mind and those things were so grave he missed the look of terror on Malory’s face as he grabbed his arm and stepped back to the tower.

The first thing Malory saw as he appeared in the meadow was Darian and Darian did not look happy. Malory’s terror became too much for his young mind to deal with and, with a scream, he took off running only to run into something and bounce back. 

Looking up at what he had hit Malory saw the most beautiful, terrifying sight he had ever seen. The fragile youth, unable to cope with the terror, did the only thing he could do. He fainted. His last thought was of Darian feeding him to a dragon. 

Moments later Malory came to, still laying on the ground. Staring up at the dragon above him he no longer felt terror, instead he felt safe. He felt as though he belonged for the first time in his young life. He could not explain it but the colorful dragon above him was his whole life. He felt as though he had known her forever. He felt whole, as though a part of him was missing that he had not known about was suddenly no longer missing. She was the most beautiful sight in the world and she was his. And he, well he was hers.

He even knew her name, Tresimiaset. Malory was not even confused about how he knew so much about her because he had memories of her, of what she was. This link was incredible. He understood so much he had not known before. Things that would have taken him a lifetime to research were just there as though they had always been because of the link. 

Rising to his feet Malory could not resist reaching out to stroke her nose. It was like the softest velvet. And she was so colorful, all the colors of the portal. But that would make sense considering she was the portal maker, the planet walker, she and she alone could create portals from one world to another. Malory gave a small little laugh of delight. He understood so much now. 

The more memories he became aware of the more laughter bubbled up inside of him. It seems the link made him all but impossible to kill. Not even Darian could destroy him now. In fact, he had been difficult to kill since he had created the portal. The portal he created using a memory stone created from the blood of Tresimiaset. The stone he had cut his hand on when trying to pry it out of the corner of the closet where he had found it. Seemed when he had bleed on the stone it had created a partial link to Tresimiaset and brought her from her goddess induced slumber into a more natural one. 

The  next memory was not so pleasant, it seemed Darian was a Chosen and also would be difficult to kill. At least, not by the watchers and it was the watchers job to kill the members of a Lyra if the fire walker went rogue. The watchers, and now Tresimiaset, were the only ones with the power to kill a fire walker. Well, they could be killed, just  not easily. They had to be taken by surprise and since they could feel others they really could not be surprised. 

Neither he nor Darian would live forever, but it did appear they would both live much longer than either believed possible for one of their race. Which meant that the entire Lyra Darian was a part of was destined to live thousands of years beyond the  normal life span. Oh wasn’t that going to suck, living thousands of years past the normal span, sharing a planet with Darian. 

Gazing in awe at Tresimiaset he told her, “It will be worth putting up with Darian to live those years with you.”

He is a bit difficult, but then the Chosen are always difficult. I gave you the memories you need of me and what I am, what you are now and how this connection came to be, but you do not have all of the memories. You are still mortal and no mortal could contain all of my memories.

“I know,” Malory assured her, “I understand so much now.”

You may understand, but you do realize no one else understands anything that is going on? You will be my tongue to teach the others what must be done. I fear we have not much time to do all that must be done. Oh, and Darian, still wants to kill you. That is unacceptable. Tell him so. Now. The only plotting anyone will be doing is the plotting to get off this planet as quickly as possible.

“Darian, Tresimiaset said quit plotting to kill me. She said it is unacceptable.” Malory turned to look at Darian as he finished speaking. He found all twelve members of the Lyras staring at him in disbelief, and in Darian’s case disgust. As one eleven heads swiveled to look at Darian and back to Malory then continued up to gaze at Tresimiaset before turning again to look at Darian. It was almost, thought Malory, as though they were all controlled by one string.

In the meantime Darian had not moved even a little. The sneer of disgust on his face seemed to be etched in place, as though carved in stone. And still the other eleven Lyra stared, Darian to Malory to Tresimiaset. Like they were on some magical loop. No one spoke, the only movement the swiveling heads. Finally Tresimiaset snorted.

I have Darian’s memories, I need the rest of them. Tell them to approach one at a time and use the stones as memory stones should be used. The will bleed upon them as is proper and I will have their past. This leadership disturbs me greatly and I can not fix what I do not understand.

“But,” confusion in his voice Malory asked, “Why don’t you tell them? Those memories you shared, I see what you can…”

Before he could continue Tresimiaset spoke once more in his mind, “People do not like to be controlled, no one likes to be controlled. If I control them, force them to approach the stones, force them to deliver a drop of blood to me, they will resent me more than they already do. I have controlled them enough today. I want their cooperation, they will feel more in control of the situation, they will feel like they are contributing to the solution if we let them contribute. If I force them I will have to continue forcing them through the entire process. I could speak to each of them, tell them what I want, but my voice in their head, when they can not reach their dragons causes them discomfort. They feel it is a control issue. 

“If you don’t have their memories how can you know how they feel?” Malory wished Tresimiaset had given him more memories now. He thought when he had awoken bonded to her, he had all he needed but, well she had told him he did not. 

I know how they feel because it is as it has always been. Feelings do not change though laws and governments and even the land may change, people still feel. Ariannia says everything happens as it must, when it must and we have to trust that to be true. She also knows me, she knows what I have found I will not let continue. So changing things, that must happen because I can have it no other way. The things I do, I do because I must, and since I feel it must happen then it is right that is does happen.

“I do not think they will listen to me. I know the memories you shared with me make me feel older, wiser, and more capable, but they know I am young, too young for the responsibilities you are giving me.” Malory hesitated before continuing, “I do not feel up to what you are asking me to do. Give orders to the leaders of our race, Darian hates me, they will not listen to one so young.”

They will listen because they must listen. Trust me and trust the bond we have. You are stronger than you think.

“Tresimiaset has requested..” Before Malory could continue he again heard Tresimiaset in his mind.

It was not a request, a request can be denied, it was instructions for saving the race. You may tell them the first step to saving the race starts with them sharing with me the memories they have.

“My apologies Lyra, Tresimiaset said this is the first step in saving the race, not a request after all but rather step one. With the exception of Darian everyone is to approach the ceremony stones and share with her a drop of your blood. She needs your memories to find how best to help us.” Malory confidence was at an all time high as he relayed the information to the others. 

He knew he should be quaking in his shoes to be giving instructions to the Lyra but he wasn’t. He knew the bond with Tresimiaset was the reason and planned on having a long talk with her about how the link had changed him. He did not even feel like the same person anymore. He knew because of the bond he was the only person who could question her without qualm. He could question her motives, her decisions and her actions. He did not really understand it. Memories only gave him so much information and he did not know just how to interpret the information he now had. Standing between her front legs he felt he could take on the world. He wondered, briefly, if he would still feel that way when he was not around her or if he would go back to being the frighted youth of that morning.

He watched the others discussing the situation and wished he could hear what they were saying. Finally he watched as, with one last look at Tresimiaset and himself the Lyra all approached the ceremony stones and, one at a time, did something he could not see before each one stepped away and gave room to the next in line. Finally each member of all three Lyra stepped away from the ceremony stone area and rejoined Darian, who had not moved the entire time.

Tresimiaset moved away from him and approached the stones. He could not see from his vantage point exactly what she did and from the way the others were craning their necks to see he did not believe they knew exactly what she was doing either. Maybe they did, they were bonded to dragons themselves.

After a moment Tresimiaset returned to the spot she had been occupying since she had arrived. Malory could feel her displeasure but he had no idea what had caused it. Before he could ask her about the emotions he could feel through the bond she spoke. He knew she spoke to all the Lyra and not just him this time.

Take your supplies and find a place to camp, further out from the tower, you cause it unease this close. You need not go far, I have to examine these memories you have shared. I am sure you will want to eat, I am even more sure you will want to drink. When I better understand what we are dealing with I will be able to plan. Until then, you can not leave here. Your families and Elites you were foolish enough to bring here do not expect you to return from your meeting for a few days. Now go, I will call you when I am ready. Leave food and a bedroll for my bonded. He will sleep where he is tonight.

After some shuffling around the Lyra, all twelve members, began to move further away, taking the supplies with them after leaving Malory a bedroll and food. They even thought to leave him a bottle of wine, not knowing Malory had never been in a position to buy wine, and therefore had never had any. He thought he better leave it for another day.

As he watched the others leave Tresimiaset spoke to him. I know you have many questions but I need to sort these memories I have now. You can go ahead and eat and you should get some rest. You will find you are more tired than you might think after what you have been through. The memories do change you to a degree.

As she spoke she settled into a better position while curling her tail around Malory like a mini barrier. She knew being around her gave him a feeling of safety and belonging and she was large enough he could stretch out comfortably in the safety of the enclosure she had created for him with her tail. She also knew from the past that her bonded always ended up using her for a pillow. It was just one more thing that had always been.




 

 

Chapter 10

 

Darian was not happy, none of the Lyra were happy. They were worried about their dragons, they were concerned about the new dragon. The were battling a mixture of hope and dismay. The new dragon had caused both emotions in them by her appearance, her story, and her claim she had their dragons. No one knew just what to say and everyone was reluctant to be the first to say anything. 

As they set up camp Kervin finally began to speak. The others paused what they were doing for a moment to listen. When they realized Kervin had  not stopped setting up camp but instead was working and talking they followed his lead and continued to set up camp while they listened.

“I do not know what is going on. Nothing in our history has prepared us for one such as that. I don’t know if our dragons knew and did not tell us, but I do not see how that is possible. I thought our bond would have kept them from keeping such a secret. They did not even say anything to us when they found out about the portal. Actually, they were not even the ones to tell us of the portal, it was Sarian who told me. By the time I found out the dragons had disappeared. I can feel Tervintis only faintly, I can not tell where he is, how he is or speak to him. I just feel our bond is there. What kind of power does this dragon possess which lets her hide my dragon from me? What does she really plan for our race? Can she save us or is she our doom? Were we wrong to give our memories to her?” Kervin had began to ramble with his questions. 

He was still strong but he was aging, he was one of the elders of the race at almost nine thousand years. Sometimes the elders rambled a little. 

Now it was Nalia who gave comfort to Kervin. She leaned against his shoulder and whispered to him for a moment. Kervin’s face lightened and he smiled.  

Nalia motioned Hered and Sarian over to her and began to speak to them. Darian could not hear what was said, no one could hear what was said but in a moment Sarian and Hered both smiled, turned and headed back to their fire-walkers.

“Darian, you can see soul threads, turn and look at her and tell me, what does the soul of that dragon look like to you?” Sarian really hoped what Nalia had suggested would work. If anyone could see the soul of the dragon it would be the fire-walkers. Even though no ice-walker or shadow-walker could see the soul of another they trusted their fire-walkers when it came to how pure a soul looked. No one had even thought to look within the dragon to ‘see’ if she was pure of soul. 

With narrowed eyes Darian turned to ‘look’ at the dragon called Tresimiaset. All three fire-walkers had turned their attention to the strange new dragon and as one all three gave exclamations of surprise and stepped back.

Gripping Darian’s shoulder Kane demanded “What, what does she look like? Is her soul pure? Come on talk to us.” Kane began to shake Darian in an attempt to get his attention. Patro and Sarian, watching became concerned when they noticed all of the fire-walkers appeared to be captivated by the dragon. No one could get the attention of the fire-walkers though each one had someone trying. 

Giving a shout Hered told the others, get between your fire-walker and the dragon to break the gaze. Sarian saw Hered was supporting, or trying to support Trista who had sank to her knees with a dazed expression on her face. Turning back  he saw Patro step in front of Darian in an attempt to break his fixed gaze while Kane still shook him to try to bring him out of what was beginning to look like a trance. 

As soon as Patro had blocked Darian’s view of Tresimiaset Darian too sank to his knees, a rapt expression on his face. Sarian saw Patro and Kane share a look then as one they turned to look at him then back to each other. Kane and Patro had knelt down beside Darian. Finally Kane looked up at Sarian and told him “That look, I have seen it before.”

Sarian, confused asked, “What look?”

Nodding at Darian, who was still in a daze, Kane repeated, “That look.”

Beside Darian, Patro was nodding, “Yeah, that look.”

When nothing else was forthcoming Sarian finally, exasperated asked, “Well?”

Kane and Patro both replied, “It’s you.” 

Sarian blinked a couple of times and took a deep breath. Nodding he told them, “uh huh, me, yes I completely understand because that make perfect sense. I don’t suppose you might want to, I don’t know, try again maybe?”

Kane spoke up before Patro could this time and shrugging his shoulders he told Sarian, “Darian has always said your soul is the most beautiful sight in the entire world. He claims it is more beautiful than Hered’s or Nalia’s, or even both of them put together. Sometimes, when we have been fighting, he will make sure you are not looking at him and he ‘looks’ at you. Like the sight of your soul comforts him. Your forbade him to look at you or tell you how beautiful you were when we were kids, but, well you were grown, but we were still very young. You tried to stay away from us back then, but Darian would share with us how beautiful you were. You were a man grown and he could not understand why you did not want to hear how beautiful you were, none of us understood. Now we understand but we also know it was never you, the person, it was you, the soul, Darian described. By the time we understood why a man, grown, would have problems with Darian’s description he had learned not to ‘see’ you where you could complain. But that look,” nodding toward Darian, “that look is a greater awe than your soul has ever, well, it is like he is looking at you, but more.”

Patro, still nodding, glanced over at Trista, then Kervin and finally back to Sarian. “And he is not the only one with that look on his face.”

Kane and Sarian looked at the other two Lyra gathered around their fire-walkers. It was clear from the look of awe on the others faces the others had come to the same conclusion Kane and Patro had reached. 

“I see. So you are telling me that the look on their faces is because the dragon has a beautiful soul?” Sarian was trying to make sense of what he was seeing and hearing. Not having a close bond with his Lyra meant somethings did not get discussed. 

Kane shrugged, “I can only guess but until Darian snaps out of this daze he is in, that is going to be my guess. You can ask Hered or Nalia if you want.”

Almost before Kane had finished speaking Sarian was striding to Hered to talk to him. Kane watched him pause at Hered, speak, and move on to Nalia. After a moment Sarian slowly made his way back to Kane.

“You were right, they both agree their fire-walkers have much the same look when they look at their shadow-walkers as the one Darian is now wearing. By the way, I asked them if they could communicate mentally with their fire-walkers and they both said no. Apparently Tresimiaset, what a mouthful, I wonder if she would mind if we shortened it? Anyway, they said she apparently stopped the mental ability though they still ‘feel’ everyone in their Lyra.”

“She glows.” Whispered Darian.

Patro, Kane, and Sarian jerked their attention back to Darian.

Darian was looking at the three members of his Lyra and he repeated, “She glows. It is like looking at Sarian’s soul magnified.”

The three shuffled their feet for a moment before Kane demanded, “So you are saying we can trust her? She has a pure soul?”

Darian glared at Kane, “Trust her? Trust her? Did you hear what I said? She GLOWS!”

“Uh Darian, we can’t see what you see, we have never been able to see what you see, we don’t even understand what you see, so you will forgive us if we don’t know what you mean exactly?” Patro was trying to reason out why Darian was now upset.

Gesturing to Tresimiaset with his hand, Darian repeated, “She glows!”

Taking a deep breath Kane told him, “Yeah, we understand she glows, what we don’t understand is what that means.”

Turning to gesture to Sarian Darian told them, “He is like a, well he doesn’t, he does but, not like, she glows, Sarian is a weak glow compared to her. And Nalia and Hered even weaker still, unless you ask Trista what Hered looks like, she, I think, sees Hered like I see Sarian. And Kervin sees Nalia like I see Sarian, but Trista does not see Nalia or Sarian like she sees Hered. We have talked you know. To each of us our own shadow-walker is like a glowing beauty, but her” gesturing to Tresimiaset again, “She makes all of the shadow-walkers almost invisible.” 

Almost before he had finished trying to explain the glowing of a pure soul to people who would never see Darian was striding away to where Trista and Kervin were standing. His Lyra jogged to catch up reaching them just in time to hear Darian ask, awe evident in his voice, “Did you see? Does she glow?”

Trista replied, “Like a sun.”

Kervin sounded choked up when he spoke, “More beautiful than anything I have ever seen.”

“Do you think we can keep her? I mean forever?” Darian was hesitant when he asked the question.

Kervin swallowed a couple of times before replying in a hushed voice, “Oh Shadows I hope so. I certainly hope so. If you upset her even one time Darian I swear I will throw you from the top of a mountain myself!” Kervin sounded rather fierce by the time he finished speaking.

“Upset her, upset her, are you crazy? I think she is the Shadow Goddess. I have never believed in gods or goddesses before, but that must be what she is, it must be.” Darian finally told them.

Trista looked at Kervin and they both turned to look at Darian. He narrowed his eyes when he saw the look of disbelief of their faces. But before he could say anything Kervin, much to everyone’s surprise except Trista, agreed with him. “I believe you are right. I can not believe I am agreeing with you about something like this but I really think you are right.”

Trista was nodding, “How else could she lock everyone in the meadow, hide our dragons, meddle with our abilities, and send our families home with their memories altered?”

Sarian, eyes wide with disbelief, voice shaking, voiced the fear the others were sharing, “Do you mean to tell me we have a god in our meadow?”

“Goddess, the Shadow Goddess, yes, that is what I am telling you.” Darian pointed out.

“God, Goddess, does it really matter at this point? You attacked her! Are you telling me you attacked a Goddess, and she let you live?” Sarian’s voice was climbing as his fear of what the fire-walkers were telling them sank in.

Darian looked thoughtful for a moment before shrugging, “Why would she kill me, it was her fault for surprising us like she did. Besides, it isn’t like I could hurt the Shadow Goddess so why would she need to kill me? Did you think that out before you said it?”

Trista was biting her lower lip by the time Darian finished talking while Kervin had turned away and was gripping Nalia’s shoulder, tightly, while trying to regain his composure. Kane heard him mutter, “It is about to get ugly, again.”

It seemed everyone in the meadow, with the exception of Darian, took a deep breath. Those deep breaths so common when dealing with Darian. Then Patro made a move that surprised everyone. He tackled Kane. Just about the time Kane hit the ground Sarian was right there helping Patro hold Kane on the ground. Patro looked up at Kervin and shouted, “Don’t just stand there, take Darian somewhere else. The last thing we need is these two fighting.

Kervin looked down at Patro in surprise, “Honestly I don’t know what you expect me to do. I can’t touch him.’

Patro looked defeated for just a moment as he realized Kervin was right. If Darian did not want to go anywhere, the others in the meadow could not touch him. Or at least the fire-walkers could not touch him. However, there was no reason why the other ice-walkers could not help him bind Kane, or even attempt to bind Darian. If their powers were working. Which after a brief struggle Patro realized he did not have his powers, so it was not likely the others did either. 

Another deep breath and Patro started trying to reason with Kane, who had been steadily muttering “I will break every bone in his body” for the last couple of minutes. If Patro had not tackled him he would have Darian on the ground by now. But Patro knew Kane, he had recognized the look on his face and had tackled him just in time. Now he was floored as to what to do with him. Glancing at Sarian it was clear he had no idea either. Usually Kane attacked Darian, they fought for awhile, and eventually separated for days or weeks. Patro was sure fighting, with a goddess in the meadow with them, would be a bad idea. 

She may not have killed Darian before but no one knew how long her patience with Darian would last. The last thing anyone wanted to do was find out. Out of patience with Kane, Patro finally drew his fist back and punched him. Shocked Kane looked up at Patro with a dazed expression on his face. With Kane’s attention firmly on Patro, Sarian took the time to start trying to reason with him.

“Do you really want to draw the Shadow Goddess’s attention by attacking Darian? If she did not attack Darian when he attacked her do you think she will appreciate you attacking Darian?” Sarian had no idea whether the Goddess would mind or not but he was willing to say anything to prevent the fight he could see happening. It was a good thing for all concerned that this bit of logic settled Kane’s anger. Everyone in the meadow would have been surprised at how much Tresimiaset would mind anyone attacking Darian. And one day, it would not be today, but one day they would find out just how Tresimiaset felt about anyone attacking one of Ariannia’s Chosen.

“Well, somehow we are going to have to keep Darian away from the Goddess. You know how he is, what happens when she gets fed up with him?” Kane’s worry was the same worry as everyone else in the meadow, with the exception of Darian. 

Darian, to no ones surprise, took exception to this declaration of Kane’s. As he opened his mouth to defend himself Kervin surprised him, “Shut it Darian, we can not afford to fight. Just, just shut up. Not another word unless it concerns what we are going to do next.”

Darian looked at him, startled, “What we are going to do next is whatever the Shadow Goddess tells us to do.” Everyone was stunned to hear Darian say that but his next words had everyone groaning, “Unless of course we don’t like what she says.”

Before another argument could start, Nalia, quiet, shy Nalia declared she was hungry. Hearing her voice surprised the others into silence. Nalia very rarely talked and usually only to her Lyra. Hearing her reminded the others how long it had been since they had eaten and soon the meadow was filled with the sounds and smells of campfires and food. 

As night began to fall on the meadow everyone arranged their bedding for the night and one by one settled in to sleep. The only exceptions were the three fire-walkers who had silently seemed to come to some kind of agreement and lay propped up on elbows in the bedrolls watching the one they believed to be the Shadow Goddess. Unable to resist the beauty of the soul they had seen the three watched her with the sight only they could use. Each loath to turn in and miss even one more moment of using their gift to see a beauty they would have never believed existed. The last thing they remembered before falling asleep was a sudden bright flare of the golden glow of the soul they watched.

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 11

 

Tresimiaset looked down upon her bonded as he ate and fixed his bedroll. In moments, with her help, he was asleep and still she watched him. Inch by inch Malory eased closer to her in his sleep. Soon he was curled against her and using her for a pillow. 

She had been keeping an eye on the others and had noticed when they realized the fire walkers might be able to use soul sight on her. She could not help but laugh to herself at the reaction of the fire walkers. She got that reaction every time. What surprised her was the assumption they made after seeing her soul. They believed she was Ariannia. She had to admit this time she had awaken in was full of surprises. Some were good, most were bad. She was not pleased to be mistaken for her goddess. 

She watched as the group bedded down for the night. She watched the fire walkers bed down in such a way that they could prop themselves on their elbows and watch her. She did not kid herself that they watched her the planet walker, no they watched her soul. Unfortunately, with everything needing to be done in the days and months ahead she needed them rested so, with a boost of power she sent them to sleep. 

With everyone secure around the tower she prepared to study the memories she had gotten. She needed to decide what to do about the watchers soon. But that task could wait. As she settled down to study each memory she knew, from the memories she had gotten from their dragons, she was not going to be pleased with the memories the Lyra contributed to her. 

 

***

 

Several hours later Tresimiaset was almost furious. The memories these people had were not memories of a life she could support. When the ways of the people had changed, and for what reason she could not even begin to guess. She was thankful for the ice walker Patro, for without his voracious appetite for books she would be woefully short on information. She was going to have to send for the Elite called Bryol. 

She had turned her head to stare at the tower often during the night. At a loss to understand why the Lyra were not constantly renewing memories. Without the renewing the tower weakened. And without the renewing, the memories the tower held became older and less useful. Of the twelve memories she now held from the Lyras, none of them had any memory of the need to keep the tower stable. The dragons had not had the memory of renewing memories often either. Oh they contributed big events, but renewal was an ongoing thing, or it should be. They had not learned to renew their memories from the tower, only from the stones created in their lifetime.

She was going to have to add these memories to the tower, along with Malory’s, and once she had Bryol she would copy his memories into the tower also. Some memories would be false memories but she was at a loss how to handle the situation as it stood now. Not this memory tower of course, she had realized in the cave this one would have to be abandoned with the planet. The new memory tower on the new planet would be where all these memories would go.

She was going to have to tap into the memories of the tower and find out when, exactly, the memories had stopped. She would have done that first if she had not had so much to settle with so many people in the meadow around the tower. Having decided on her next approach she wasted no time approaching the tower. She sent the command out to ensure everyone slept through what she was about to do. Moments later, having joined with the tower as only she could she grieved for the past recorded within the memories. How the race had survived was a testament to their strength. Seeing what was wrought in the past she understood better how the people could have come to such a pass. Somehow she was going to have to make certain when next she slept these things did not again happen.

To have lost so many in a plague, it was good that a few watchers had survived else the Lyra of the time would have had no notion of how to go on. Pity the watchers who had survived had been too young to know how the race should have gone on. Having to struggle to figure out how to access the memories, having to try to explain to the young Lyra of the time who had survived. So much information had been lost. No memories of the dragons had been recorded. If the dragons were not lost in the plague of the time, how could they have lost the path also. But the memories did not reflect the history of the dragons past the plague. She had to concede the possibility the dragons had been lost also. At least, the elder dragons had been lost. From what little she could get from the memories of time past, only dragons just from their eggs must have survived the ravages of the time.

The only memories past the plague recorded into the tower were the ceremonies the Lyra and dragons had participated in to bind Lyra to dragon. And some special events, but those were few and far between. The last one had occurred when Malory’s memories of the portal creation were woven into the tower. The watchers and dragons had figured out how to share their memories with each other, but not much beyond sharing the memories of their own lifetimes. They had figured out some things, but not enough for the future of a tower.

Tresimiaset could not change the past, but she could ensure such things never happened again. When the new tower was created she would change it somehow to train the watchers of the future. She was not certain how she would manage to do such a thing, she would find a way.

As dawn began to lighten the sky she felt she had a reasonable amount of information to begin the race on the correct path. She had to laugh a little to herself about the dog, Bowser. It had been a few planets ago since such a thing had happened. Without her guidance the people had gone about exploring the portal entirely wrong. Between her and Malory they would start the people on the right path. 

Haste would have to be made if they were to get everyone moved before the portals she would create closed. Since she did not create the first portal she was uncertain if the time frame began from the creation of the first portal, or if it would begin from when she and Malory embarked upon their journey to open all the portals they would need. From sun meet to sun meet would be all the time they had. To be safe she would assume the sun meet began the day Malory created the portal. 

 With her infallible memory she began to calculate how long until the next sun meet. The current portal had been opened almost five months past. This planet, with twenty-five hour days, took exactly three hundred and seventy-five days to circle their star. When the planet next rose to meet the sun again in the same spot was just over ten months from now. One revolution around the sun, sun meet to sun meet, for a moment Tresimiaset was filled with despair. How to evacuate her people from around the planet in just ten short months?

Though her people were the Deyarians, the Lyriants were essential to the survival of the race, and always followed her people. Some stupid agreement a lesser god had made with Ariannia to tie the races together. Thanks to Darian the Deyarians were at war with the very people they needed to survive. She could not even begin to imagine how this situation could be fixed. When they came to this planet the Deyarians had enslaved the Lyriants to force them to come. She knew the current leadership would not do that. Other plans would have to be made.

For a moment her attention was diverted as she tried to imagine something entirely different. Why in all the shadows had Darian’s parents named him a name so similar to the name of the race. She was not sure if they had a sense of humor, or a burst of idiocy when naming Darian. She snorted, Darian the Deyarian. Why, the names were almost identical. If you said them fast they were identical. People would name their children the strangest things. 

As sun light touched the valley she allowed everyone to awaken. She was unsurprised to see the first people to awaken were the watchers she had felt in the tower. She could feel the flurry of activity taking place in the tower as the watchers took up the frantic search they had been on since the memory stone had been added to the tower two weeks ago. Without the knowledge they needed to really use the tower the watchers were as blind men searching for something they could not see and had no description of. Although she suspected they would eventually come to her for information, they had not exited the tower even when the meadow filled with strangers to the tower. 

The watchers apparently trusted the tower’s defenses to protect the tower. That was not a mistake they would make again after she gave them a new tower. The hidden location of the tower was always the first defense, the lack of people allowed to visit and learn the location was the second defense. But the main defense was the watchers themselves. Apparently they did not know how to use their powers. Since she had no memories from any watchers at all in the tower since the plague until this generation, she wondered if the watchers even knew they had powers. She thought it probable they had no knowledge of the power they wielded. 

Apparently the watchers only knew how to add memories and barely understood how to draw memories from the tower. She was going to have to get memories from the watchers next. She had never imagined having to gather memories from watchers. The watch tower was the depositor of all their memories. Every visit to the tower by the watchers should have, well thought Tresimiaset, one more thing to add to the list of things. It could be done as easily after the move as before. More so since afterward they would have time. It was fortunate the watchers and dragons had learned to share with each other, but unnecessary if the tower was maintained correctly. The watchers were not even adding the memory stones they collected to the proper place in the tower.

Maybe it was a good thing the watchers had no idea of their power. Had they known they would have emptied the meadow before she had even left the cave with all of the Lyra bonded dragons. She would have had to gather everyone again. This lack of knowledge had saved her time. Time they apparently were going to need if they were going to save the races.

She watched as next the Lyra woke and looked around. She could sense the confusion from a couple as they tried to place where they were and what had happened. She knew from the memories a couple of them were certainly not morning people. The confusion on their faces was comical. As they woke more fully she could see dawning comprehension of all the faces as each one turned her direction. 

Looking down she saw Malory was still sleeping. She knew from his memories he was a morning person so he should have been one of the first to awaken. She could make a guess as to why he had not. This past night’s sleep was probably the first one he had felt safe in his memory. If no one disturbed him it was likely he would sleep many more hours before awakening. Though she was loath to disturb his sleep he was needed. He would have many such nights, in fact every night for the rest of his considerably extended life would be filled with security. With a gentle nudge she soon had him awake. 

“Eat little one, we have much work to do.” With a thought Tresimiaset sent the same basic instructions to the Lyra. As they all made preparations to break their fast she turned her attention once more to the watchers in the tower. She felt they  did not have the knowledge to find what they sought. She would have to call them forth from the tower to listen as she told the leaders how little time they had and what would have to be done. A moment of thought and all the watchers heard her mental command to come forth as soon as they broke their fast. And she demanded they take the time to break their fast first.

She knew the leaders would be pleased to find, with Malory’s help, she could open as many portals, in as many locations as the race would need to move. The leaders would not be pleased to find the race had barely ten months to leave the planet or they would be left behind when the portals closed. Always before the race had time to prepare, to gather, to store, before the first portal was opened. 

At least she could reassure them of one thing. Her magic meant any portal she opened would always open to a planet they could inhabit. They would not have to worry if they could survive, she could assure them of that. Unfortunately, she could not assure them the planet would be free from danger. Often other creatures lived where they would travel. On this planet the Versioameni had been thriving when she had opened a portal to the planet. Since the Versioameni belonged to Ariannia’s brother, he had created the race, moving to the planet was not a problem. Some agreement between Ariannia and her brother had been worked out before Ariannia had guided the opening of the first portal. 

Tresimiaset did not know who owned the next planet. Well, owned was a rather strong word. Someone had created it, she just did not know which god or goddess it had been. She also did not know what dangerous creatures or plants might be on the planet. Nor did she know if the denizens of the new planet would be welcoming or hostile. She only knew Ariannia had created her to open safe planets and safe was a relative term. 

Soon the Lyra, Malory, and the watchers were finished with their repast and gathered around her to find out what information she had. Malory, linked and bonded to her, felt safe and secure everything would work out for the best. The watchers and the Lyra on the other hand, were worried and afraid for the uncertain future.  

 

Chapter 12

 

Darian, impulsive as was his nature was the first to speak, what he had to say startled everyone in the meadow. “We are yours to command.”

Even Tresimiaset was surprised to hear those words from Darian, at least, without the qualifier. She knew they believed her to be Ariannia, the Shadow Goddess. She also knew from listening in to the conversations last night that Darian had determined everyone would follow her directions. Unless they did not like the directions was Darian’s qualifier. They were certainly not going to like her directions so being hers to command was going to last just until she directed them on what they were to do first. 

“That is nice to know. Untrue as you will soon believe it to be. Unfortunately for you, whether you like what I have to say or not you will have to follow the plan if you want the race to survive. I have good news and I have bad news. First off I would appreciate it if you would rid yourself of the notion I am Ariannia. I am no more Ariannia than any of you. I was created by Ariannia, just as all of you were, except, you are descendants of her original creations, I am an original. I am the only one in existence and there can never be another one like me. Ariannia still directs your paths, still gets involved in your lives but not as she once did. She still watches out for you, else I would not be awake and ready to lead you to the next world. But, I am not Ariannia.”

Tresimiaset saw the doubt and dismay on the faces around her but no other assurance could she make without letting secrets be revealed too soon. Secrets that were not hers to reveal. Everyone was trying to speak at the same time so she thought it would be better, and the meeting would be shorter, if she shut everyone up for the time being. A thought and the deed was done. Frustration was the most common expression on everyone’s face as they realized all communication had, again, been taken away. 

“We will be here for days if you interrupt me each time I say something you do not like. The first thing you need to know is Malory is my bonded rider. After today everything you need to discuss with me can go through him, unless it it an emergency.” Tresimiaset stared at Darian, “And if anyone has a problem with that you might as well get over it now. Malory will need your help to help me open the portals.” She turned her attention away from Darian to note the pleased surprise on the faces of the Lyra. 

With a quick nod of her head she continued, “Yes, I did say portals. I can open as many portals as I need to open, in as many locations as I need to open them. And I will need to open a great many. That is part of the bad news. From the time I open the first portal until it closes is one sun meet to one sun meet. All the portals are linked to the first portal and when it closes, they all close. So from the day the first portal opened, we have three-hundred and seventy-five days to get everyone off this planet.”

Every eye in the meadow turned to Malory in that instant. No one knew the exact day the first portal was created but Malory. Without the ability to talk all they could do was stare. A worried whisper reached Tresimiaset just then, “But I don’t know what day the portal opened.”

When Malory’s voice drifted out across the meadow everyone tried to talk but found they still had no voice to speak. Darian’s face showed his fury. Tresimiaset had other things to worry about though. 

When she spoke again it was only in the mind of her bonded. You do not have to know, I know from your memories. If you search your memories you will know what I know of the event. Then you will know what day and, you can mark it on the calendars of your people. They will need to know the exact day, for I spoke true. When next the sun meets the sky in the same place as that day, the portal will close. When I am done speaking to everyone you need to study the memories you now have and learn. You will need to know what we have to do to save the people. For now listen and you will learn what to search for in the memories you have now.

“He knows, he just did not realize he knew. When we are done here planning will still have to take place. But for now I need you to listen as I tell you what I can do, what I will do, and what you will need to do, all of you. Get comfortable, this will take awhile. When I am done, then and only then will you be allowed to ask questions.”

Looking around at everyone in the meadow Tresimiaset waited as they got comfortable. Or, she thought to herself, as comfortable as they were likely to get in this situation.

“I almost do not know where to begin. You, as a people, have lost so many memories of not only who you are, but what you can do, what you should do, what I do.” Everyone could feel the frustration in the voice of the dragon speaking in their minds. “I am Tresimiaset. I am the Planet Walker. I open the portals to take the race from one planet to another. I am not often needed, but when I am called from my slumber it is because the survival of your race depends on you moving on to another planet. Any planet my portals can open a path to will always be one survivable to the race. I can open only one portal, to this new world, by myself. All the other portals have to be opened with an anchor. In this case Malory, my bonded rider, is my anchor to this world when I cross the portal. I will cross the portal created, I may can fit into that building, and into that room, if I can not, the building and room will have to come down. I have to cross the open portal in order to anchor it on the other side. Once anchored all portals created by me, using an anchor on this side, will open to that planet. If not anchored, any portal opened by me would just lead to other planets. We do not want that. In fact, I am forbidden to do that by Ariannia herself. So if you see something you don’t like on this new planet, tough. You will need to decide where each portal will be created, you will need to have someone step Malory to the place to anchor the portal, I will open a portal and we will move on to the next place. I will be on the other planet each time this is done, I will be able to speak to Malory, but I will not come back across while creating the portals unless it is urgent. You see, you will know the best places to place portals on this world, but I will have to explore the other world wing stroke by wing stroke to find where to bring the portals out. You may scatter as many portals here as you feel you need to. If you have one family somewhere, give them a portal. But understand this, you will not have as many portals on the other side as you have here. I can link portals to one anchored portal on the other side to bring many out into one place. These are things to plan for but remember, we have a time frame that can not be ignored. Portals will need to be opened where the Lyriants live, I do not care about your wars, you need them and you will bring all who will come. Now I am sure you have questions,and I will answer your questions, but my suggestion is for the watchers to retire to their tower and discuss this while the Lyra return to where they camped and discuss the questions they want to ask. I will not have everyone talking over each other, so pick a spokesperson.” As she finished this last statement she stared at the Lyra before adding, “Not Darian, pick someone else, I would prefer Patro.” With that statement she returned the power of speech to everyone in the meadow and gave them what could only be termed as a boost to send them each away from her.

The watchers were startled to be set on their feet and kind of pushed toward the tower but each of them took off at a run toward the tower. Tresimiaset did not know if it was the safety they sought, or they could not wait to talk about what they had just learned. They Lyra were no less surprised to find themselves ‘pushed’ upright and in the direction of their camp from the night before.

When everyone was away Malory, still sitting against Tresimiaset asked, “If you can hear our thoughts, why do they have to discuss everything before they return? Why can’t you just answer the questions they have in their minds?”

What did I tell you of control little one? They need to feel they have some measure of control over what is to occur. I need them to be able to plan because most of the planning will be done by them. I can not take over without causing problems. They need to plan for problems and try to find solutions. I do not know the people, they do not know me. How then would it be if I had to fly from home to home, city to city telling people what to do? Do you think they would listen? They would not. They would go straight to their leaders for guidance. Let the leaders find out now, before we start, what they have to plan. They will miss things, I will tell them when I think there is other things they have not thought to plan.

 

Chapter 13

 

Darian looked at the other Lyra in disgust, “Can you believe that. What is wrong with me being the spokesperson for us? Who better to be the spokesperson than the ranking fire walker on the planet?”

Even knowing Darian did not stop the others from looking at him in stupefied fascination. Kervin even closed his eyes and shook his head as though he could not believe what he had just heard.

Kane could not stop the sarcasm spewing from his mouth, “Exactly, who better than the ranking fire walker to be our spokesperson. The one who single handedly put us at war with the Lyriants because of his ability to say the wrong thing at the wrong time. I can not believe she does not want you as our spokesperson.”

When Darian glared at him in fury he just shrugged and turned toward Patro, who was standing with a confused look on his face. When Patro noticed the others were turning to look at him he shook his  head to clear it and could  not help but ask if anyone knew what he had done to be elected spokesperson by the dragon. Since no one had any idea they let it drop and began to brainstorm what questions they needed to ask in order to better understand their roles in the upcoming months. The main question everyone seemed to want to know was what happened if they did not make it through the portals in the time frame provided.

After several heated arguments the Lyra felt they had the basic questions they needed to start with and would be able to add more only when they had the answers to the current questions. Another heated argument arose about how to approach the dragon. The argument was cut short abruptly when Tresimiaset called to them to return. 

When they were once again standing before the dragon she surprised them when once again all communication was severed with the exception of Patro. 

Patro, still nervous about being chosen to be the spokesperson looked once around the meadow at the others before squaring his shoulders. He may not know why he was chosen but he had been a co-leader of the people long enough to be able to lead in a just and fair manner, without hesitation. Looking up at Tresimiaset he revised his thoughts, without much hesitation.

“What happens if everyone does not make it through the portals in time?” 

Tresimiaset tilting her head to the side briefly, was not surprised at this, the first question. Malory was correct with his knowledge she could have known each question before they returned. But Tresimiaset had set her mind to another task and left the leaders to plan the questions. She was not going to know what questions they planned until they asked. 

“No one will be left behind. Not a Deyarian. It is not possible. I am not saying some may not chose to stay, but they will not be able to stay. Were they able to stay, they would die once the portals closed.”

She could tell by the look upon each face the answer had surprised them. But rather than expanding on the question Patro moved to the next question. Tresimiaset had chosen Patro wisely, but then she had his memories and she knew how he sought knowledge so she was not surprised. Patro was a scholar and knew better than to be diverted from the path. 

“Will we be able to bring everything? Specifically we need to know if we are going to have to start over from nothing or will we be able to bring our possessions, our crop seeds, our herd animals and boats? We need boats we assume but how to get one through a portal is beyond our ability to fathom. Can it be done?” Patro was really hoping the answers to those questions were positive ones. They did not even know if the new world had waters boats could navigate but they could not imagine a world without large bodies of water. 

Everyone waited anxiously on the answers to those questions. Some worried about boats because it would be better not to share a land with the Lyriant race but they had to stay connected somehow. Some hoped the Versioameni would come though they so far steadfastly refused to consider it. They worried for herd animals and keeping their people fed. Each of the men and women standing in the meadow listening to the dragon, with the exception of Malory, were or had been leaders for the race. Each one connected to tens of thousands of souls, knew the loss of even one would be felt. They worried for the future of the race and Tresimiaset honored them for their concern. 

“The reason so many portals will be created is to enable everyone to bring every item they can bring. Houses, of course, can not be brought but wagon loads of material must go through. Building must begin on the new planet as soon as possible. Crop seeds must come through for you do not know what the new planet has to offer. All the food that can be gathered must be brought through the portals. The herd animals will go through. The boats are much trickier to manage. I am not saying it can not be done, but the planning to get one through the portal is not something easily done. It can be done, and I agree a few need to go through, but most will have to be left behind. A dry dock and a wrench to pull the ship through a portal, not easily done. It is easier by far to send material through and build on the other side.”

“How large can you make a portal? You said you have to go through the one at Central, but, even though it is of great size you will not fit so how can we do what you have asked. How can you go through the portal when it is not large enough? Does this doom us before we have begun?” the worry on Patro’s face was apparent when he asked this question.

Tresimiaset snorted, “It is my portal, of course I will fit. The size of the portal does not matter in the way you imagine it to matter. Were it small enough for only my head it would still be of size enough for me. It stretches to accommodate what ever you chose to send through it. It is one reason why I tell you ships can go through, if you can but build the platform, on both sides of the portal, to send one through. You could not take a ship and try to put it in sideways did you have the means to move it. Some part of what you send through must breach the portal for the portal to open.”

“What happens should we not be able to persuade the Lyriant race to follow us? What will we do?” 

She had been waiting for just such a question. She remembered the last move, the Deyarians had enslaved the Lyriants to move them, not all of them, but enough, and having taken them hostage, originally, had refused to release them once the move was complete. When last she slept the Lyriants had served the Deyarians, unwillingly. She would not see that happen again. But having their memories she knew slavery was not something they were considering. She had to make certain they did not start considering it as an option. 

“You have trade partners, those trade partners have friends and families. Anyone with an ounce of intelligence can see the planet is failing. The crops are not as prosperous, the landscape has changed, streams and rivers no longer flow where they once flowed. You have connections to save many, you can not save all I do not believe. You can save as many as will be saved.”

“Why do you say not one of our race will be left behind, yet not all of the Lyriants can be saved?” Patro, having asked all the questions of most interest to the Lyra had begun his next step of exploring the answers to the questions he had been asked.

“Every person in the race is connected to a Lyra, the youngest Lyra have not yet connected to everyone, the oldest stopped connecting thousands of years ago, so are not connected to the youngest. But between the three Lyra, everyone is woven into the tapestry. Every woven strand can be pulled. This is something forgotten by your people. It can be relearned, it must be relearned.” By the time Tresimiaset finished speaking everyone was looking at her with expressions ranging from confusion to stunned disbelief and one face was wearing a smirk. From the memories she had she knew Darian had long believed something like what she had just said could be done. From the time he found he could pull himself to his Ship of the Line no matter where in the world it sailed he had believed he could manipulate the soul threads somehow. He had never tried for fear of harming one of his own, but he had wondered if it was possible. She could tell some did not understand what she was talking about. In fact, looking at them she believed the only ones with an understanding of what she had just revealed was Darian’s bond brothers. They each one had turned to stare at him.  He had discussed it with them only to have them dismiss what he had said with scoffing laughter. The others had not noticed Patro, Kane, and Sarian’s attention to Darian yet but they would soon. She needed to get their attention before that happened. Quietly she whispered into Darian and his bond brothers minds, “Some knowledge you should not share. Quickly now, before the others wonder why you stare so at Darian, give me your attention while I tell them what you already guessed.”

As Patro and his bond brothers jerked their attention back to Tresimiaset they all wondered why they should not share that Darian had guessed long ago people could be pulled to him by their soul threads. They had never tried it, they felt it too dangerous and had all but forbidden Darian to try. If she was now telling them it was possible, and was going to train them, why keep it a secret that Darian had long believed it possible. They each one planned to ask her when they first got a chance.

Looking around at each of the Lyra Tresimiaset began to explain just how it was no Deyarian could be left behind. “Each of you have the ability to trace a soul thread to the person it belongs to. At some point, when everyone you can find, has crossed a portal you will all cross over to the next planet. When that happens you will feel a tug from anyone left behind. You will follow that tug to the ones you did not find and you will take Malory with you. We will open a portal and you will send them through, or they will die.” Almost before she had finished speaking everyone was shaking their head, not in disbelief but in refusal. Surprised at such an act, she never would have imagined any one of them refusing to save one of their own, especially when they knew they would feel the loss, she tried to figure out why they refused. She could have read their surface thoughts, she had been doing that often from the beginning, but she needed to move their communication away from her being intrusive and into a more open communication.

“Why? Why would you refuse to save your own? Knowing the cost to yourselves?”

Patro looked at her in disbelief, “No one wants to be multicolored. Oh it looks beautiful on you, but it would not look beautiful on us. We are not crossing back over once we go through. Nope, not gonna happen. We have a dog and…” 

Before Patro could finish Tresimiaset snorted in laughter and interrupted him, “The portal has no anchor on the other side. You can not explore an unanchored portal without consequences. And before you ask, no I can not get the dog back white. But it is a beautiful dog. And before you ask, no I have not seen the dog. I have seen your memories. That memory was high in each of you. Once anchored the colors will not wash back on anyone. Malory will be the last Deyarian to leave this planet. He will only leave when each of you can assure me no one tugs your soul save him. He will tug your soul Darian. But when he is the only tug left, then he will come across the portal.”

“What about any Lyriants who have not crossed over, can they still come through the portal if Malory is on the other side? Will you leave him here until the last?” The concern in Patro’s verse was unmistakable. Tresimiaset wondered if the concern was for Malory who would stay behind, or the Lyriants who may not have crossed. 

“Malory will be the last person to cross, he will stay till near the end. Any Lyriants crossing the portals after he leaves the planet will have a one way trip. They can cross over but unless they want to look like Bowser they can not cross back here. Instructions will have to be left for any who may find them. I do expect many Lyriants will be willing to cross with you. Without being able to feel them you can not save them all. I think I have answered enough questions to get you started. What I need you to do is return to the place you call Central and start planning portals. You have town leaders to meet with and explain the evacuation of the planet, you have maps to pour over, you have enough plans to start. I will stay here and meet with the watchers. When you have a plan for portals, when you have meet with your town leaders and feel you can start the evacuation I will meet with you again. You have a deadline. Meet the deadline or die and watch your people slowly die. If that does not encourage you to speed things up I have nothing else. You have seven sunrises from today to get something started. Bring me your plans and I will tell you what works or does not work. I will be releasing your dragons back to you today. Kane, you will return in two sunrises for Malory. He can mind-speak me from anywhere so you will want him in the meetings.  All the meetings. And keep the blasted scientists away from my portal, I feel the disturbance of it until it is anchored.” With that final instruction Tresimiaset returned all communication to the Lyra and sent a mental command to the dragons hidden deep within her sleep chamber releasing them back to their Lyra. 

The Lyra stood for a moment in stunned disbelief at all the information they had received until Darian gave a shout startling everyone. “Kirrilla, I hear Kirrilla!”

“Yes, yes, I did tell you I would release them, now go and start your plans.” With that final instruction she turned from the Lyra and walked away, Malory walking beside her with his hand resting upon her hide.

 

 

Chapter 14

 

Even the dismal news and the dismissal the dragon had just given them did not stop the happiness flooding through the twelve men and women standing in the meadow. They had not realized just how much they needed their dragons until all contact with them had been lost. Now, even though they had instructions to leave and return to Central, not a single person stepped away from the meadow. It had been two weeks since they had seen or communicated with their dragons and they were not willing to leave until they could see and feel them again.

Anyone looking at the men and women at that moment would have been hard pressed to describe the looks on their faces. Joy was clear but other expressions such as intense concentration would not have been so easily described. Each of the twelve had long since learned to mind speak to their individual dragons without their facial expressions giving them away, but in this moment in time it was as though the twelve had entered a trance with something only they could see.

Soon they dragons would return to the meadow and maybe then the Lyra could be easier in their minds concerning the dragons. Tresimiaset had no reason to continue to contain the dragons, and she had known how much the Lyra would have continued to suffer without their dragons. Each of the Lyra were determined to return to Central aback their dragons. Not a single member of the Lyra could recall when all twelve had flown above Central at the same time, and not a single Lyra considered what seeing all the dragons in the skies above the capital would do to the people below. If they had considered it, they may not have chosen to return via dragon back. By the time they realized the panic it would cause, it was much too late.

 

***

 

As Darian circled around Central he noticed people running, quite a lot of people. Many were running and looking over their shoulders or upwards. Darian looked upwards but did not see anything above him that would warrant the panic he was seeing in the streets. After the events three years prior, when many meteorites had impacted the surface of the planet people were more fearful and more watchful of the skies. But Darian could not see any danger from above. 

“Why is everyone down there running away?” Darian’s shouted question carried in the wind to all the other members of the Lyra.

The others had been so busy catching up with their dragons they had hardly paid attention when they reached the skies over the capital, they certainly had not paid attention to the activity on the street. Kervin’s eyes widened as he realized what was going on. Calling out he told everyone, “Get your dragons down, everyone get them down to the grounding garden.”

As the twelve landed in the grounding garden, the special enclosed garden attached to Central, created just for the dragons to land in, they realized it was a tight fit. All twelve dragons had never before needed to land at Central at the same time. The dragons shuffled around as best they could in the large garden as their riders dismounted. Usually, when the dragons came to Central, it was to enter the Gathering Hall in route to the Great Room. It was rare for more than two dragons to be there at the same time. When the men and women realized, though the dragons fit in the grounding garden, they would certainly not be able to sprawl out and wait on their riders, a quick discussion and the dragons were sent to the country homes of each of the riders. 

Each of the members of the three Lyra were loath to see the dragons leave, and because of the recent separation, they were more than a little concerned the dragons would disappear again before they could complete the business at Central. As the dragons rose into the air, one at a time, and flew towards the homes they shared with their riders the Lyra backed away to give them room. Darian took this opportunity to ask Kervin “So why do you think everyone was running, I did not see anything to panic them? Do you think something happened with the portal while we were gone? They were moving at a pretty fast run away from Central.” Darian looked around, but with the garden enclosed all he could see was the huge double doors leading into the sorcerer  hall on one side and the small door leading into the governing hall on the other. 

The others closed in around Kervin waiting to see what he had to say. No one else had seen anything to panic the people and everyone was concerned something had happened to Central while they were gone. Though everyone had closed in around Kervin they seemed to be inching toward the sorcerer hall double doors. They would inch away as though pulled toward the hall and ease back toward Kervin. Kervin, looking around noticed the only two not moving was himself and Darian, who was just standing waiting for Kervin to say something. Finally Kervin shrugged his shoulders, “If I had to guess I would say they were running from us.”

Darian scoffed, “That is crazy, why would our people run from us?”

Kervin saw when the realization of what they had done occurred to everyone. A few grimaced and a few cursed and shook their heads. Darian kind of closed his eyes and just shook his head. “All the dragons in one place, hovering above the capital, and no one has every really been comfortable with dragons to begin with. We messed up with this move. Now we have to calm the people and try to get our plans going.”

Patro gave his opinion “I really am not worried about everyone having a panic attack because they saw the leaders of the race land on the dragons they all know we ride. I am worried about the time frame for making plans. We have to send runners to each town to bring the councils together…”

Before he could finish the thought Trista broke in to tell him, “No councils, we deal with one person, one town lead from each town and they can deal with the councils. I am not getting in a squabble with each council member trying to get everyone to agree on everything.”

Kane and Patro doubled over in laughter at this announcement and Sarian had a smirk on his face. Trista and Kervin looked at each other then at the two men. If someone had told a joke they had missed it. Kervin raised his eyebrows and looked at Trista again, silently asking if she knew what was going on. Trista shrugged and shook her head and the two returned their attention to the laughing men. Before either of them could ask what was so funny Sarian told them.

“I would like you to meet someone, Trista, Kervin, meet Darian. Darian has no patience with endless arguing among council members. Darian refuses to listen to committee type discussions. Darian has trained the councils of each town over the years to stay silent, take notes, discuss things away from him and then return with their questions, concerns, or solutions. When things do not go his way he may, accidentally, get frustrated and it is possible that once or twice in the past he may have well, lets just say no council members argue in any meeting we have. Ever! At least, they don’t anymore. So it is quite safe to have the councils of each town and even the shire seat members in one large meeting. As long as Darian is in charge of the meeting, or standing at the back of whoever is in charge of the meeting.”

Kervin, head bowed, hands covering his face found himself speechless. When he felt he had himself under control he looked up, glaring, “Do you mean to tell me Darian has attacked the council members?”

Sarian was shaking his head, “I don’t mean to tell you any such thing.”

Darian, unable to just let the matter rest, looked at Kervin with incredulous disbelief on his face. “Of course I never attacked a council member. Not really. What, exactly, is your definition of attack?”

“Have you ever laid a hand on any of the council members?” Kervin snarled.

As Darian’s eyes widened he held up his hands, “What, like hit them? Of course I never actually hit a council member.”

Trista, who had been watching Patro and Kane during this exchange, decided Darian was not the best person to answer the questions being asked. “Kane, why don’t the council members argue around Darian? I never had a single meeting with them without an argument, nor did I ever, not one time in three thousand years of our rule, get them to all agree upon one thing at any meeting. What did he do?”

As Kervin and Trista both gave their attention to Kane they noticed he grimaced before telling them, “What Darian said is absolutely true. He never actually hit a council member.”

Darian, standing to the side could not refrain from smirking, “Maybe I am just a better leader then the two of you ever were.”

Silence fell over the men and women assembled in the garden as each person turned to look at Darian in disbelief as such a blatant lie fell so easily from his lips. No one who knew Darian would ever accuse him of being a good leader, certainly not better than his predecessors. For a moment no one could speak as they tried to process what Darian had just said. Finally, Darian, tired of everyone staring at him in silence turned and began to walk toward the small door leading into the government wing. The others fell in behind him, still speechless.

Soon all twelve were striding down the hall way to the meeting room. As they passed by one room Kane paused, sticking his head in the door he told someone on the other side “We need runners.” An barely audible voice returned some answer but no one but Kane could hear it, and Kane had already backed away from the door. At this he again stuck his head in the door and could be heard saying, “All of them, I want every runner you have. Just send them to the meeting room.” As he jogged to catch up the others could hear him muttering to himself. A few of the comments were clear enough to hear such as “next time I will have Darian ask for runners, no one would have asked Darian for a reason, no, but let me asked and they are all ‘what do you need runners for?’, Darian is going to be the one to ask for the Elite.”

Darian snorted and told him, “It is because you want to coddle everyone. Just tell them to do their jobs and don’t worry about the whys.”

“Great Shadows man, you can’t treat people that way.” Kervin protested.

Darian looked over at Kervin and smugly told him, “But they don’t argue and things get done. How successful did you say your meetings were with town councils?”

Kervin took a deep breath and, ignoring Darian, looked at Kane “What was it you said he did to get the town councils to behave in meetings?”

Kane’s eyebrows shot up, “I did not say.”

Sarian snorted, “He shot fireballs at their heads until they understood he had no patience.”

Eight faces full of shock turned toward Darian, all forward movement stopped. Darian and his bond brothers just looked back at their fellow Lyra. Sarian finally took pity on them, “He didn’t hit them with the fireballs, and no we did not agree with what he did. But, you have to admit, as wrong as it was at the time, it will be a good thing for us that he instilled that fear in them. I don’t agree that leaders lead through fear, so don’t even think any of us,” pointing toward Kane and Patro then himself, “agreed with what he did. We did try to put a stop to it when it happened. We still do not think it was right, but his anger issues have just saved us much time. Time we do not have to waste according to Tresimiaset. Trust us when I tell you we will all be thankful for that fear when we try to plan. Can you imagine trying to move the race if we had to fight council members every step of the way? It is not often that something Darian does in anger works out in our favor but this, I can see it working.”

No one had anything to say to this pronouncement, except of course Darian, “Yes, you should all be thanking me.”

“Thanking you? For threatening council members? With fire? You think we should thank you for being such a poor leader you have to threaten and terrorize people with less power than you just to get them to agree with you?” Kervin could not believe what he was hearing.

“I did not say they agreed with Darian, I said they do not argue around him, anymore. Mostly they disagree with anything Darian says, just not where Darian can hear them. They are very good at coming up with solutions to problems instead of trying to throw everything on the leadership of the race. Very polite and courteous when they give their argument for whatever it is they want. Usually with a ready solution they just need approval for before acting.” Sarian, knowing he was one fourth of the leadership  felt he had to stand up for himself and the others. What Darian did reflected badly upon the other three, he knew that, but sometimes Darian acted before anyone could stop him. All one could do at that point was try to mitigate the damages. Sarian, Patro and Kane had gotten very good at mitigating the damage over the centuries.

Kervin swallowing hard, turned and began walking back down the hallway to the meeting room. Calling over his shoulder he told Darian, “Get the Elites and meet us there.”

After Darian had turned down another hallway and jogged away Kervin looked at Sarian, “Why did none of you tell us this rule had gotten to such a point? Your bond with each other is barely there, Darian is, well I have no words. Don’t you know we would have helped, somehow, had we known what was going on? Why did none of the people come to us? Trista could have helped, I could have helped, somehow we could helped you.”

Patro, bitterness evident in his voice looked at Kervin scornfully, “How Kervin, how could you or Trista have helped? Could you have taken away his anger problems? Could you have fixed our bond? Don’t you think we see how a bonded Lyra should be? Don’t you think we can see what we are missing? Could you have made him less impulsive? Could you have fixed his uniquely Darian logic? Because I have to tell you we have tried, all of us have tried. We have no idea what makes him look at the world like he does, and we are bonded to him. Do you think you could have done better? Do you think we enjoy watching Kane and Darian at each others throats all the time? What could you have fixed that our bond can’t?”

Kervin and Trista had no answer for the questions Patro asked.  They had discussed Darian many times over the centuries and had never figured out why he looked at life like he did. They had never figured out why the bond was not strong. They both had agreed, many times, if they had to deal with someone like Darian all the time they would be bitter at life themselves. It was surprising to them that Kane, Patro and Sarian had not gone insane dealing with Darian over the centuries. 

The group was silent as they entered the meeting room. 

 

 

 

Chapter 15

 

When Darian entered the meeting room everyone was silent staring at the floor. He had thought they would have been brainstorming some planning till he got there. Behind him Elite began to fill the room and soon runners came flooding into the room. Darian narrowed his eyes and stared at his fellow Lyra as he moved to his seat at the front of the room. Elites and runners looked questioningly at the Lyra sitting around the tables. Most of the meetings lately had involved sorcerers and scientists, not runners and Elite. 

Since Trista’s Lyra and Kervin’s Lyra were not lead Lyra’s anymore they had no assigned seating in the meeting room. They did have a table they unofficially claimed for meetings such as this. In the centuries since Darian and his bond brothers had taken over the rule the three Lyra had never had to all gather in this room with anyone until two weeks ago when the portal had been brought to Darian and the other’s attention. In the first meeting Kervin and Trista had claimed a table near the front of the room and everyone since had left that table alone. Even when they were not in the meetings, still no one sat at that table. 

Darian looked around the room once more, trying to figure out what was so fascinating about the floor. He looked down at the floor to see if any changes had been made to it since their last meeting a couple of days prior. He did not see anything particularly special about the floor. It was still the same gray stone with streaks of black swirling through it as it had always been. Finally, just when Darian had decided maybe he should ask someone what they saw on the floor Elite Bryol asked Trista why they had been called to the room. 

As if a spell had been broken everyone looked up startled to see the room full of Elite and runners. Everyone, with the exception of Darian, had entered the room in a solemn mood, each person pondering the whys of Darian being born to lead. Patro might pity the race for having to deal with Darian, Kane might pity his Lyra but Trista and Kervin feared for the race with Darian as lead fire walker. Neither had realized how bad things were in the leadership and neither one had any idea how to fix the problem. They worried about all the things that could go wrong trying to move everyone with Darian partially in charge. 

When Darian saw everyone’s attention was back in the here and now he realized, they had not bothered to plan how they needed to plan. Darian was by no means a stupid man, impulsive, angry, but not without a very sharp intelligence. It was unfortunate he did not have a logic to match the intelligence. Taking control of the meeting he started out by telling everyone, “We have to meet with the town councils and the shire seats. We can not, we do not have time, to go from town to town getting everyone together. I need each of you to take a look at the map on the wall and pick a town, or more than one, and announce to them that I have called a mandatory meeting for four hours after dawn, Central time, tomorrow. They will be here, in this room or they will answer to me. And no excuse will be tolerated. Ah, shire seats need to be in the meeting also.” Looking at the Elite all he said was, “Islands.”

The runners had experience with Darian and not a single one opened his or her mouth to ask why. They just took out the booklet they kept on hand to make any notes they needed for their job and moved to the back of the room. On the back wall was an enormous map of the land they called home. The map contained every town in the land plus a few island towns. Some of the more country areas were broken into shires with lead seats. The runners began to section out the land and pick towns, they needed to hurry if they were to visit each town by nightfall. 

No one can step to a place they have not been but runners train for such things as they were being asked to do. Each runner had been through extensive training involving stepping to every town and shire seat on the map until they had them memorized. The only ones they were not tasked with learning were the islands. Some islands were some distance from the mainland and stepping through the void, across great bodies of water, was hard. No one knew why an island equal distance from Central as some of the far towns was harder to step to but it was. Few runners every attained the ability to step those distances. The older, more experienced runners would go the longer distances, just because stepping too far, too often was caused fatigue easily.

While the runners divided up the land the Elite moved to a table and discussed the islands. They did not need a map. The Elite trained harder than anyone in the race. When it came to raw power they were second only to the Lyra. They could, by the time their specific Lyra took over the race at a thousand years of age, step anywhere in the world, and back. Some distances were so hard they would only make one round trip. They could make more but it would be so hard on them they would be worthless at the end of the trip. So no one, not even Bryol, who was unquestionably the strongest, even beyond the ones more senior to him, would take more than one long distance trip if the end was across one of the vast oceans.

Having divided up the islands the Elite took one last look around the room at everyone and stepped away. Some time later the runners had finally divided the land as best they could and they too began stepping away one after another. 

When the room was finally clear Kervin cleared his throat, “Might be best if we planned what we need to say and what we need to do to get this evacuation underway. I have a suggestion. I propose we each take a notepad and divide up into our separate units and brainstorm ideas of how we will handle the councils and what we need to get done. I for one am getting hungry so if no one has an objection I say we go get something to eat and meet back here after the evening meal with our notes and ideas. I do not see us getting much sleep tonight, or for that matter very much in the months to come. An hour after dusk meet back here? Will that work for everyone?”

“Not really. I say we first decide what areas we will each concentrate on before we leave. It would a waste of our time to all be brainstorming the same thing. And divided up we will not know what the others are coming up with so best figure out where to concentrate our energy before we leave.” Darian had a strong aversion to pointless administration activities and had long ago demonstrated an excellent ability to delegate. 

Trista looked over at Kervin and nodding told him, “I actually agree with Darian. If we decide what areas we want to concentrate on we will not come back later and all have the same things on the table for discussion.”

Sarian laughed, “Leave the council to us. We know all the current members, and, like we told you, arguments just do not happen around Darian. They will leave and discuss it, brainstorm, get their questions straight, and then they will come back and ask, believe or not in an orderly fashion.”

“I can not believe I am going to say this, but we will leave dealing with the council to you. Figure out what you plan to tell them and we can discuss it when we meet back here later. My group or Trista’s may have ideas to add to what you come up with. So, any ideas how you want to divide this work up, I really am getting hungry.” Kervin could feel his stomach rumbling in hunger.

“Well, I think we should take a segment of our population and concentrate on that. For instance, one of our groups needs to concentrate on how we will get the farmers moved, crops, livestock, stored food. We have no problem with food storage since any trained adult can weave a cold storage box with their ice but we need to figure out how we will arrange cold storage for the Lyriants who follow. We have to figure out how to get material and builders through first. Guards for the people we send over since it looks  like we can not know what they will find on the other side. Shop keepers and fishermen and boats need to be considered.” When Darian came to a stop everyone was nodding in understanding of his proposal.

For the next hour the twelve brainstormed, trying to come up with every segment of the population they could think of and dividing up the task of figuring out the plans. At the end of the hour everyone was glad Darian had vetoed Kervin’s idea of separating and brainstorming and then meeting. No one had realized how much time it would have taken if everyone was potentially coming up with the same ideas. At the end of the hour the general agreement was the task ahead was impossible but they were going to succeed no matter what. The alternative was, according to the massive dragon, death.

 

 

Chapter 16

 

Sarian was the one to suggest brainstorming at the mountain cabin. The others could find no fault with the suggestion. They would have peace and quiet at the cabin, the cabin was fully stocked so they could brainstorm while they fixed something to eat and continue brainstorming all the way through the next meal. With the amount of planning attempts that had been made lately, their families never knew when they would be home and when they would be in meetings so it was doubtful anyone would be looking for them.

 Darian even pointed out if they stayed around Central, or went to any of their houses someone could over hear them and that would cause a panic. “And even though we are going to cause a panic no matter what when the news gets out, there is no sense in me having to deal with a bunch of panicked people before we even have a plan.” 

Sarian shook his head, “So considerate of you to think of everyone else and their well being.”

Darian, recognizing the sarcasm just shrugged his shoulders “Oh I am sorry, did you want to deal with panicked people? We can fly the dragons over Central again.” Eyes wide he continued “How are we going to get Tresimiaset into Central without causing mass hysteria? Everyone may be afraid of our dragons, but at least they are familiar with ours.”

The men stepped to the cabin and continued the conversation without pause. “We could move her in at night.” Kane suggested.

Darian looked at him, “Seriously? She is multi colored, massive, and she glows. How do you expect to hide that?”

Patro looked at him in confusion for a moment before realization struck, “No Darian, she does not glow. Not to anyone but you, Trista and Kervin. To us she is just, colorful, and you can’t see colors at night. Everything is black and white, I think moving her at night is probably best. Of course, she has to agree, I can’t see how we could move her if she did not agree. But, have any of you considered we may need her to convince the people to move?”

The men stopped talking as they walked into the cabin. Each man thinking about how to convince the people to move. The four men were lost in their thoughts. As they made their way to the kitchen, they each started grabbing various items. At times like this the bond between the men, fractured though it was, worked for them. They did not have to ask each other what to fix, each man had automatically grabbed the necessary items to fix a full meal. Working together the men soon had the meal started and soon after they were taking their plates to the balcony to eat. At first the men ate in silence but soon Darian broke the silence, the men were not pleased with what he had to say. 

“Really, we don’t have to convince them to move. They move or we move them.”  Darian saw the others about to say something but he held up his hand, “Hold on, hear me out. Just, wait. I know I have some faults, I know that we have an unusual bond, I also realize none of you understand how real logic works, if you did you would not always question mine.” He stopped to glare at Kane who had just opened his mouth, “I said hear me out. Most of our people live in cities and towns. They know the planet has suffered, they do not understand the extent of the damage. And it is no use telling them to take a trip to the country. They don’t know what it looked like before so they will see nothing wrong. The crops still grow, but pitifully, the rivers still run, not always on the course they were before. The herd beast still have range, the farmers just lose more every season. But you can not, you will not convince the people who do not see this on a regular basis that within a few years the climate will have changed so much we will have no crops and no herd beast. We will starve but you will not convince the people who do not provide the food that we have a problem. Not in the couple of months we have to get them moving. We have to find a way to convince them you say? How much time do you give for us to convince them? We have less than ten months to get everyone and everything off this planet. We can not and will not sit through endless meetings begging our people to let us save them. We will send builders through, we will send material through, we will send our Elite through and they will build communal buildings to get us started. We will send trained people through the portals as soon as Tresimiaset finds the best place to settle a large community. It will happen, everyone has to move so move they will. They can move willingly or not, I don’t care. What we need to plan is not how to tell the people, we need to plan which people to tell. Shadows, my food is cold now.”

Kane snorted, “You can not tell some and not tell others. You can be so smart sometimes then say something to idiotic.”

“Hold on, Darian has a good point there,” Patro’s eyes widened as all three men turned to look at him, Sarian and Kane in disbelief, Darian with a smirk, he plowed ahead with his reasoning, “Think about it. If we tell everyone at once, we will have mass panic on our hands. We will not be able to get anything done. Everyone will be demanding answers, answers and more answers. How much do we know about this new planet? Nothing! Well, we know, or at least, we have Tresimiaset’s assurance that if the portal opens, it always opens to a world our people can live on. Not necessarily safely, but we can live there. Now, what do you propose we tell people? By the way, we are moving, pack your bags, yep, go right through the portal. Nope, sorry, no idea what the other side looks like. We need to select a few to start the move. We need to send the other two Lyra, the Elite, and the common soldiers through. All the common soldiers, honestly we don’t need them here, war or no war, as long as we have the barrier up no one can pass anyway. Then I suggest we send a couple of builders and a few small herds through. The soldiers can protect the herds and the builders, hmmm, probably need to send a herd hand through also, some feed for the herds.” He stopped talking to gather his thoughts.

By the time he paused the other men were nodding, Kane though had a question, “Why send the other two Lyra? We will need them here to reassure the people and help on this side.”

“Well,” Patro stopped and thought a moment longer, “They have dragons, dragons can fly, they are powerful, they can protect themselves, they know better than anyone, or as well as anyone could, what to look for as far as land to farm and settle herds to graze. We have to assume that the herds will be able to graze, otherwise, well, we just do not grow enough food anymore the feed the herds until we can grow the grass they eat. They can step from place to place without tiring, unlike anyone else we send over. Even the Elites tire if the distance if too far, too often, or over vast amounts of water.”

Darian interrupted, “Tresimiaset will be flying over, setting portals, I think she would know better than all of us where to put the portals for the various things we will need.”

“That may be true, but she will be exploring as she goes, she will not have time to be flying back to secure an area, or helping our people settle in, we need the other two Lyra on the other side of the portal. Remember, they can just cross back over as long as Malory stays on this side as the anchor. If we really need them we can call them home.” Before Patro could continue Darian interrupted.

“I agree it is a good idea, how do you propose we call them, they could be anywhere on the planet and we are not connected to any of them, we can not trace the threads to them.”

Sarian snorted, “The dragons of course. All we need is one dragon to call to them. They are connected to each other, they can talk to each other anywhere on this planet so if they can not talk once they cross over, we just send one of ours across to call them, and then they come right back. We were suppose to be concentrating on the plans we need to move the herdsmen and farmers but I think this plan will be better than trying to send them across alone with just Tresimiaset on the other side. Let me take care of my plate and I will be back to take notes. We may actually have a plan after all. The others may not like it, Trista is planning on how to move the fishermen, and Kervin on how to move the tradesmen but really, once we have their ideas, we just have to shape them.” 

The men cleaned up and returned to the balcony to make a detailed plan on how to move the planet, one section at a time.

 

Several hours, several arguments, and one meal later, the men had a working plan. They could not command the other two Lyra but they hoped the two would see the wisdom of the plan. Without the two Lyra being on the other planet no one would know what the locations looked like where Tresimiaset opened the portals. Soldiers would have to be the first through the portals to secure the areas. Those would be followed by builders and material. Based on the areas found, herdsmen and herds would go through next along with farmers. They needed to start the food supply on the other planet before anything else was done. It would not do to move people if they had nothing to eat. The storehouses were becoming lean, the food supply had to come first. The trade ships, which in the past, came twice a year at minimum were coming only once a year now. The trading was scarce with the food production down so low across the planet. The next trading vessels were not expected for months. Darian could step to his Ship of the Line, all the men could, but no one could step to a ship, a normal everyday ship, it took a special ship, bound by blood to the men, to be able to step. Without knowing where the trade ships were, no one could make plans with or for the trade ships. It was everyone’s hope the trade ships would come sooner than expected. 

The men,  having worked out the best plan they could based on the information they had straightened up the cabin and prepared to step back to Central to meet with the other two Lyra. 

Kane, wise to the ways of Darian, made one last request before they left, “Darian, please, for the love of Shadows, please let Patro be the one to talk to the other two Lyra about stepping across as soon as Tresimiaset anchors the other side. Or Sarian, he would be a good choice, you are not a good choice. You rub people the wrong way, you know you do. Remember that pesky little war we have going on?”

With a snarl Darian told him. “That war is not my fault. I was an invited guest in Crisnos’ home. Invited guest, what part of that do you have a problem with?”

The other three men just shook their heads. Sarian, weariness heavy in his voice, told them, “Let’s just go. We will be here all night if the two of you get started again. It was your fault Darian, everyone knows it was your fault except you. You will keep your mouth shut about Trista and Kervin going to the other planet or so help me I will throw you off a balcony myself. Or through the portal before Tresimiaset anchors it. You will be stuck there until it is anchored. We will let Patro broach the subject, he had to best idea of how it should be handled.” Having had his say Sarian stepped back to the meeting room at Central, stepping out of the void moments ahead of Trista and her Lyra. 

 

Chapter 17

 

Trista and Kervin and the others looked as weary as Darian and his Lyra. Weariness had to be set aside for the future of the people Patro thought as he marshaled his arguments. Everyone had agreed his plan sounded good, but no one could predict how the others would feel about the plan. Patro had suggested wording the problem in such as way that the other two Lyra made the mental connection and volunteered to go to the other planet to help settle everyone as they came over. They all had households capable of taking care of packing for them. It was not like any of the Lyra would personally be packing their households up to move anyway. They would be too busy with everything else to stop and pack anything. As the men and women of the three Lyra settled around the table they spread their notes out in front of them. 

Kervin was the first to speak, “We have figured out a plan to move the trades people but, we do not know how much food they would need. We think the first people across should be the soldiers to secure the areas and builders to start building. Until we have the food issue worked out the rest of the plans we made just are not feasible. We did decide to get a working number of sites and then how many people will be transitioning to each site and divide the food stores up based on population. Which led us to deciding the first people we need to contact will have to be the granaries and other storehouses. We have to have an accurate account of all food available, for the entire population. We think it would be best to allow the merchants to retain the food they have, so they have a system to start with on the other side. We do not believe this information should be given out to the people all at once. The only problem is, how will we make portals and hide said portals at the same time. Once the portals start popping up in all the towns the news will travel like a wildfire and then we will have panic in the streets.”

Trista was nodding along with others by the time Kervin finished talking, “That makes sense. We did not focus on food for the fishermen beyond the basic foods they carry with them for longer trips. We decided the best idea would be to fully stock the ships we can get across with food stores. They fishermen can supplement the food stores with fish. We did encounter a small problem when we were hashing out plans for the fishermen. We have no idea if the planet has water to fish. If it does, can we eat the fish, can they catch enough to make fishing a viable occupation. So many variables. Since the portals will stretch once you get something started, it may take a village to move some of them, but every small boat will be sent through portals. If it can be lifted and carried through a portal, it will go. Villages can be set up near water, just like they are here, with every boat the fishing village has going through the portal, they should, we hope, be able to continue fishing. They may have to sleep rough for awhile, but this was the best idea. Possibly build small granaries at each village. If we can thread our magic from the water, like we do here, it will be nothing for our ice walkers to work with the villagers to create a granary and ice house. We hope to find fruit on the other side also. That will go a long way. We would like to propose something to the group.” Trista looked around at the others, her Lyra nodding their heads in encouragement. “We think we should be one of the first to cross over, with our Elite to help secure the fishing villages, we believe we can get a village up and functioning in a short amount of time before moving to the next area. Kervin suggested sending soldiers across, and I think if we are going to do that, we should station soldiers at each village to help keep it secure until we know more of the planet. We think the fishermen should be the first across. The can start building up a reserve of fish in the ice houses to help with the food stores.”

When Trista finished talking she sat back in her chair. Patro noticed his Lyra looking at him, which made the others in the room look at him. Straightening in his chair he cleared his throat. “Well, that helps with our proposal. We were going to ask if both of your Lyra,” motioning to Trista and Kervin, “Would be willing to cross over first. We think it is more important to establish the area we will settle on the other side first. To do that we need the areas secure. Which is why we agree the soldiers should also be the first through the portals. We did worry about the portals being seen by everyone, which is where we came up with our next idea. Since we all have dragons, we can fly from area to area on the other side. Tresimiaset will be setting portals in the best places, but, we need to get those areas secure. If you, Trista, are willing to go over and secure fishing villages, we need Kervin and his group to go over and secure farming and grazing areas. We need to get the food production going on the other side before we do anything else. So we propose Kervin and his Lyra map out grazing areas and secure them, and farm areas, and likewise secure them. As soon as a farm or grazing area is secure, we send the farmer or herdsman over, with builders to begin farming and raising more herds.”

“I hate to point this out,” Darian interrupted Patro as soon as he could, “but we have to get the farmers, fishermen, and herdsman on board before the portals are set. We need Kervin and Trista to cross with Tresimiaset.”

Almost before he finished talking Kervin, Trista, and some of the others started trying to cut him off. Darian crossed his arms and sat back in his chair, ignoring all questions and protest directed his way. After a few minutes Sarian called for quiet in the room. “Hold on, we will get no where if everyone tries to shout Darian down at once.” Turing to Darian he continued, “I do not see why you would even think that was a good idea. You wanna explain.”

Darian shrugged, “Not really. What I want is for everyone else to open their eyes and figure it out themselves. But since it only just occurred to me, and based on what has been said so far, it has not occurred to any one else, I guess I can explain. Tresimiaset is going to be going across the other planet, and we will be here, with Malory, going from place to place opening portals while she anchors them on the other side. We will be trusting her to open portals and communicating with Malory for the best places. When she finds a place on the other side Malory will anchor it somewhere on this side.”

From around the room mummers were heard as everyone realized what Darian was getting at with his explanation. 

Darian continued with his explanation. “So if both your Lyras cross with Tresimiaset, and she finds the first likely looking place for a portal, you can communicate with her telling her where Malory should set the portal on this side, and she in turn can communicate with Malory telling us what kind of place it is. You both know the land better than anyone else on the planet. You know where the farms are and the herds you can communicate where, exactly, we should set each portal on this side based on what you see on the other. If it is likely looking farm land we step Malory to a farm and explain to that farmer what is going on and then open the portal. We will step soldiers to that farm or herd land to secure the land, then have the farmer or herdsman cross over for a look around their new place. Then we need some builders to cross over and they can start building. Soldiers will be in place to help with the move, the building, and keeping the area secure. I think, we did not talk about this, but I think it would help if we concentrated on getting the larger farms and herds moved. They are suffering as much as anyone, but if they can get production started on the other side, they have the ability to produce more than the small farmers and herds men. If they can get production to increase they can always send food back through the portal to our side. If they lose too many or too much here, they will not have the means to increase on the other side.”

Kervin, rubbing his cheek with his hand appeared deep in thought by the time Darian stopped talking. Trista had gathered her Lyra around her and was moving away from the table, deep in discussion with them. Darian sat back in his chair again while Sarian and Patro began a heated discussion beside him. Kane looked around the room and, grabbing their notes began to scribble more information on the papers.

“You know Darian, that is the best idea I have heard today. If we are on the other side, and find a suitable spot for a large herd, we can tell you exactly where to set the portal on this side. I had not considered that aspect. Neither, I believe, had Trista and her Lyra.” As Kervin looked toward his Lyra, eyebrows raised in question, he noticed Nalia looked disturbed by the conversation. Nalia was quiet and shy and nine thousand years had not changed her much. The only thing that brought her out of her shell was when she wove the shadows. She had always been timid, and she hated change more than anyone he had ever met. In nine thousand years he had met a lot of people. Nalia was going to be the hardest to convince, and knowing her he decided it would be best if his Lyra talked to her in private, later, after the meeting here ended. Fortunately his ice walkers nodded their heads at his silent question. They were willing to cross over with Tresimiaset.

Soon Trista had returned to the table with her Lyra. “We think the idea has merit. We will not know until we talk to Tresimiaset but we are willing to cross with her. We still think the fishermen should be some of the first to go over. They have the potential to begin catching fish from the first day they arrive, while others can set up the living areas. Farmers and herdsmen need to go quickly, but both of them need time to grow crops and breed more herds. Time is the one thing we don’t have much of to begin with. We think,” nodding toward Kervin, “Kervin’s planning should be put to the side for the moment while we plan for food production to begin on the other side. If we can not get it going full scale, we will starve shortly after we get there.”

Kervin looked around the room, “I am agreeable to setting aside the plans for the remainder of the population until we can get food production going.”

Before he could say anything else Kane startled everyone by shouting, “We are absolute idiots.”

Taken aback Darian had to protest, “We are not idiots. We are doing the best we can, it isn’t like any of us have moved our entire race before.”

“No no,” Kane was shaking his head, “We are idiots. What is Tresimiaset?”

Sarian narrowed his eyes, “The Planet Walker is what she told us.”

“No, I mean, what is she?”

“A dragon?” Darian did not see where Kane was going with his question. From the confusion on everyone else’s faces, no one saw where the question was going.

“Right, a dragon. And what is Malory?”

“A demon begotten evil creature.”

“Shut up Darian, no one asked you.” The disgust was evident in Sarian’s voice.

“Well, yes, he did. Kane asked the room at large what Malory was, I was in the room, so therefore I was one of the people he asked. So, technically, yes he did ask me.”

Kane rolled his eyes and took a deep breath. “Let me try this a different way. What is Malory to Tresimiaset?”

When everyone still looked confused at where Kane was going with his questions he gave up, just a little, “Remember she said he was bonded to her? Well what is one thing a bonded pair can do? A rider can open his thoughts to his dragon letting her follow along with the conversation around the rider. In this case, we could have waited two more days, had Malory here in the meeting, and it would have been instant access to her thoughts on our plans.”

Everyone looked dumbfounded for a moment. Patro suddenly remarked, “I think she kept Malory for a reason. She did say we can have him in two sunrises and he needed to be in all our meetings. Also, I think she wanted us to try to plan what we could before she left to minimize the meetings not planning would entail. Once she gets to the other side, most of our information will have to go through Malory unless one of us crosses over and uses our dragons to talk to the two Lyra on the other side. Malory may be bonded to a dragon we can not even guess the age of, but he is still a child in our race. Anyone know how old he is?” As Patro looked around he saw everyone shaking their heads, no one had a clear idea how old Malory was. They all knew he was too young to step from one place to another by using the void, but that only told them he was younger than one hundred of their years. “We need to plan down to the smallest detail we can before our next meeting with Tresimiaset. Malory is still young enough to be overwhelmed by what we have to do.”

Darian snorted, “At almost three thousand I am still overwhelmed by what we have to do to move our race. We have a starting place for the planning, Malory would not have done anyone any good today. We did not have an idea where to start till we separated and discussed it. Now about those council members and shire seat members we have coming here tomorrow. We discussed it and came up with a suggestion on what to tell them. We need your thoughts on the meeting tomorrow. I know everyone was suppose to brainstorm for that also, let’s hear everyone’s thoughts.” 

The discussion for how to handle the meeting the next morning took hours but by the end the twelve members of the Lyras felt they had plan. With few hours left of the night, and the meeting planned with the council members just a few hours away everyone decided they would return to their homes to try to get at least a little sleep. After the next meeting no one believed they would be getting much sleep for awhile. 

 

 

Chapter 18

 

The meeting with the council members and shire seats was going far worse than expected. But only according to Darian and his Lyra. Trista and Kervin believed it was going quite well. True no one had argued, shouted, or been disruptive of the meeting, at least not exactly. After seeing what did happen Trista and Kervin had both agreed, they would not have liked to deal with the meeting without Darian in charge, if what he was doing could be deemed being in charge. Neither of them could believe they agreed Darian being in charge of anything was a good thing. However, after spending the last few hours in the meeting room, and seeing how the council members would start an angry outburst only to shut up as soon as Darian moved, even a small amount, no one could deny fear, in this particular situation, was a good planning tool.

Patro had outlined the situation and before the council members could say anything Darian had stood up and moved behind Patro. The council members had looked around the room and, instead of asking question had taken out notepads and began to write. The problems occurred when Patro went on to announce the plans to start moving the fishermen, farmers and herdsmen first, along with the two older Lyra, the Elites, and all the soldiers. The mini outbursts had started then, short lived though they were, no one could fail to notice Darian getting more and more upset each time one happened. When Kane had noticed Darian’s hair lifting as though blown by a wind that did not exist he had stood up and announced the Lyra, all the Lyra, were going to get something to eat and had invited the council members and shire seats to help themselves to the refreshments provided in the side room.

Surprised they were leaving the meeting, without having made any plans, Trista and Kervin had been more than confused at the announcement they were going to eat. Darian had stood at the door to the meeting room, waving all the other Lyra members out of the door leaving him the last to leave. Before closing the door he had told the gathering, “Figure it out.” 

As he shut the door the noise level climbed. When he turned to face the hallway, where the other eleven leaders and former leaders of the race waited he winked. Striding away from the meeting room he called over his shoulder, “Come on we are late. I told the restaurant we would be there, and we are running late. Hurry up, I’m hungry.”

Trista and Kervin looked at each other, then at the four men striding away. They looked at their individual Lyras and back to each other. “What just happened there?” Confusion was evident in Trista’s face as she asked Kervin a question he obviously could not answer.

“I want to know where the food came from. I did not know they had arranged for food to be catered to the meeting. If they had food delivered, why didn’t we stay and eat. We could have answered questions while we mingled with the people. That would have made more sense than dropping the information in their laps then walking away before they could ask any questions.” Hered, Trista’s shadow walker had a good point. No one had an answer for him, and with Darian and his Lyra moving further away with each step it looked as though no one would get an answer until they caught up. 

For a moment Kervin was torn as to whether they should follow Darian, or return to the meeting to try to answer questions. As he stood there trying to decide the best course of action for the future of the race Sarian called back to him. “Come on Kervin, Trista, the agreement was for our Lyra to handle the council members. This is how we handle it, if you hurry up we can explain it better while we eat. I agree with Darian, I’m hungry.”

With one last look at the meeting room, where Kervin would swear he heard screaming and yelling, he turned and with the others took off at a fast walk to catch up. By the time Darian had reached the Atrium everyone was together. Darian led the way to a small meeting room off the cafeteria where tables were already set for all twelve of them. After settling down in the room Kervin was the first to demand answers. “How, by all the shadows, are you going to make plans with the council members and shire seats if you walk away before they can ask even one question? What kind of leadership do you call what you just did, what you caused us to do?”

Darian shrugged, “You agreed to let us handle them. This is the best way to handle them. This is the only way to handle them.”

“By walking away? Great shadows man, you can’t lead by walking away. No one can lead by walking away.” Kervin was so upset by this point he wanted to hit Darian. He was not too happy with Sarian, Patro, and Kane either.

Silence fell over the room when the door opened and waitstaff began to bring food and drinks into the room. No one wanted to cause problems by letting others see strife among the Lyra. It did not matter if they disagreed in private but in public they always kept a united front. After everyone was served, and the waitstaff had withdrawn from the room Kervin opened his mouth to continue is tirade. Before he could say anything Sarian started speaking. “We told you, Darian has no patience for the arguments. The best thing, the only thing we have found that works, is to inform the council and shire seats of the situation at hand. Tell them what we plan to do about it, then leave them to discuss it and make plans based on the information we give them. That is why we were later leaving than Darian planned for, Patro had to give more information than he planned.”

Trista shook her head, “Why, wait, if he had a plan for a certain amount of information, what caused him to change that amount?”

“Easy, I based the information I dumped on them on where in my speech the outburst occurred. Those outburst gave me a clue as to what information I needed to expand upon. We do this every time we have meetings with them, only, we have never given them this kind of information. They will take what we gave them, come up with questions, one person will end up as their spokesperson and we will do this all again. The next time we will just be stretching our legs, probably the next time we will be breaking to eat the evening meal. Although, I don’t know what will happen after that, we have never had such dire news for them before. We have never had something so massive that the meeting had to last through two meals and a walk around. Usually short meetings, the longest meetings were maybe one meal and a stretch our legs break.”

“So, I have to know, when did you plan for the food to be brought? You knew this would take all day, we all did, but I never thought to have food catered to the meeting. I did not even know it was in the side room.” Trista continued, “I agree this will last long into the night, or at least I suspect it will, so what do you have planned for the evening meal?”

Kane was the one to shrug this time, “We arranged it yesterday, sort of. When the runners left not all of them left. One is always left behind, always, just in case. That one took the information that all the council members and all the shire seats would be meeting here today and the time frame and arranged food to be catered. I stopped by the kitchen this morning before coming and arranged for an evening meal to be catered in to the meeting room. It seemed prudent.”

“How is it you believe they will make the best plans if Darian continues to stare at them without letting them ask questions. I worry the method you are using is not going to work in such dire circumstances.” Kervin gave voice to the concerns he was having.

“It is the best method though. This way they are forced to work together, usually against Darian, but they have to work together to find solutions. In this case they will be able to see so many things we may have missed, and they will find the best way to phrase the questions they need to ask. And when we return you will see, they will have chosen one spokesperson to ask the questions, which will be well thought out. And that person will ask one question at a time while the others take notes on the answers. When we leave again, I can assure you they will go through the whole arguing process again to come up with more questions, or maybe solutions. We can only hope they can add to our planning.” Sarian shook his head as he finished his explanation. 

“I don’t know whether that is a genius plan, or the most idiotic plan I have ever heard. What happens if we get back and they are not there? I mean, they could leave and go back to their towns and shires and cause mass panic before we even start.” Kervin shook his head, “How do you know, with this crisis, they did not leave as soon as we left?”

Darian snorted. 

“Ah, well, they have actually left once, before everything was settled, before we had dismissed the meeting. They have never done it again.” Kane’s mouth was twitching from trying not to laugh.

“I sense a story there, you might as well tell us what happened. We,” Kervin motioned to the others, “Have already seen your Lyra has an unusual, irregular, and I must say disastrous way of dealing with the councils.”

Darian snorted, again. “I had to go get them, each of them, and bring them back to the meeting. They have never made me fetch them again. I was not happy, at all.”

Trista looked at Darian in disbelief, “You fetched them? Like one would fetch a child?”

“And I was not happy about it. I did mention that right?”

“But Darian, you can’t just fetch grown men and women, leaders in their communities, as though they were children. Why have we never heard of this?” She turned to Kervin, “Did you hear of this? How could we have not heard something of this. The scandal alone should have rocked our race.”

“You did not hear of it because they are terrified of Darian. I am telling you, by the end of the day we may all be thankful Darian has no patience with the council. That fear may be the only thing in our favor when it comes to the planning we need to do with the councils and shire seats.” Sarian looked around the room as he told the other two Lyra his thoughts.

Hered looked thoughtful, “You almost sound like you approve of Darian terrifying the council.”

“No, I told you before, we do not approve of how Darian has handled the council in the past, we have never approved. We have gotten things done in a timely manner in the past. We do not approve of his methods, but the alternative is far worse. And like I said, and Patro and Kane agree with me, we may be thankful by the end of this crisis, assuming we survive this crisis.”

Darian stood up, “Really tired of you discussing me like I was not here. If they had worked with us, in the beginning, everything would have been fine. But they argued and squabbled worse than children and we could not get anything settled. Every single time, argued, about everything, how they run their towns with that kind of attitude always amazes me.” He looked around the room, “If everyone is finished we should head back. Last time we took too long we had to get medical help for two of them.” As Darian turned to head out of the room everyone heard him mutter, “just like children.”

Everyone scrambled to get up and catch up to Darian, his Lyra because they knew from past experience it was better if he was the last to enter the room, they could turn him around if needed, depending on what they saw when they entered the meeting room. The other Lyra hurried because they were suddenly curious about the time medical aid had been required in a meeting with the councils. 

 

Chapter 19

 

As the twelve men and women of the three Lyra neared the meeting room they heard only silence. Kervin began to swear, which caused everyone to stop and look at him. Even though they had not opened the doors yet Kervin motioned to the doors, “They left. I knew leaving them alone, without allowing them to ask any questions, was going to cause problems. I hope you have a good plan for dealing with the mass panic we are going to be facing.” He snarled the last sentence while looking at Darian.

Darian smirked, “They did not leave. I can assure you they did not leave.”

Kervin, eyes narrowed, did not trust himself to speak, he just gestured toward the closed doors.

Trista, eyes wide, also gestured to the door, “If they were still here, we would have heard them before we reached the doors. You forget, we have dealt with councils for thousands of years before you were even born.”

“You have not listened to a word we said about dealing with the councils have you?” Sarian was beginning to get frustrated with Kervin and Trista.

“We listened, but we know the news we dropped on them before we just up and walked out. We heard the chaos break out as we closed the doors. I just don’t see them sitting quietly waiting on our return.” Kervin told Sarian.

“Easy enough to prove, Patro, if you would be so kind, open the door for Kervin and go ahead and find out who our lucky winner is this time. Or loser, I have never figured out how they decide who the spokesperson is going to be, and they have never said.” Sarian gestured toward the door, then suddenly moved to block Darian, “No Darian, you know the agreement, you go last.”

“The agreement was last of our Lyra, not last of anyone walking in the room.”

“No, the agreement was last, you will always be the last to enter the room when we have a meeting with the councils. That is the agreement, it has been the agreement for almost two thousand years.” Kane moved along side Sarian to block Darian giving Patro time to enter the room with Kervin to assess what damage the council may have caused with the infighting that often occurred.

When Darian finally entered the room he found Kervin and Trista and both of their Lyra standing, mouths open, eyes wide in disbelief staring at the crowd of council and shire seats. Patro was at the front of the room standing in front of a lone chair occupied by one of the council members. Not one person in the room had so much as turned around to see who had entered the room. Kane and Sarian had already taken their seats at the front of the room. The table Kervin and Trista had claimed for their Lyra remained empty, awaiting their return. Kervin and Trista were blocking Darian from moving further into the room and he had no way of moving them to pass. 

Darian cleared his throat, and then cleared it again. After the second time Kervin, Trista and their Lyra seemed to shake themselves from a trance, all eight turned to Darian, the looks of disbelief still on their faces. Darian just smirked, winked and taking his hands made a parting motion. When no one moved Darian raised his eyebrows questioningly. Finally the two Lyra made their way to the front of the room and settled at their table. Kervin was shaking his head and muttering to himself. Whatever he was saying was causing both his Lyra and Trista and her Lyra to have to fight laughter. 

Suddenly, to everyone’s surprise a great wall of ice shot up around the table with the other two Lyra. Sarian looked at Patro and Kane but both were shaking their heads. A few of the council members had squeaked in fear or dismay when the ice wall shot up.

Darian was surprised and turned from the ice wall to look at Patro and Kane. Both men again just shook their heads. After looking out on the frightened council and shire seat members Darian sent his thoughts toward Kirrilla, while amplifying his thoughts to include his Lyra. I don’t know what is going on but one of the ice walkers just built a massive shield wall in the meeting room. Please speak to their dragons and tell them they are frightening the council members. Ask them what is going on.

In a moment eyes wide with mirth Darian and his bond brothers turned away from the council members. When Patro believed he had his voice under control he told the council members, “We will be right back. We are going to step in the next room for a moment. Something just came up. Please stay seated, it does not have to do with the situation at hand.” The four barely made it into the small attached room before Patro threw a sound proof shield around them. As the shield settled into place the men, gasping from the effort of suppressing the laughter finally allowed it to burst forth. It was some time before the men were able to get the laughter under control. Finally, the men straightened up and Darian again sent his thoughts toward his dragon. Please let the other Lyra know as soon as they have themselves under control we would like to continue the meeting.

The men stayed in the small room, surrounded by a shield of ice, until the dragons could assure them the others did indeed have their emotions under control and were ready to resume the meeting. 

When the men reentered the meeting room it was to see eight very contrite looking Lyra sitting at the table which just moments ago had been surrounded by ice. Darian could not stop himself from smirking at the other Lyra before turning to face the room. According to the dragons Kervin had been so incredulous about what he had seen when they entered the meeting room he had began muttering that if he had only known all it took to get the council to work together was a few fireballs he could have accommodated them years ago. From there his muttering had apparently gotten progressively more aggrieved until no one had the table could contain their laughter. Fearing what damage the laughter could to the meeting one of Kervin’s ice walkers had thought to shield the table from sight and sound. 

Sarian, with a satisfied look on his face walked by the table and muttered, “I told you so.” 

Patro, looking around the room finally gave his attention to the council member sitting in the lone chair at the front of the room. Motioning him to go ahead he sat down in his seat and just waited. Depending on the spokesperson it could take a moment for the person to gather their courage. After the ice shield incident, it might take longer this time than normal. 

Patro was thankful the choice today was a councilman named Frain. Council members were elected as were shire seats, which was the equivalent of a council member. The current Lyra knew all of the council members and shire seats, it was their job to know the people who led under them. Council members were leaders of towns and islands, depending on the size of the island and the population. Shire seats were leaders of large areas of land more suitable to farming and herd land. A shire seat might have many small communities in it while a council area had a large town and some surrounding area, or, in the case of Frain, a decent size island with one large town surrounded by small fishing communities. The island was the location of a large fishing fleet which exported fish to the main land.

Frain was a man known to be a good leader and an even better planner. His island was in the path of many storm systems so Frain had developed several innovative processes to keep the island safe and bring it back to full function after a storm. Patro thought Frain, and his people, should probably be one of the first to go through a portal and settle on the new planet. He determined to discuss it with the others when the meeting ended. 

Frain was also not easily intimidated by Darian. It stood to reason any man who stood against all nature could send against him to keep his people safe and bring the industry back to full function after nature sent some deadly storms against them would have to be a strong person. Patro and the others had a high opinion of Frain, and in this case Frain did not disappoint.

Frain began by meticulously going through each question the members had come up with and taking notes on the information provided. In several instances none of the Lyra had an answer to the question, in which case Frain would set the question aside to be discussed later. After all the questions had been asked Frain laid out what plans the members had thought needed to be worked on and then requested the Lyra go on their walk about. He looked around him and back at Patro and told him to make sure it was a long walk about. 

As the twelve Lyra stepped outside the meeting room and closed the door they heard pandemonium break out in the room. Kervin looked at Darian with a bit of awe, “I still do not agree causing them to fear you was the best answer to lead them, but I wish I had known it worked so well. Not that I could have ever used it, I just think it would have been nice to have known. I could have dreamed about it.”

“If you had known, you are telling me you still would have sat through some of those meetings and not used it?” Darian shook his head, “I don’t believe you.”

Kervin blinked a couple of times, looked at Nalia, his shadow walker, confusion on his face then turned to look at Trista and then finally turned to look at Hered, Trista’s shadow walker. Trista and Hered had shared a look and when Darian turned to look back at them he found Kervin and Trista looking blankly at each other. Everyone had stopped walking and were watching Kervin and Trista. Darian walked back to them and looking at Patro, Kane, and Sarian found them just as confused about why everyone else had stopped as he was. 

Finally Darian, tired of feeling left out of whatever silent communication the others seemed to be in, and having found his Lyra to be just as ignorant, asked, “What?”

Trista and Kervin turned to look at Darian and his Lyra, pity on their faces. Kervin was just shaking his head while Trista looked ready to cry. Finally Nalia, quiet withdrawn Nalia spoke, “He could not have done what you did. He could have dreamed of it, like he said, but, he could not have lost that kind of control. That is why I exist, I keep the darkness from his soul. He can’t lose control like that, even if he wants to, my soul draws it from him.”

Before she finished talked Hered was nodding. “We never realized, we knew you did not have a good bond, we have always known something was wrong. We could never figure out why you could, it was, shadows, we have discussed it before but we have never figured out how you did some of the things you did. Your bond should have stopped it, so we knew something was wrong. We had no idea some of the things you were doing though. I don’t think it even occurred to us until just now, when you told Kervin he could have done it, we never realized you, I have no words. We, Nalia and I, keep the darkness at bay. We knew your bond did not protect you as well, but we never dreamed you did not know our fire walkers can not lose it like you do.”

“We never realized the extent of what you were capable of doing. We just thought you were exceptionally strong, we thought a few times maybe Sarian was not the right one for your Lyra. We have thought many things over the centuries, but you see, we had no idea how bad it was until just now. You should not be capable of flying into rages like you do. Not to say you can not get upset, but you should never be capable of losing control, it should be impossible.” A tear slid down Trista’s cheek when she finished talking. She wiped it away.

Sarian, a broken look upon his face, whispered, “So it is my fault? I should have been doing something but I wasn’t? No one told me. I did not know. How do I fix it? Was I not the right person to be the shadow to his fire?”

At the last question his three bonded bristled in anger, turning on Trista and Kervin all three began to shout at them. Darian’s voice rang the loudest as he demanded “Take that back. He is ours, he does belong to us. How dare you!”

Trista, a small, sad smile on her face, motioned for quiet. “No Sarian, you are the right one. They could not defend you so if you were not. I have heard the story of how you met. Even my Bryol was ready to defend you to the death based on their reaction. That reaction can not be faked.”

Hered laid his hand on Sarian’s shoulder, “I am sorry.” Shaking his head he continued, “It isn’t something you didn’t do. It isn’t something you can do. It is something your bond does, automatically. Just like breathing, you breath in, you breath out, but you never think about having to breath, it just happens. That is how it works. We don’t know why it doesn’t work for your Lyra. Trista is right, we have discussed it so many times. We just never knew until today how bad it was. We never realized. To tell you the truth, it is so impossible that we could not even conceive of it being this bad. And we have no way to fix it.”

The twelve men and women who entered the meeting room a little later were more somber than when they had left. It was one thing to know something was wrong, it was another to find how wrong that something was. 

Fortunately the rest of the meeting went well, or as well as a meeting where everyone found they had to move could go. When the meeting was over several key council members and shire seats were, if not happy, at least they were understanding of why the people from their area needed to go through the portals first. Everyone agreed the information did not need to be relayed to the masses until plans were in place. The meeting broke with everyone headed home to gather the key people they would need to make further plans. The understanding they left with, if those key people let slip to the population, Darian would be coming to visit. No one wanted a visit from Darian.  

 

 

 

Chapter 20

 

“You know, I get that you told us to come back in seven sunrises with what we planned to do. But we have questions we need answers to before we can plan. I mean, we can take Malory with us today, that is not the problem, we have questions though. Seriously, major questions.” Kane was frustrated. He had returned to the meadow to get Malory just as he was told to do. But he had come with the list of questions everyone at the meeting the day before had decided was vital to future planning. Tresimiaset did not seem to think they had spent enough time researching everything they needed to do to have any questions. 

I told you to return in seven sunrises with the plans. Today you are only to get Malory so he can sit in on all the meetings. I can get an idea of your plans from him. I can guide your plans, but what I will not do is spend my days answering questions before you have even started. This is not the first move I have made with your people. You need detailed plans to even begin. Return in five sunrises and we will go over the plans. 

Kane was ready to throw balls of ice at the stubborn dragon. She refused to even listen to what he had to say. He should have brought Patro with him. He thanked the shadows he had not brought Darian. Although, when he got back and told the others Tresimiaset would not even discuss the situation with him, Darian was going to lose his mind. Grabbing Malory he stepped back to his home. As soon as he did though he realized he had no reason to hide Malory anymore so without releasing him he stepped through to Central just inside of the rooms Malory had been living in for so long. 

Releasing Malory he turned to walk out of the room. It would take awhile to walk back to the office and he needed that time to come up with something to tell the others. Just as he reached the door Malory called to him, “Wait, where are you going? When is the first meeting?”

Shoulders tightening Kane tried to reign in his frustration, without turning around he snarled, “Apparently in five sunrises.”

“Um, Kane, I hate to be the bearer of bad news but she will not like that answer. I have some memories from her. I know it will be  hard to look past my age but I can help. I don’t have all her memories, she said no mortal could hold all her memories, but I have some pretty important ones when it comes to the portals.” 

Kane could feel the tension leaving his body. He had not thought of that. Maybe Malory held the answers to the questions they had. After a moment Kane turned around, “Let’s hope you can answer our questions then, come on, we are going to our offices.” 

Having decided to take Malory, Kane reached for him and stepped out into the reception area just outside the offices of his Lyra. Letting go he turned and led the way to Patro’s office where the other three were waiting. He sent a short prayer to the Shadow Goddess for Darian to have patience with Malory.

“Well, that did not take as long as I thought. What did she say about sentient races?” Patro almost pounced on Kane when he walked in the door. Darian and Sarian turned to look at him and Malory, and although Darian glared at Malory, they didn’t bother getting out of their chairs.

Kane had done some quick thinking since Malory announced the fact he had some of Tresimiaset’s memories. Without one second of remorse or hesitation he blatantly twisted Malory’s words, “We are suppose to ask Malory all of our questions. He has the memories to answer the questions we need answered before we can finish planning.”

While Malory gaped at Kane for saying such a thing, he had never told Kane that, Darian looked at Malory in disgust. Patro, seeing the look on Malory’s face snorted. With a quick look at Darian he decided to keep his thoughts to himself. Instead he told Kane, “Well the sooner we start the sooner we can move.” He motioned Malory to a seat. After everyone was seated, Patro, eyes narrowed, looked once more at Kane, before preparing to take notes. “Go ahead, I’m ready.”

Kane pulled the notepad out and began asking Malory questions. He really hoped Malory did know the answers, or would relay them to Tresimiaset. “So what happens if the planet has a sentient race living there? I mean, this planet was already settled when we came through portals to get here. But it was so long ago we don’t have any records of what we did to live here with them.”

Malory’s eyes became unfocused for a moment, then shoulders slumped he told the men. I don’t know. I do not have any memories of what happened.” 

Kane moved to the next question and for the much of the morning the men went over the answers Malory did have and made notes of the questions he could not answer.

Malory had few memories of the answers they needed. Disgust laced Darian’s voice as he announced his intention to get started on the plans they had made in the meeting the previous day.

“What meeting? What plans?” a tinge of worry laced his words as Malory realized he had, apparently, missed an important meeting. Tresimiaset had been certain, based on the past, the leaders would talk and then talk some more without accomplishing anything the first day. 

“She wanted us to make plans,” Darian snarled, “we made plans. The sooner we can start getting things in order the sooner we can move and rebuild our lives. We can’t do that sitting here twiddling our thumbs until she deems it time to review our plans. We need to get to Frain’s and see how the planning is going on the island.” With that Darian took a step and was gone.

Malory turned a worried face to Kane, “What kind of plans have you made? Who made the plans? What island? I don’t think Tresimiaset intended for anyone to do anything until they met with her.”

Kane’s eyebrows shot up, “I did meet with her, this morning, remember? You were there.”

“Yes, but, you did not go over any plans with her. How do you know what you are planning will work if you did not go over your plans with her? This is not a good idea.”

“I tried. Again, you were there, I tried to see if the plans we were making were going to work. Since the plans we made will have to work, we might as well start making them work. I don’t know if we should take you with us or take you back to your rooms.” With a heavy sigh Kane turned to Patro.

“She said he needed to be in the meetings, all the meetings, so I say we take him with us.” Patro offered this bit of advice.

“True, but we are not having a meeting, we are starting the first phase. We already had the meeting and the other two Lyra met with the key people on Frain’s island early this morning to discuss the plans with them. They should have started the first phase by now.” Kane turned back to look at Malory.

“Oh for Shadow’s sake, just grab him and let’s go. We have too much work to do to stand around discussing it.” With that Sarian stepped away.

“Well, you heard him. Let’s go.” Kane grabbed Malory and they both disappeared.

Patro took one last look around his office and muttered, “This should be interesting.” Before he too stepped away.

 

Chapter 21

 

Frain was shaking his head at Darian when the others finally arrived. “No Darian, I don’t know exactly how long it will take. The fishing is not as good as it once was most days, some days are better than others. We sent every fishing vessel we had out this morning. Told them the mainland was suffering in places and on the verge of starvation. They should be out until the holds are full. Everyone has been tasked with working extra until we can get the storage areas full. We did find the best place for the portal. Trista and Kervin are there now trying to measure the ice ramp required.”

“What ice ramp? What is an ice ramp? Who is that?” Malory whispered to Kane.

“Take us there, Kane and Patro can help figure it out. Did you get the extra ice stores built this morning or were you waiting until you found out how much fish the vessels could bring in?” Darian was trying to catch up on what they may have missed since they had stayed behind at Central. The other two Lyra were not going to be pleased to find that Tresimiaset would not meet with them until the day she had selected.

“No, I mean yes we got them, no we were not waiting. It is always better to give people a goal to reach. Our fishermen are well aware of how much fish we can store, both processed and non-processed. If we want them to strive for more we had to give them more. We, well Kervin and Trista’s ice walkers, built twice what we thought we would need. Then we told the fishermen they must be filled as quickly as possible.”

Malory looked wide eyed at Kane, “What is going on? Why are you building here when we are going to move? I don’t understand.”

“Food. We need food. Come one, we are going to help the others.” Kane was striding away before Malory could ask more.

Malory had never been to an island, he was born and raised in Decca, which, being a port city meant he had seen the ocean, but never an island. He wanted to look around and explore but Kane had walked off with the others. Jogging he caught up and tried to take everything in as he stayed near Kane. The water looked different here than it did back home. He wondered why. When they reached the other Lyra he could not begin to guess what they were doing. He desperately wanted to ask but he already felt he was in the way, a hindrance more than a help. He had been bolstered by his bond with Tresimiaset, and bonding with her had given him a sense of security he was rapidly losing.

He was determined to listen and try to figure out what the others were doing. They had not told him why they were going to an island. They had not told him what planning they had begun. He did not know how he was suppose to help if he had no information to relay to Tresimiaset. He watched the Lyra for quite awhile and was no wiser to what they were doing than when he got there. The six ice walkers were doing something with their ice powers, being a sorcerer, young at that, he had never seen the Lyra use their powers, other than the time Darian had started flinging fire at Sarian because of him. He had spent his life trying to avoid the Lyra. It really looked like they were building an ice road from the water to an area near a sprawling rock building. They would build it thin, then they would discuss the level of land, the area of the water, the depth of the water, the fishing vessels, population, and then they would take the ice away somehow, move and do it all again. At first all the ice roads led near one building but as they moved around the island the roads would end in different places. 

By the time dusk was falling Malory was tired of the sand. Confused about the purpose of the ice roads, and hungry. Everyone looked exhausted but satisfied. Why they looked satisfied was mystifying to Malory. When he had tried to talk to Kane, Darian had threatened him. He guessed whatever it was the ice walkers were doing took a lot of concentration and energy. He was ready to go home. He was about to find out he had much to learn about leadership and how it worked. 

Kane staggered a bit as he walked back up the beach to where Darian was standing with the others. All the ice walkers seemed unsteady on their feet as they gathered around Frain. Darian reached to help support Patro while Sarian reached for Kane. Malory thought the fire and shadow walkers looked almost as tired as the ice walkers. He hoped they had enough energy to get back home. He could not step through the void from one place to another yet but he understood it took energy. He had been told it took massive amounts of energy and power to step to an island. Unless you were Lyra or Elite you were pretty much stuck with taking a ship when you needed or wanted to go visit an island. Malory was not sure how it worked.

The group started walking back in the direction they had come from earlier. Fire flared from Darian, then Trista and Kervin also seemed to light up. Since it had gotten dark as they walked back Malory was glad to see the light from the fire. He was also scared. He had seen Darian throw fire balls but he had no idea Darian could become a torch. No one else seemed worried to see the three fire walkers looking as though their entire body was on fire. Malory realized he had slowed down and he tried to convince himself to catch back up. His legs were not listening to him. His brain was gibbering at him that the fire walkers were on fire and still holding on to an ice walker. And the ice walkers did not seem bothered to have a torch in the shape of a fire walker holding on to them. Malory gulped, he was in way over his head. When he finally convinced his legs to move the others were some distance away. No one had noticed him falling behind, and with the powers he had seen today, he hoped they never noticed.

They had passed several small communities during the day and were now tracing their way back through those communities. Or at least, they were walking along the beach near the communities. Malory noted that every time they neared a community the fire walkers would dim their fires, but they never stopped moving. He did not realize they had walked so far. It was a couple of hours after dark had fallen when they finally turned from the beach and headed toward the sprawling rock building he had seen earlier. He jogged to catch up.

As they entered the building it was clear to Malory he had missed an important discussion by hanging back. The first thing he heard was Kervin saying “So we are agreed on the number of portals we will need on this island to move everything?” The others nodded or murmured agreement. Kervin yawned and looked over at Frain, “Food my good councilman. We are in serious need of nourishment if we are going to work on the next phase of the planning.” 

Malory sidled up to Kane and asked, “When did you discuss how many portals?”

Kane, exhaustion evident on not just his face but his entire body, stiffened and looked down at Malory, “Seriously? We spent the whole day decided how many portals and where to place them? Why did Tresimiaset send you to us if you are not going to pay attention to what we are doing?”

“No one told me what you were doing besides building roads of ice all day. Are we going home soon?”

Darian, overhearing this question, blinked a couple of times, “You have got to be kidding? How do you think we are going to get home after the day we have had? If we did not have the energy to step from the other side of the island back to here do you really think we have the energy to step home? What we did today takes a massive amount of energy.”

“But, you did not do anything that I saw. I mean, Kane and Patro helped the others build ice roads all day, but you and Sarian just stood there. I don’t understand.” The plaintive wail surprised everyone. 

Sarian, the more patient one of the Lyra, grabbed Malory and dragged him away just as Darian was reaching for him. Sarian did not know what Darian intended to do when he got his hands on Malory, but he was almost certain Malory had just pushed Darian too far.

Frain motioned everyone to a room where food had been set up. The room also had to advantage of having soft, comfortable looking chairs and couches scattered around the room. Sarian kept Malory back while everyone else entered the room.

“Look, you need to pay attention to what we are doing and what we are saying. We do not have time to try to fill you in on the entire meeting we had yesterday, just to fill Tresimiaset in again in five sunrises. We have to start putting our plans into action and for that we will be doing some traveling. You need to try to stay out of Darian’s way as much as possible. When he is tired he is more short tempered than normal. As far as us just standing around, you really don’t know how a bonded Lyra works. We can lend our energy to the others of our bond when we need to. We have had little sleep the last few days, combined with the stress of the last few months, we are getting worn down. We have no idea what Tresimiaset will be willing to help with, we have no idea what other plans we need to make, but what we do know is the plans we are working on have to be done. This first phase is critical to the survival of our race. You need to talk to your dragon and get some guidance. She promised us guidance through you, get it.” Sarian turned to walk away but stopped when he heard the next words from Malory, almost a whisper.

“I can’t ask for guidance if I don’t even know what is going on can I?”

“Then just stay out of the way. Just, Malory, just stay out of the way. Do not do anything to cause anyone to have doubts about what we are doing. Do not call any of us out around others. If you have doubts, bring them to me, privately, but for the love of the shadows, please just watch and stay out of the way. We don’t know what all we will have to do, but the plans we made, we made based on what your dragon told us. What we do will work. After that, we don’t know. Now, I am starved, when we have food and some rest we will be able to start on the next phase. We are not done here by a long shot, but for now we have done all we can. Were it up to us we would have the first portal open by morning. Since we can’t we are going to eat and rest.” Sarian never turned around to look at Malory as he delivered these words, when he was done he just walked out of the room leaving Malory to follow as he wished.

Malory followed him immediately, he had no intention of getting left behind. When Sarian and Malory entered the room with the food Sarian had straight away fixed himself a plate and sinking into a chair had actually moaned at the softness of the chair.

Frain, hearing it laughed, “This room, as I was telling the others, is central to the building. As well built as this building is this is our operation building when we are hit by storms. This town is central to the entire island, and the highest point on the island. Some of the storms we get confine us inside for up to two days. We need a place we can rest and plan. This is that place. The howling wind is muted in here, and we have never lost this part of the building yet. When you are dealing with emergencies you need good rest and plenty of food to keep going.”

Between bites of food Sarian asked, “What else did I miss?”

Frain shook his head, “Nothing really new was discussed. When I got back last night I called an emergency meeting with everyone I thought I would need to get started. They in turn met with the fishermen in their communities. For now they think the main land is suffering from starvation, the fishermen that is. My key people have been informed of the situation. They were not very surprised with the news. They have seen the planet dying just like everyone else. Finding we have a place to go was, once the shock wore off, comforting I think. The fishing has been worse than in times past. We will be ready to move when the times comes. Knowing we can come and go for awhile is helpful. If I had just thrown the information we were moving to another planet at them, effective almost immediately, like someone who I will not mention, threw the information to us,” He glared at Patro before continuing, “I believe it would have caused problems.”

The Lyra, all twelve, looked taken aback. Kervin grimaced, “We did not think about it like that. We had the information thrown at us in a much worse way I think. We will keep in mind telling people we are opening a doorway they can come and go through at will while we move is the better plan. How long before you tell your people?”

Frain looked thoughtful, “We think within the next few days. We have to get the list made of who goes and who stays. Once we have that, and can decide what industry stays here for now and what goes, we will have a meeting of the island people and tell them. We are still working on that plan. We will let you know as soon as we have it. If you are done eating we have a room through there, well rooms, you can freshen up and either sleep here, the chairs recline back or find a bed in the common room through that door.”

“Once we get a few hours rest we will be gone. If you have your part under control we will be fine here. We will be gone by morning and I know you have other people to meet with to do yet more planning. Unless, is there anything else you need from us? Anything at all, do not hesitate, the future of our entire race rest partially upon your shoulders. Not that I am trying to stress you or anything, but understand, we know how important your role is in our plans. And make no mistake, you have one of the most important roles for this to work. You can not run into problems and try to work it out if it is something we can help with. Please keep this in mind.” By the time Kervin was done everyone Lyra in the room was nodding. 

Frain looked at him, then at the rest of the room. “The future of this island has rested on my shoulders for centuries. I understand what you are asking from me, from us. We will not let our race down. I would ask for someone who can step from this island to you, where ever you will be, without hesitation.”

Kervin laughed, “You don’t ask for much do you. I will send one of my own to you.”

Malory leaned toward Sarian, “What does that mean?” he whispered.

“Not many can step from this island to the mainland and back again, not without draining themselves of energy. Only Lyra, Elite, and some elder can manage the round trip without exhausting themselves. One reason why the council of an island will always be strong enough and old enough to make the trip. Only an Elite can step from an island to where ever his or her Lyra is located. So to ask for someone who can not just step to the mainland from here, many could do that, some of the runners can, but can step to the Lyra themselves, only an Elite can do that. He just asked for something no one has ever asked for, to my knowledge. He asked Kervin for one of his personal body guards.”

“Oh, so, we are done here? I don’t even know what we did here. What am I suppose to tell Tresimiaset?” 

Sarian shrugged, “We are doing what she told us to do, planning. What else can you tell her. She does not want to hear about our plans for five more sun rises so tell her what you want.”

“Um, Sarian, this is not what she had in mind when she told you to plan. She is expecting meetings with various leaders. Meetings where you discuss what needs to happen and in what order. I don’t think she is going to approve of whatever it is you are doing.”

“How exactly do you know what she wants young one? She was not very forthcoming about what we needed to do the next few days. She told us to take you to all our meetings, but since we could not get you the first day you missed our meeting. We have no other meetings planned. We are not a backwards race, nor or we stupid. We planned for what we could with the information we had. Without more information from her, we can not plan other things.”

“She said you would talk, and then talk some more. She understands people, she understands leaders, she understands how it works to lead people. She said you would get nothing accomplished for days.”

Sarian snorted, “She does not know Darian. Darian does not like to lead, he does not like meetings, he believes in getting things done so he does not have to deal with people. If she wanted meetings she should have kept Darian in the meadow with her. She got one meeting, and it is over. You tell her whatever you think she wants to hear.”

 Sarian got up and headed for the doorway Frain had pointed to when he mentioned freshing up. When he got back he positioned the chair to lean back and soon was fast asleep. Looking around Malory saw everyone was asleep, or going to sleep. As the lights began to dim Malory made himself comfortable and called out to his dragon. 

 

 

 

Chapter 22

 

It seemed Malory had just fallen asleep when Kane shook him. “Come on, time to go. The sun will soon be rising at Giliad’s. We gotta go. Riance is to meet us there at daylight. They are hours ahead of this island. Get up.”

When Malory looked around he saw the others stretching and murmuring to each other. Soon everyone had stepped away but he and Kane. Before Kane grabbed his arm he told him, “When we get there I need to know what Tresimiaset has to say about what we are doing. You are suppose to be helping guide us with her advice. We will eat at Giliad’s.” Kane grabbed his arm and they stepped out near a large stone house surrounded by many outbuildings.

Malory had no idea who this Giliad was, and again no idea what the plans were for the day. He had discussed with Tresimiaset what had happened yesterday. To say she was surprised would be an understatement. He had told her he had apparently missed a big meeting where all the planning had taken place. Although they were bonded so she knew he could not lie to her, she had expressed disbelief that he understood what he was told. At no time in their history, she had said, had any of the race ever made all the plans in one day. It could not be done. She had explained how he could keep the flow of information between them open so she could “be” with him the entire day. She had advised him to stay as close to Patro as possible as he struck her as being the smartest of the Lyra.

Several people were walking to meet them. Soon many conversations were going on around him. Malory opened himself to his dragon and closed the gap between himself and Patro. The only thing he heard though was greetings and offers of food. He continued to follow the others into a large communal dining room where many others were already eating. People started murmuring louder when the Lyra walked in the door.

Fixing his plate he stayed by Patro and prepared to be confused for a second day. When everyone was done eating a man he had never met called for attention. 

“Who is that?” Malory leaned over and whispered to Patro.

“Shh, that is Giliad, he has the largest herd of anyone in our race.”

Giliad was telling the ones gathered in the room the plans for the day. Malory had no idea how a herd was run so most of the plans for mustering and other things were beyond his knowledge. When Giliad finished talking he motioned to the Lyra and they headed outside.

Soon they were walking toward one of the outbuildings where a couple of other people were waiting. When they walked inside Malory was surprised to find several people already in the room. Kervin was the first to speak, “Do you have the information we need?”

Giliad, looking around the room, looked back at Kervin, “Yeah, we got it. We can’t do anything unless you get us the grasses and grains we need. Or get us a sample of the grasses and grains on the other side. We have run the numbers every way we can and we do not have enough food to last another year with the size herd we have, we certainly can not run two herds on two planets with the food we have. Until we get a sample of the grasses, we can’t tell you what we can do. Get us a sample, open us a portal and let us send a few animals through, get us those ice fences Riance said you could get us so they are protected and we will get you males and females you can send to various spots with a herdsman to keep check on them. They need a watering hole and grasses, we will see which grasses, if any they thrive on. If you plan on scattering them, we are gonna need a dragon to move the herdsman from area to area. They will have them mustered in by the end of the week. You need to get them across the portal soon after. We don’t have to food to keep them in one place very long. They have to graze. Find us the grazing land on the other side.” Having finished he passed some papers to Kervin, “This is the numbers we have, what we can send over now, the amount of food we have for them. We also put an estimate on there of how long it will take us to move everything and everyone. Everything you need from us in on that paper. We got work to do. Go away. Come back when you can get us more food for the herd, or a portal.” 

Turning he walked out of the room. Kervin stared at the empty doorway before turning back to Riance. “That was a little abrupt. Is he always that short with people? Or is it just us,” motioning to the other Lyra. “He didn’t ask any questions, he didn’t let us ask any questions.”

Riance, the shire seat over this section of the land grimaced, “Yes, he is always gruff and abrupt. He has gotten worse over the last couple of years. He has lost a lot of his herd since the pattern of our planet changed. He is a no nonsense kind of guy. Not a lot of use for people who live in towns. His herd is the largest one of our race, he is responsible for more people than many small towns. Until we can get him more information, we are wasting our time trying to talk to him. Everything he has to say to us, is in these numbers on these papers. I am sorry, I did what I could. But he has a point, if we can’t get him the food, he can’t help us. His herd has to eat. If you can open some portals to get samples he can tell you more what he is capable of doing. Without knowing if he can feed them on the other planet, he can’t do anything. When can you start opening portals?”

Kervin looked at Malory, then back to Riance, “I don’t know.”

Malory, following along with the conversation asked Tresimiaset “What do I tell them?”

Tell them to come see me when they leave there. I think I have misjudged them. 

Malory slid closer to Patro and whispered, “Tresimiaset wants to see everyone, as soon as we leave here.”

Patro looked down at Malory then over at Darian. Knowing Malory could not hear him if he spoke to his bond brothers mentally, and not knowing if Malory had opened  himself to Tresimiaset but willing to bet he had, he sent a message to his bonded Lyra. Darian was right. Moving forward with the plans without giving Malory enough information to relay to Tresimiaset has pushed her into asking for us, all of us. 

The others heard Darian’s mental snort, I told you it would work. That is one dragon that likes to be in control and to know what is going on. If Malory could not figure out what we were doing, he could not relay it to her. I will let Kervin and Trista know, go ahead and take Malory back to the meadow where she is, we will follow.

A moment later Patro had grabbed Malory and stepped to the watch tower meadow.

Darian looked around the room and turned to Riance, “We thank you for your work on our behalf. We have been summoned elsewhere so if you will excuse us, we have to go. We will get the information you need as soon as we can. Kervin, Trista, if you and yours would walk out with me?”

When the eleven had walked a sufficient distance from the outbuilding and everyone else Darian turned to the others. “Malory said Tresimiaset wants to see us. Apparently now  instead of four sun rises from today. We need to go. If we play this right we can get portals open by the end of tomorrow, maybe today.”

Trista laughed, “I can not believe you are such a poor leader yet such a skilled planner. You scheme well, and too our benefit. Unless she is upset at us for keeping Malory in the dark. In which case we are all blaming you.”

“I don’t think she will be upset once she finally listens to our plans.” Darian told her. “Shall we go?”

With a smile on her face Trista told him, “Lead the way. And try to keep your thoughts blank. I think I figured out what she doing before when she seemed to read our thoughts so easy. I think she reads the surface thoughts. Whatever we are thinking she can hear. So don’t think about what we did, just think about our plans.” Soon the area was free of Lyra as they all stepped back to the watch tower meadow.

 

 

Chapter 23

 

I am not happy with the way you have started your plans, but I do believe I have misjudged you, all of you. I based what you would do on what has been done in the past. I should not have done that. I apologize to all of you. Kane tried to get me to listen when he came to pick up Malory but I was so sure of how you would go about planning that I saw no reason to meet with any of you. After speaking with my bonded I see I have failed your people, and you. 

No one had expected the first thing they heard to be an apology. No one knew just what to say. Fortunately Tresimiaset was not done.

In the past the leaders of the race have talked and talked and still gotten no where for weeks. From what my rider has told me you had a large meeting and then you spent the day yesterday on an island planning portals. He had no idea what else you were doing, and would not have known you were planning portals if he had not heard someone discussing the fact you had agreed on how many portals that island would need. He also informed me you had built ice storage on the island and were sending fleets out to fish more. He did not see the significance of what you were doing. He wondered why build only to move. I do see what you were doing. I did not expect you to have already started planning for your food supply on the next planet. I saw, through him, the meeting you had this morning. I did not expect you to be ready, or have even realized the importance of moving herd animals over a few at a time to find the best grazing. I think I need to hear those questions I refused to listen to yesterday. And I need to hear what you have planned and how you came to plan so quickly with so many key people. What other plans have you made?

Kane, who still had the list of questions Malory had been unable to answer, quickly removed the list and began to ask Tresimiaset the all important questions.

“What happens if another race already inhabits the planet?”

That is often the case. Few times have we ever moved to a planet without another race already there. I do not know if another race is there. If so we will make peace. No time in history have we ever moved to a crowded planet. Always there is more than enough room for our race and the Lyriants and whoever came before us. I expect this planet to be no different. We will find land they do not occupy and settle there. If it turns out to be an unusual planet, but it will not. The Goddess Ariannia guides my portals, they open where she wills them to when it means moving the race. That is as it has always been and how it will always be.

“So all we can do is pray Ariannia guides the path? Well, you hear that Darian? You have to start believing in the goddess. Let me see, next question. What if the food there is poison to our system? How will we know what we can eat or not eat?”

Are you seriously using that as a question? When you have fire walkers?

Kane blinked at the question and looked at the others. They shrugged, no one else understood the dragon’s question either. “We thought it was a valid question. We stand to lose many people trying to experiment with what we can or can’t eat.”

Tresimiaset looked at all the Lyra gathered around her. Although she had their memories, if they did not know something she had no way of knowing because it would not be a memory. Apparently they were like the watchers, some vital information was missing from their memories. 

As a race you have lost much. Fire walkers are immune to poison. They can eat anything. They will feel the poison as it spreads through their body and they will then use their fire to burn the poison from their bodies. Any new food you may find on the other side can be tested by a fire walker. It may take years to test all the food. It may take years to find all the food that can be tested. 

The Lyra gaped at her as she relayed this information to them. Not one of them, not even the oldest of them, had any idea the fire walkers were immune to poison.

Kane looked back at the sheet once he had recovered himself, muttering, “Well that takes care of several questions right there.” 

As the day wore on the Lyra discussed with Tresimiaset just what plans they had put into motion. And in turn she relayed to them what things they may have overlooked. There were not many things that had been overlooked. Most things were because of the questions they had not had answers to before. Kane had finished asking her the questions they had come up with hours before. 

After several hours of discussion Tresimiaset told them she was proud to be leading them to another planet. I did not expect you to have so many detailed plans already. I did not expect you to have reached this far in your planning. I have a question for you though, for all of you. How did you do something no one in your race has managed before. How did you put into motion a plan to move your people in just one day?

The Lyra started shifting guiltily around till they had shifted behind Darian. Finally Patro, well able to think on his feet told her, “We give all the credit to Darian. We would not have been nearly so far along if not for his leadership.”

Tresimiaset snorted, You could not even keep a straight face when you said that. In fact, the only person who kept a straight face was Darian, and even he looked surprised when you said his name and leadership in the save breath. I have your memories, I have your dragon’s memories, even I know leadership and Darian do not go together so if you wouldn’t mind, try again.

Kervin surprised everyone when he spoke, “No, it is true, Darian has a um unique leadership. If not for his unique leadership we would not have gotten nearly the cooperation from the council and shire seats.”

Tresimiaset closed her eyes for a moment, He threw fireballs at them didn’t he?

Trista looked her in the eyes and told her, “Truthfully we never saw him throw the first fireball. In fact he did not speak in the meeting at all except to tell them to figure it out after we had given them the information.”

I see. So he did not speak but he leads so well they just cooperated. I would guess he has thrown enough fireballs at them in the past they dare not give him any problems now. Throwing fireballs to get cooperation seems much more his style. If I were to search the memories I have from each of you I am sure I would find memories of him throwing fireballs at the council members. I do not have time to search down every memory I have been given at this time. Over the centuries I am with you I will make it a point to search out those type of memories. For now I will just agree it worked and we will get busy opening portals. From what you are telling me you want the first one opened on the island, but I can’t do that. Not won’t do it, can’t. You have a portal sitting in Central already. The first portal to anchor back to that portal needs to be in a suitable place to have your capital. It will be easier to link capital to capital just as I will link island to island and herd land to herd land. The plan to send Kervin and Trista and their dragons over with me is an excellent plan. Once we have a place picked out to build your capital city the soldiers, builders, and Elite can come through. Then and only then will I be willing to open more portals. You must have a government location first, a central location for your race. I am curious though. At what point were you going to tell the sorcerers and scientist what is going on? You have not mentioned them at all.

At the mention of sorcerers and scientist all twelve Lyra looked surprised, the surprise quickly changed to guilt and remorse and embarrassment. 

A small whisper wafted through the air, “I forgot about them.” No one could be quite sure who said it. 

“Don’t tell the scientists anything. They can’t keep secrets.” Malory shocked everyone when with his sudden contribution to the conversation.

“He has a point there, scientists can not keep secrets more than one day. If that long, not a secret like this. Even Darian can not scare them into keeping secrets like this. They know of the land on the other side, they know we are trying to find a way to go through the portal, but they do not know we are going to be taking the entire race through the portal soon.” Kane could not help but agree with Malory.

“Yes but they need to work with the sorcerers to get a powered establishment on the other side. They both are vital to getting the power up on the other planet.” Patro told them after a moment.

“How have you been keeping them quiet so far?” Kervin realized he had not seen any scientist since a few days after the portal secret was discovered by Darian and his Lyra.

“The scientists are in the dungeons.” The sly look on Darian’s face should have warned him but Kervin was not looking.

Kervin blinked a couple of times, “We have no dungeons at, no, great shadows tell me you did not build dungeons? Darian? You didn’t?”

Kane and Patro started laughing, “He is kidding, we don’t have dungeons, not at Central.”

“Wait, I am with Kervin, I have not seen any scientist lately either.” Kane turned toward Darian, “What did you do?”

“Why is it, when something like this happens, everyone wants to blame me? Or accuse me of something? Did you ever think that just possibly it was not me this time?”

“No, it never occurred to me at all. We spent a week meeting with scientists, sorcerers, and the other Lyra. We spent the next week searching this planet for our dragons with no thought to the portal sitting in the middle of the gathering room. I just realized in that week we never saw a single scientist. Nor did we see one these last few days since Tresimiaset came on the scene. So Darian, I ask again, what did you do?”

Trista looked at Hered, then she looked around the meadow at the others, with a grimace she finally admitted, “Darian did not do anything with them. I pulled the soldiers barracked near my home, put Bryol in charge of them, and they have put the scientists on lock down. The scientists have actually been moved to the sorcerer’s wing, with an assigned soldier for each scientist with any knowledge of the portal. The only ones with the knowledge are the ones at Central. We have scientists scattered around the land, but the ones here were so busy with the portal, they never thought to leave to spread the news to other cities. In that we have been fortunate. I did not think that would last long so, I made the decision to lock them down. They can go from their assigned rooms to meeting rooms. They can brainstorm, but they can not leave Central. These last few days I may have forgotten to check on them, but with Bryol in charge of them I have not been worried about them creating mass hysteria. He has the sorcerers to help him, with orders to help in any way needed.”

Darian and his Lyra all turned as one to look at Trista. No one spoke for a moment till finally Kervin muttered, “Darian is obviously contagious.”

All heads swiveled to look at Kervin. Darian told him. “I think it is a good plan.”

Kervin looked at him in disgust, “And that is exactly why I said you are contagious. It is not a good plan, we can not just lock our own people up when it suits us.” He shook his head then continued, “Although, it is the scientists we are talking about. Fine, it is as good a plan as any I would have come up with. So what do we do with them now?”

Darian shrugged his shoulders and looked at the others before looking at Patro, “What do you suggest?”

“Me? I say we lock down the wing of Central with the portal. Station the soldiers to keep everyone out, bring Tresimiaset in through the great hall from the landing garden at night, and Kervin, Trista and their Lyra and dragons follow her through. Once they are gone no one on this side will know anyone went through. We close the portal room to everyone with the exception of our Lyra, Malory, and I suggest bringing Timeron and Kristien into the plan. Then we camp out near the portal until Malory gets the call to help anchor the portal.”

You understand when I cross over this portal will be anchored to the other side, but that will not work unless by some chance the portal opened to the exact spot for the government to be established. Highly unlikely for that to have occurred. I will have to search for a suitable spot, and create a portal back to this one. That will be two portals from this one. It becomes tricky and the details are not something you need worry about. Malory and I can anchor the next portal so it is over the one already in existence. Otherwise you would not be able to determine which portal on the other side you come out of. It will cause a change in the looks of the portal on this side. If you continue to allow people access to the portal you may need to find a story for the change. The portal will look as though the colors have doubled. Malory will not need to stay next to the portal. His presence on this side is the anchor and the portal already exist. He needs to be at the locations that have no portal when I begin to build other portals. I have to use his location to anchor. If you feel comfortable with everything we can start whenever you choose.

Although the Lyra thought they were ready, being told they could begin at any time brought the realization to them they were not ready. They needed to secure Central, they needed to alert the Elite. They needed to come up with stories to tell the builders to get them to Central. Having the go ahead to start the move meant they had several things to accomplish before they could make the first move. 

As they twelve men and women gathered around trying to discuss what needed to happen  Malory surprised them all. “You can do all of that while they look for a place on the other side right? I mean, you just need to block the hall and get the dragons and Lyra through to the portal room without being seen. You can do that easy enough right?”

Kervin started laughing, “From the mouths of children. Yes child, we can do that in a night, we do need to go home and pack for a few days travel.” He turned to look at Tresimiaset, are you agreeable to going tonight? We do not know the time on the other side so we could come out in the middle of the night. But you said as soon as you cross over the portal is anchored and we can cross back without the colors washing over us. If the timing is bad, we just cross back? Could we create a portal linked back to the meadow of the watch tower to come and go as needed?”

We can go tonight. If you choose to leave tonight. If you choose to have me anchor the portal tonight and you follow later, after you gather supplies, you can do that also. You can not have a portal to the meadow. I will not open one there. I can cross over to anchor the portal and tell Malory when the next dawn occurs. This would potentially give you time to get your things in order to follow me. 

After much discussion the decision was made to have Darian and his Lyra return to Central where they would secure the wing with the portal, which also had the double doors leading to the landing garden. While they secured the wing, the other two Lyra would be gathering supplies for an extended stay on the other side. Malory and Tresimiaset would fly to Central once Sarian told his dragon who would in turn relay the information to Tresimiaset that the wing was secure. Irirnan would lead the way to the landing garden flying over the area to check for any people who might be out and about during the night.

 

 

Chapter 24

 

As Tresimiaset flew toward Central she felt joy that she would once again see a new world. She was created to open portals to new worlds, but she rarely got to do the very thing she was created for. She had not gotten to spend much time on this world before her goddess had decreed she needed to sleep. She had been saddened at the time. Only Ariannia’s promise that the next time she awoke would be for thousands of years had made it easier. For the last few days she had been anxiously awaiting the Lyra of this time to get moving. She wanted so badly to just tell them what needed to be done. But once she took control every problem would be brought to her. She needed for them to figure it out on their own. They had surprised her with how quickly they moved. 

She understood now why Ariannia had twisted the threads to create Darian so flawed. It was those very flaws which created the fear to move quickly when Darian spoke. Darian had obviously been created as one of Ariannia’s chosen to get the race off the planet. If Tresimiaset could have seen the future threads she would have realized how wrong she was. 

Once everyone was settled on the other planet Tresimiaset had very specific plans of how to fix the problems in the race. She even had an idea of how she could fix the bond in Darian’s Lyra. For now though she would concentrate on getting through the portal to explore her new planet. As she consulted with Irirnan she began the long spiral down toward the garden. Moments later, having landed and instructed Malory how to dismount, she saw the great double doors opening. As Darian waved her forward she said goodbye to Irirnan and promised to find the perfect place on the other side for the dragons to call home.

As she followed Darian down the hall she saw soldiers in the distance. Not one of them turned to see her. She was not quiet as she moved down the hall. Her claws made a clipping sound each time she placed one of her feet down. The soldiers were well trained obviously, or terrified of Darian. It could be either situation, in any case it did not matter at this moment. 

When Darian pushed the double doors open, and she once again laid eyes on one of her portals she, for all her great age, could hardly contain herself. With some last minute instructions to Malory she pushed her head into the portal and as the portal stretched she walked through to get her first glimpse of the other planet. 

As her tailed cleared the portal she murmured through her connection with Malory, The portal is anchored. It is possibly midday here, I can not know until I see the path of the sun to the planet. The land is vibrant and not green. Keep this to yourself for now. The plants here are, different from the plants there. This may disturb some of the others. It is normal for differences to exist, but usually the plants are at least green due to the chemical makeup of plants. Or at least the scientist in the past have explained it thus. They are not green here. I will take to the skies soon, but first I will create a disturbance here to see if anything comes. I must know of any dangers in this area before the others cross over. Sleep. Tell the others to sleep. I will let you know when night falls here and again when daylight comes. The others can plan from that.

Tresimiaset looked around the new planet. Her thoughts turned toward the scientists for a moment as she took in the vibrant blue grasses and trees. The change in the color of the vegetation from one planet to the next would keep them busy for some time. She decided to thump the ground with her tail a few times to see if anything, or anyone came to check out the sound. She would experiment with different sounds as the day went on, to see what kind of wildlife may exist and to see if anything was around that might be curious enough to come visit. The portal appearance may have scared away anything that had been here previously, but after so many weeks any native wildlife should have began to ignore it as just another part of the landscape. 

After a couple of hours exploring the small clearing she took to the sky. She needed to find out what the surrounding land looked like. She needed waterways, a place for a port city and mountains. She needed to find some wildlife to supply her with food soon also. She would fly in one direction for a while then make a circle around the portal. If she saw likely spots for settlements she would make a note of them. If she found the ocean or seas of this planet she would look for islands. She would have to check the islands over carefully. If one knew what to look for one could tell much about what storms on the ocean did to the islands. It would not do to find a suitable island just to have the settlement wiped out during the first storm. The fishermen and herds men were the first people who needed to settle in this new land. The food supply had to take priority over all else.

Several hours later, having found a likely looking animal for food, and having satisfied herself it was not sentient, she had eaten and found a stream to drink from. The water was crystal clear and cold. The temperature of the water indicated it came from underground not too distant. The mountain range she had seen when she first took to the sky was too distant to fly to at the moment, and the distance too great for the stream to have come from the range. The day was warm on this part of the planet. Without knowing how long the days on this planet lasted she was trying to explore the land around the portal before she satisfied her desire to find mountain homes for the other dragons and herself.

Climbing even higher she searched for water. A small stream was not going to be suitable when it came to creating settlements. So far all she had seen was small streams. Some meandered through great clearings suitable for herd animals. Some of the clearings had herds of unknown animals grazing, one of which she could vouch was delicious, to a dragon. Much of the land was woodland where she was. 

She saw a glint of something in the distance that could be water. She had almost reached the point where she had started her long circle around the portal several hours prior. Turning in the sky she wheeled around and headed for the glint she had just barely seen, as high as she had climbed it would be some time before she reached it. 

Dusk was falling as she settled on the beach near a sizable stretch of water. As far as she could see into the horizon was water. She had excellent night vision, but even she needed light to be able to see what she was searching for and she had no idea how long the nights lasted. She would rest for the night and watch the water to see what creatures came to the water at night, or from the water. Dangers could lurk anywhere on a new planet.

 

***

 

As dawn crept over the water she called through to Malory letting him know dawn had arrived. If it had been midday when she arrived it was safe to assume the days were far longer than the nights on this planet, and one day of the planet many hours longer than Kardan with its twenty-five hour days. When Malory answered her she found the others had recently arrived with the things they needed to stay a few days. She told Malory they could come through the portal and fly toward her pull, or they could wait until she arrived back at the portal to lead them. She explored the surrounding beach while she waited for the others to discuss how they wanted to proceed.

After some time Malory informed her the others had decided to come through the portal and make their way to her after their dragons had assured them they could feel her and from there they could find her. When she heard this she snorted, she had thought the Lyra understood their dragons could find her now from anywhere, apparently she had not made that clear. Soon she felt the disturbance as the eight dragons and their riders cleared the portal. While she waited she flew out across the water varying her direction each time but staying in the general area. So far she had seen many fish break the surface of the water, she had flown down to see great schools of fish swimming but she had found no island. 

When the others finally reached her she was sitting in a cove waiting. Kervin exclaimed when he arrived, “This is a beautiful site for a settlement. I do not like the blue trees. Do you think the blue grass will be edible for our herds?”

He would have continued if he had not been interrupted. That is why you send a pair, or several pairs scattered around the land. I have not found an island, this cove has deep waters suitable for fishing vessels. This could be a temporary settlement for your island people until we can find islands. If this planet has islands. We could search for weeks and months and never find an island. We need to search the coast in both directions for a suitable port city location. This is not large enough by far to settle a capital city. You may want to watch the skies, I have noted some predatory birds in the areas around the herd animals here. Too small to cause problems for me, but perhaps large enough to cause problems for the people. They will need to learn to be aware of the skies. I ate one of the animals from one of the herds roaming the plains here. Delicious eating. I will continue to search the waters for more land, your two Lyra need to split up and each take a direction to explore. Call if you need help.

 

Chapter 25

 

Darian raked his hand through his hair in frustration, “It has been two weeks since they left. How much longer before they are ready?”

Patro, lounging in a chair near him reached out and kicked his foot against Darian’s chair. “How are we suppose to know? You get the same report we get every  night, or whenever they find something worth noting on the other side.”

The men were taking a much needed break to rest and had retired to the mountain cabin for a few hours.

Darian slowly turned to glare at Malory. He was not happy Malory was around him every day. He actively disliked Malory being in the mountain cabin. He made no secret of his dislike of Malory. “You are telling us everything right?”

Malory’s eyes widened when he realized he was again the focus of Darian’s attention. He hunched down in his chair trying to make himself smaller while his eyes shifted from side to side. He swallowed hard. “Yes.” His whispered answer was barely audible. When he bonded with Tresimiaset he had no idea he would be stuck in Darian’s company so much. 

The four Lyra and Malory spent most of their days, and often much of their nights planning and then detailing the planning. Malory did not really do any planning, his part was more to relay the information from the other side to this side. Darian had become increasingly frustrated when no one could find a single trading partner. The seas were huge and ships were small but the dragons went out every day looking. Even dragons got tired of straight flying and though the Lyra took turns stepping from Central to various ports no one could find the ships who traded their goods with the Deyarians despite the war. 

It had not been so long ago that the last ship of the season had left the port of Decca headed to the next trading city but the Lyra either missed them or found they had not yet arrived at every port they tried. Few ship captains went against the laws decreed by their king to continue trading with the Deyarians. Many of the ships had failed to arrive after war was declared. The ones who still plied their trade were captains whose families had traded for decades with the Deyarians. Captains the Lyra considered friends and refused to leave behind when they left the planet. But it would be hard to take people you could not find, and of the eight ships the Lyra considered friendly, not one had been found in the week they had been looking.

The only bright spot as far as the Lyra were concerned was how many of the Lyriants they had managed to find willing to move to a new land. If the Lyra left out the new land was on a new planet, well, no blame attached to them for the omission. Mostly island people promised all the land they wanted, within reason, to call their own. According to the reports coming through the portal at least two separate land masses had been found. Neither seemed to have any sentient life, both far larger than either race needed at the moment. The island people only stipulated they wanted coast land, and Patro had been happy to negotiate with the leaders of the islands for the land. 

The Lyra may have misled the islanders slightly. But they were able to sleep well at night with those omissions because they knew the future of this planet was bleak. The islanders might labor under the delusion the Deyarians needed settlers to help make up the loss of so many people from the catastrophe three years prior. Patro had even made trade negotiations read in such a way as to promote the delusion. The islanders seemed happy they would be gaining a position to become a trade partner to the Deyarian race. No one felt the need to burst the delusion bubble. Although, as Patro had later pointed out, in the beginning everyone would be trading partners with everyone else. Darian had told the others everyone needed some kind of delusion to make it through life. 

Kane had laughed and told him, “Yeah, we labor constantly under the delusion you may one day be a good leader. It certainly helps me sleep at night.” 

When once again Darian muttered his frustration about the inability to find any of their trading partners it proved to be one time too many.

“If you had been willing to weave Sky to Breanna we would have no problems finding him. And from him we could find Daccus and the ship, but no, you refused. And why did you refuse? You liked Sky but he had the audacity to fall for a sorcerers daughter. Oh the horror. I blame you entirely for us not being able to at least find Captain Daccus and everyone on his ship. And another thing, if we do find Daccus, you will immediately weave Sky to his mate and thus to our tapestry.” From sarcasm to bitter Kane left no doubt of his feelings in the matter.

“Skycanrion had no business getting involved with the sorcerers. I made them off limits to all our trade partners for a reason.”

“Darian, were I you, I don’t think I would keep calling him Skycanrion. Chances are you will be around him one day and forget to call him Sky. I have heard his reaction when someone uses his full name is not pleasant.” Darian just shrugged at this reminder.

When Malory suddenly sat up in his chair the others were quick to turn their attention to him. He had the unfocused look that told them he was communicating with his dragon. Soon he was mouthing a conversation with her. The Lyra, having been through the process of learning to talk to their own dragons were not surprised when these instances occurred. Learning to focus inward and talk to your dragon was a skill which took time to learn. Malory had been learning this skill for less than three weeks, it would be many more weeks before he became proficient. As it stood now the Lyra had only to listen to Malory and his one sided conversation to get a general idea of what was going on through the portal.

The men were soon smiling at what they were hearing. They would have to wait to get the full conversation from Malory but from what they were hearing Tresimiaset was ready to open the next portal. By the days end they would have the portal over the one in Central and could begin moving soldiers and builders through. They would also open the first portal to a plain full of tasty herd animals and would be able to send a breeding pair of their own herd animals through. And the other Lyra were requesting hunters for the herd animals on the other side. They had not found an island yet but they had found some coves perfect for fishing villages. 

Soon Malory brought his attention back to the Lyra in front of him and almost turned his chair over when he realized how focused on him the others were, especially Darian. Had the chair been less sturdy no one doubted it would have gone over backwards.

“So, um Tresimiaset sent a message. She said we can start getting things ready to move. She did not need me at Central to set the anchor to the portal room since the portal room already had an anchored portal. She wants us to go to Giliad’s herd land and anchor the portal she will open there later. She anchored the portal at Central earlier and she said she will be in place to open a portal to a herd land soon. She said while you get things going on our end she will be flying to the cove she found for Frain’s people. She said to remind you to send the soldiers and Kervin’s Elite through at Giliad’s place. And to send soldiers and Trista’s Elite through at Frain’s.”

Darian smiled, “We sent soldiers to both places days ago.” Looking at his bond brothers he began to laugh, “Finally, finally we can start this move.”

 

And thus began the move to a new land, on a new planet rich with food and a sentient race they had just not found yet. But they would, in the most disastrous way. The trade partners they left behind would find the letters and the instructions Darian insisted on leaving. They would find the portals and when they followed through they would have a few words to say to the ones who abandoned them on a dying world.
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