Sorry for my indecisiveness, Ms. Dew, but for want of a better one, the title of my autobiography is...


My Life


by Kiar








215 years has a way of being a long time to write about. It can also be a long read. Some dragons are long-lived, so perhaps you will be able to relate, and therefore read this easier, but in case you get tired of a section, you can skip to another. They are titled, so you can glance at them and get the idea. Finally, an appendix detailing common words of the Gairk is attached. Well, this pretext is tiring to write on my pedostenograph, so I will now get to my birth.





My Childhood------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


When I tumbled out of a basketball-sized eggshell and into the Mesozoic sun, I was suddenly, yet carefully, lifted into the air and placed back in the hollow that had housed my egg. The hole, made in the side of a pile of vegetation and soil three yards in diameter, would be where I was fed by an enormous snout whose owner I would not see for weeks.


     Thirteen days later, I was the size of a goose and had exited the nest. My three brothers and two sisters were as well. Although the clutch had started out with seven eggs, the nestraiders, however lesser in number than in years past, were still a menace then. We were fed live foods earlier than other nestlings, and when the time of the Nesting Walk came, we were the fittest. Not surprisingly, we all survived the perilous journey, however, nine out of the 54 Gairk nestlings were killed by pterosaurs, crocodilians, or other dinosaurs, such as the Floraria, or large allosaurs, and the troodonts, a kind of small velociraptorid that constantly outsmarted some hapless caretakers.  As most Gairk were in those times, though, no one took notice or mourned for the lost chicks, except for those whose job it was.





OJaeilas. The Day of Naming. The most important day in a nestling's life. A few weeks after our return, all the nestlings were grouped in the sulfur pools as the adults eligible and not already taken as OTsios circled around us. I recognized immediately that my mother was one, and at that moment, as she was the only aspect of my world I recognized, I knew my choice.


     The OColi, a huge female named Nakia, pointed at me with her broaii. "<And you, UnNamed chick. Who do you choose?>"


     "<I choose Saalk as my OTsio.>" 


     "<I name you Kiar, for the strength and wisdom of the earth.>"


     My mother and I left the light and warmth of the fires by the sulfur pools and went to a small and poorly lit lean-to.


     "<Tomorrow, my son, my otsioue, we will begin your lessons.>"





My Mother, Her Teachings, And My Kidnapping-------------------------------------------------


My mother was beautiful by Gairk standards, with a streak of underlying sadness. I quickly learned of how she was a "contrary," or a genetic mutation that occasionally was born(Later I would find how nature often creates such behavioral/physical variants to see what works.), and how throughout her life, she was afraid to show her true self, a contrary with emotions. She lived through normal Gairk life scared and confused, eventually mating with the Envoy(another type of contrary, an accepted one, that I'll describe later) of our tribe and soon bearing my six siblings and myself. I was also told that in the moment that I hatched, she saw herself in me, as well as a chance of finding redemption for all the years(97) of hiding.


     For ten years I was taught how to be a Gairk. These lessons included hunting and the OColihi at first so that I could successfully blend with others, but later, after my normal Gairk teachings were finished, she continued teaching me. She taught me about the years in the past and told me tales about other times. How the Gairk had survived the Great Plague that killed most of the giant Floraria, the plate-backed stegosaurs, and nearly all of the whip-tailed apatosaurs, and how Gairk became overly aggressive in order to survive. My mother also mentioned how our tribe had an understanding with the Mutata, a species of herbivorous dinosaurians, that lived several miles south, at the edge of our coniferous jungle.


     And it was my interest in the architectially talented Mutata that saved a few of our tribe. A small victory, and one that had no worth to me, as I was soon to find.


     We watched the small village, filled with these dappled green denizens, hooting and cawing in their dialect, that was not really that different than ours, just choked by their accent. This sound could be somewhat mimicked by Envoys, who masked their base drum-like tone and replaced with the Mutata's nasal honking. Although I could see no Mutata from behind their tree log walls and adobe, cone-shaped houses, we knew they were there by their raucous trills. As we were returning, we walked along a ridge that overlooked the arid wastelands of the east and west. Suddenly, my mother and I caught a scent that I couldn't distinguish. It was new to me, but not to my mother. She honked accidentally and whispered to me, "<Run.>"


     I ran alongside her for the three miles to our makeshift village. Dodging lean-tos, the forge, and the latrine, she made it to the OColi, Nakia. Lifting her throat to show submission, she asked for permission to talk. The OColi boomed a reply, and my mother lowered her head with a single word. "<Trappers.>"


     With this, Nakia roared to all Gairk around. "<Into the cave! All Gairk inside, chicks last!>"


     Let me explain. When you have no loyalty, as well as no emotion, it makes Darwinian sense to save yourself, and not children. Gairk of my age was expendable, as more could be produced.


     Although we had hurried to the village, the vehicles of the slavers that had produced the scent which my mother picked up were far faster. No more than two seconds had gone by before floating craft burst through our village, capturing three chicks, four adolescents, including me, and two adults with their snares and nooses. Three adults already dead, having bled to death from wounds created by incandescent lasers.


     It was horrific. Their aim was bad, so rather than going for the quick kill, they sliced through the full-grown Gairk's tails at the base, making them fall over from loss of balance. Twenty mere seconds had elapsed since Nakia made the cry, and my mother was nowhere to be seen. We had been loaded into metallic pens, chained together and to the floor. Suddenly, I caught a glimpse of my mother, the only adult still free and not in the caves, smashing through the line of slavers. A mist of red was all that remained of several of their torsos as she struggled to get to me. They slipped nooses around her arms and neck, but with a mighty pull she flung her would-be captors around like dolls. Finally, she threw her broaii at the men closest to her before a nod from the lead slaver authorized her death. A slice from a laser dropped her tail and slashed one eyeridge. She lunged forward, her counterweight nonexistent, and looked at me sadly. She whimpered and muttered to me, "<I'm so sorry, Kiar. If I had known...>" She continued to gaze at me. "<Don't forget what you are. I've tried to teach you how to be Gairk. I've also tried to let you realize who you are. You feel. Your children will. With you, is... is...>" The blood had drained from her, her coloration paling and dulling. "<A new Gairk. A new creature that... that is more.>"


     I had nothing to say. I was terrified and numb. Nothing else was happening except my mother's last moments, and soon, that would be gone. I outstretched my hand and touched her snout, feeling the pebbled, leathery skin, while smelling her scent, until the pen began to hover and pull away. And as it did, it left all that these strange creatures had destroyed: my life, my home, and the only family I had ever known.





I Come to Hate Humans, and, in My Mind, Avenge My Mother------------------------------


I found that these creatures were Humans, a species known almost universally as vicious, greedy, and evil things, repulsive and ugly throughout. It would be a long time until I would meet a kind individual, and even then, I would have mixed emotions for a good while. My hatred for these animals was deep-rooted, as I would come to serve them for twenty-three years.


     I was twenty when I finished being trained to be a servant. I was taught Basic, a human language, and found that I had been chosen for capture because of my Envoy genes. They had easily known which were Envoy quality, due to the gene that couples with linguistic talent. This gene created a two-to-five inch ridge on the tail, which was clearly on all the captured Gairk.


     I was sold at age twenty-one as a Dinosaurian Life-Servant, "happy" and "honored" to serve all humans, and of course, controllable, by means of an electrode implanted at the base of my skull. I remember my selling.


     "Oh yeah, he loves serving people. You see, back in their own time, they're hunted and killed. He already knows that this is a better life, and will love ya forever." The tall attractive salesman at the animal market assured the woman that I would be a good pet and basicly lied just enough to sell me. He had paid a hefty sum for me and my fellow captives to the slavers and wanted to make a profit badly. Soon, I was owned by the woman, and found my six foot high, fifteen foot long frame inside a six foot long, three foot high cage, in the woman's hovercar, on the way to her home.


     The home was exquisite, not as fine as some of the ones I would see on my later travels, but quite expensive. I served them for five years, doing heavy work as a beast of burden, before they allowed me to do inside jobs, such as running baths, serving food, cleaning, and many others(And some say an opposable thumb makes work easier. That's actually why my kind was in demand.). I answered the door and was trained to say things on command, such as, "Hello!", "Yum-yum!", and other idiotic things that they found amusing. I remember "May I get your coat?", "Would you like a hors d'oeurve?", and "My name is Scaly. What's yours?" to be the party favorites.


     I guess the experience served a purpose, however, as later, when I actually studied human behavior, I thought back to my time as a slave. However, most of my memories are tainted by my disgust and hatred at that time, such as the wife and husband, although they had three children, having several affairs behind each other's backs. The wife constantly bred with their human servant while the man hired prostitutes often when the woman was gone. Such acts led me to expect similar behavior with other humans, but I would learn in the future that humans could be different, as if they were different species.


     It was my fourteenth, and last, year in human service, when I had an idea. For my entire life in slavery, I had seen no way to become free. In a world of people, it was impossible. However, if I could go back to my world...


     I faked being sick. These humans were not well educated on dinosaurian diseases, as Gairk rarely get sick, so they took me back to where I was bought, and for a fee, the slavers took me back to their training/quarantine facility, where they "doctored" me. Which meant that basicly, I sat in a glass box while they fed me ground horse. Nearby, there were other Gairk and some Mutata. We spoke in our own language for weeks, discussing what we could do.


     One day, after nearly a month had gone by, the Mutata next to me suggested smashing the glass from the outside.


     "<When my owners retrieve me?>" I inquired of the young plant-eater.


     "<Yes,>" she honked. "<I would break it from in here, as we all could, but it stings.>" She was speaking of some type of field that prevented us from getting too close. If the glass was gone, we could jump through without much pain.


     Days came and went. No owners. They had probably forgotten. They had to come back. But they didn't. Many of the Gairk were sold. The Mutata, two Gairk, and I were left.


     I might have spent years in there. I lost track of days after seven months. Finally, I got mad and smashed my head through the glass. I left it there for a moment, letting the blood trickle down my snout and the lasers lacerate my throat. Then I pulled my self back in and kicked the door again and again. My foot was bleeding when I finally broke through. I leaped out and started to break the doors of the others while they shouted at me to wait.


     I went and bolted the door. It was midnight and everyone was gone, so the only people there would be the security officers in a matter of minutes. We opened doors systematically, looking for the machine that had brought us here(I couldn't read yet.). Finally we found it. The two guards there had guns in their holsters. I lept at one and eviscerated him, with his only response being a scream and a shudder as he franticly grabbed at the spilled organs in a final struggle. The other had been disabled by a kick to the throat by the Mutata. I looked  in his eyes and grinned while he choked on his own larynx, shoved in his windpipe by the strong kick.


     We got in the open vehicle and booted up the computer system. It was made so that even newly hired pilots could use it. It made the hijacking easy. Soon, it was up and running. The screen, however, showed strange symbols. In a set of brackets was the letter Y and N. Luckily, I chose Y, which was of course, yes. The question had been, "Go to previous site?" and I had chosen the correct answer by chance. In a few moments, when the security officers burst through the door, they found the company's only time machine and only dinosaurs gone with the only trace being a trail of destruction and death.





Extreme cold chilled us to the core. A vacuum sucked the air out of us for what seemed like years until...





We were flying over a desert. I recognized a rock formation! We were home! We glided straight, as we couldn't drive, and came to where our village had been. 


     I was silent. Throughout the expired village was waste and old reminders of what had been. The OColihi-ka and the sand pit inside where Gairk were Given to Amath was clogged with plants, an obsidian dagger remaining nearby the only suggestion to what it once was. The forge was crumbling, the cave had collapsed, and several corpses remained, still bearing their armor and broaii, but with no flesh. The stream was muddied, and as I discovered, the sulfur pool where I had been named was not what it had been. Now, in a muddy bog, a few bubbles revealed its volcanic nature. I roared in anguish, a howl that filled the forest.


     I slowly took a suit of copper armor that consisted of two wrist shields, a breastplate with lizard-skin straps, and a helmet with a soft mammal leather strap.


     "<What are we going to do? There are no female Gairk here. We will neve-->" One of the Gairk asked. 


     "<We're going to the great colonies of the south,>" I said as I cut off the young warrior. "<Mutata, you can come, or go to the Mutata encampment a distance away. Your choice?>" I asked the herbivore.


     "<My name is Raajek, and I'm coming. Do you notice that there is no calling? Nothing from the south. The wind carries no scent of Gairk or Mutata. I'm coming.>"


     "<Yes. Now, everyone get armor and whatever you need. We're trekking across perhaps one hand of days.>" They hurried off to find their necessities. Raajek hurried south to the Mutata camp to get hers.


     I entered the OColihi-ka and stood over the sand pit and cleared it of vegetation. Taking the dagger, I stretched my arm out over the pit and slashed a gash from my elbow to my wrist. I then allowed the blood to splash in the white sand, in honor of my mother, and the tribe I would never know again.





Three days normally wouldn't be bad, but the herds of the past were gone. Evidentally, the slavers had been to the same location, but in the future, or DownTime, from my own, causing our travel to this unfamiliar world. As we walked, we each caught small rats that lived in burrows and the Mutata ate small plants, but they were not enough. We all lost weight until we came upon a carcass of a small herbivore. This, of course, didn't help Raajek, but plants, as always, were easier to catch than rats.


     My calculations were wrong. We walked for ten days, in a straight line, with no change. We couldn't see anything of height for miles. And as I would soon find, I was being blamed.


     Anger comes easily to most Gairk. Fragghi, one of the males who was two years my senior, had been experiencing this primal passion, and soon would let me know. Raajek, the Mutata, Brahta, the younger male, Fragghi, and I had been walking for forty hours straight. Fragghi and I soon spoke out of boredom.


     "<We shall soon have to eat each other. Do you know that?>" Fragghi inquired.


     I turned to him. "<The Mutata will go first, of course.>"


     "<No. Although that would naturally be, you chose to go to the colonies. This is an outrage, and the All-Ancestor shall see me feast on your entrails. I announce ciosie.>"


     "<I accept, Fragghi. Loser is devoured.>"


     In a matter of minutes, Raajek and Brahta were watching as Fragghi and I circled each other. He was a foot higher than me, but I had complete armor. Suddenly, he lunged at me, the broaii making a murderous whupp as it came toward my skull. I parried and kicked his leg out from under him. He wasn't bleeding; we continued our fight. He roared and lept to an upright position. He snarled and snapped at my tail. All that filled his mouth was the ore-studded leather wrapping. One of his teeth fell out, and I swatted it away with my broaii, careful of its sharp edges. He used this opportunity to bat at my side with his deadly club. A dent formed in my armor, but I wasn't bleeding. I chirped in surprise, then growled in anger. In one swift motion, I smashed the side of his head with my mace. Blood splattered down the side of his head as he stood again.


     "<The All-Ancestor has seen your fate, Fragghi. Do you accept it?>"


     "<I do.>"


     With this, I unlashed both broaii and brought them together on the sides of his skull. He began to fall silently. 


     "<Forgive me, Fragghi.>" I brought my right broaii down, its whistle through the air ending in a sickening thud as his skull was shattered.





Two days later we exited the scrublands and entered an increasingly vibrant world. Angiosperms and herbs grew more and more plentifully until we were trekking through a field in flower.


     In another twenty-four hours we were near a crest overlooking a valley of some sort. When we finally found reached the peak, we saw an awe-inspiring sight the likes of which I would never see another until years later. Several square miles filled with scattered cones, just like Mutata dwellings, surrounding monstrous circles. I noticed that there were no lean-tos or thatched make-shift dwellings, and only Mutata like dwellings. As we came closer to the colony, I noticed that there were differences from the norm of Gairk of Mutata dwellings. No scattered and splintered bones were visible, also, the smell of the latrine was gone. The smells of a Gairk or Mutata jhaka were not all there. The scent of Gairk and Mutata, as well, were intermingled. Something was abnormal, and it was apparent when I saw a Gairk group speaking with Mutata with no stiffness or inemotion.


     We spent a week in the colony. I observed the disgusting harem Gairk, the patriarchal and crude tribe that I would have more contact with in years to come, as well as the Mutata and their familial and tribal life. However, when I began to wander out of the colony, I began to wonder about the circles. Maybe it was another part of Gairk culture I had not known. I was thirty-seven, and with Raajek accepted into a Mutata tribe and Brahta in the harem society, I had no idea what an adult Gairk, which a chick became at about thirteen, was. I was already expected to have mated and raised twelve broods, but having been taken into slavery, I was lost with my only path being the one east towards a future I didn't know.


     I had been sleeping in the fields for weeks, searching for the Gairk jhakas that used to be so abundant. When I awoke in the fields one day, I found myself not twenty yards from a herd of iguanadonts. the elephant-sized creatures mooed and brayed as they ate and displayed for their mates. It was mating season and the males had developed large dewlaps beneath their necks, which they enlarged and stretched out in a mating act. The females, however, paid no attention, and ate the grasses and herbs of the field. 


     Silently lifting my head above the grass, I sniffed. The iguanadonts were upwind, and so was another scent, one I had not smelled for a long time. A female Gairk. Two, no three of them! All were not mated, but if they were in a tribe, they would most likely be soon. They smelled like tribal Gairk, but one had a strange scent, one of a Gairk that didn't mate. I was puzzled and slowly lifted my eyes above the grass like a crocodile in water. Indeed, three Gairk, their eyeridges pale shades of green and blue, were snaking through the grass towards a bull, preoccupied by mating and too driven to breed by his hormones to notice. His only thoughts were to display his dewlap, a bright red with arterial blood, to the cow iguanadonts in front of him.


     I was closer to the bull. I could kill him with their help. I began to charge, my head lowered below the level of the grass, before leaping onto his back, my broaii raised before they came down and cracked the vertebrae of his neck. He mooed panickedly and rolled over on his back, attempting to crush me. The female Gairk were there at the same time as I got to my feet, and soon the herd began to stampede away. We all bludgeoned the bull, collapsing his skull and chest cavity, before we began to eat our fill.


     A few hours later, we were dragging the bull back to the females' jhaka. It took four hours to haul the multi-ton beast back, but when we arrived, more Gairk appeared to help us. That evening I talked to the OColi of their tribe, an elder named Khiika. He requested that I be the tribe's Envoy, for their last ones had been killed in Dreaming Storms.


     "<OColi, I ask of you something. What is a Dreaming Storm?>"


     "<From where have you come? To not know what it is... I will explain.>"


     He told me, a sense of fear in his eyes, about how a Far-Killer, with a spear that could kill from far away, had come from another world. The Far-Killer was a human, and had caused the Dreaming Storms over thirty hands of years ago, and sometimes, the ripples of the original Dreaming Storms caused one to come again.


     "<They made white, cold sand fall on us, and when it fell, it disappeared! It created pools of water in the middle of villages, sometimes too deep to see the bottom. And more dangerously, it could take Gairk away, never to bring them back. Or... it could slice them in half, taking the other side away to another world! But the All-Ancestor saw us through it and now, as you can see, the Gairk are still surviving.


     "<But to get back to our subject, you shall be an Envoy, with your own nest. Plus, most females prefer Envoys. Your progeny are stronger than most.>" He turned around and laid in the shade of his lean-to, while he motioned to another, which I assumed was mine. Lying in my new nest, in my own tribe, I felt, for the most part, safe.





Over the months, I got to know several of the tribe, including elders and females, as well as a few of the male Gairk, who eyed me with great suspicion and contempt, partially because I was new, and partially because they saw me as a rival, as I was from warmer climes, and therefore, bigger.


     However, the one Gairk I could never get to know well was the zhiotae, or priest, of the tribe. One of the females I had seen that day in the field, Tsafi was an enigma. She was more complex than any female I had ever met. Any Gairk for that matter, with the exception of my mother, perhaps. She's a contrary. Has to be, I thought. The way she kept strong, and hunted even! Such was no way for a zhiotae. Zhiotae were fed by servants and were scrawny all their lives. They certainly didn't wear armor and broaii like a common Gairk. She was a puzzle, one that defended any prodding or questions about her mind.


     One day I caught her alone in the forests that surrounded our fielded valley. "<You're a contrary, aren't you, zhiotae?>"


     She looked up from the stream from which she was drinking. "<The All-Ancestor cares not whether we are contraries. As long as we follow the OColihi, that is. Why do you care?>"


     I cautiously ignored the question. "<As if you follow the OColihi yourself, zhiotae? Zhiotae are not permitted to wear armor, or use broaii, hunt the grazers, and of course, they should never, never wander alone.>"


     "<I interpret the OColihi, and that is my birthright. I am a zhiotae, as you can tell by the Mind-Stripes on my snout. Just as your tail-ridge denotes your Envoy heritage and position. Your attacking questions make me think I should report to the OColi Khiika.>" The battle-patches down the middle of her throat brightened as she walked by me angrily.


     I turned around. "<Zhiotae Tsafi, could I have you as my mate?>"


     She spun to face me, her snout almost touching mine. "<Envoy Kiar, for one so knowledgeable in the bindings of the OColihi, you are quite forgetful. Everyone knows that zhiotae cannot mate. Now I will ask you kindly to cease all questioning or the OColi will know, whether you are our new Envoy or not.>" She then turned and walked back to the village.





My Travels Begin, and I Learn of RhyDin-----------------------------------------------------------


I saw my first Dreaming Storm a year later. It was the most frightening scene I had ever seen, and perhaps still is. It started simply, but soon the boiling clouds and thundering white lightning bolts gave way to a more frightening sight: the world-circles. A cloud would open up, and sometimes, Gairk would even rush to the lit circle in hope that it was safe, but when the first ear-splitting time-boom cracked, they would see their mistake. Simultaneous with the thunder, the land, always cut in a circle, would disappear, to be replaced with another piece of a world, either from the past, or worse, the future, which harbors so many alternate paths that an infinite number of creatures or things could come into our world.


     That day, we were eating from a dead brachiosaur, diseased most likely, when the storm started. The storms came down on our valley from the north, the place where the humans and their time-intrusion devices had come and created the paradox that still, after a hundred years, menaced the Gairk. The storms seemed normal. It was the rainy season, and no one remembered exactly what a Dreaming Storm was, with the exception of the OColi Khiika, who had come across the desert sands, many years before my companions and I, of the north. Even his knowledge, however, could not have helped us, because in seconds, the clouds began to boil and reveal the skies. Suddenly, as if carved by a cosmic knife, the midsection of the brachiosaur and several Gairk torsos and heads, were gone in a flash, blue sand and several scurrying creatures replacing it. A dozen Gairk including myself jumped back as the vision disappeared, returning the beast's chest and the severed Gairk parts lying on the ground.


     The OColi screamed for us all to run to the village, but his roar was cut off as his entire body disappeared, a metal thing rushing towards the corpses of the Gairk. The ground it came with was hard and black. I sniffed it to find that it smelled like the swamps of my past home. I quickly whipped my head back from the offensive odor to find the metal creature whining as humming as it tried to get away from several Gairk, who smashed it with their broaii. To their surprise, it started smoking, and out from its streamlined form came a human! They growled and chirped to each other, like "canaries from Hell," as it has been put, before they smashed the creature, clad in bright clothes and a helmet, into a red mass.


     The OColi returned, frightened but alive, before we all massed together in a panicked crowd, rushing back to the village. But the trip had a stop for me. The sky rumbled, and I was in another world. The ground I was on was dirt, but my surroundings were in adobe, wood, and stone. I looked around and saw a snout in an alleyway. I searched, and found a creature that looked like my species, but somewhat distorted. His nose was more pointed, and his claws were sharper, not dull like the ones on my feet. Also, his color was strange. It shimmered a whitish, greyish color, like water. But the largest difference was the massive sails of bone and skin adorning his back.


     "<Where am I?>" I asked.


     "Pardon?" he said as he stared at me.


     "Basic? They speak Basic here?"


     "I'm not sure sir, but I speak this, and this is RhyDin. Perhaps you should go to the RDI. You'll find help there." And with that, he lept into the sky and flapped off.


     I blinked and only then remembered that I did not belong in this world. Running, I jumped onto the circle of dirt before the final boom of thunder sounded the permanence of all transportations.





I was in my own world again. Looking around, I saw the field, I saw the forest, I didn't see the brachiosaur. I blinked in surprise, just as I had in that other world. Turning around, I galloped to the village. I arrived and saw the familiar huts and lean-tos, including the OColi's, the zhiotae's, and mine.


     But mine was not mine. Their was a male in mine. I stormed to the lean-to and growled. He awoke and stared at me.


     "<Yes, male?>" he snarled.


     "<This is my nest. It was given to me by the OColi Khiika two years ago.>"


     "<I recieved this nest after the last Envoy di->"


     I turned away. "<OColi Khiika?>" I entered his hut and raised my head. "<Am I allowed to speak?>"


     "<No. I have a question for you. Why do you resemble Kiar, the Envoy who died last year?>"


     I cocked my head. "<I am Kiar, OColi. However, there is a new Envoy, and I request ciosie to prove that I am still the Envoy.>"


     "<Your request is approved.>"





We tapped broaii in the dirt circle before we began circling. I growled in excitement, memories of my last battle going through my mind, its brutish and barbaric pleasure coming to me again, masking my confusion at my one year "death."


     I lept at his throat, swinging my broaii in a deadly arc. He parried and tripped me with a simulateous move of his broaii and leg. I jumped to my feet and smacked his skull with my tail. He fell forward, but soon regained his footing. He was panting, and I was as well. Most ciosies lasted very short times, due to the nature of Gairk. And soon, I would prove that nature, as I roared and swung my left broaii at his head. He dodged, and as he did, I had an idea. One that would end the tiring match soon. As he struggled to get up, I put my left broaii on the hook of my breastplate and took the right-handed one. He snarled in surprise, then in ferocity at the insult. "Whiaso yeie!!" Using the hand for killing non-sentients on a sentient was one of the most insulting gesture one could do, and it was proven as he lept for my throat, attempting to rip it out. I dodged and held my broaii out, leaving a long red gash down his side. I had won ciosie, and was now Envoy again.





Fifty years passed for me. A mere twenty passed for the tribe. Let me explain. I discovered Floating Stones. Let me explain my explanation. When a group of humans came in their machine to our time and location, they caused the paradox by landing their vehicle at the same time as another landing. Clearly, this caused a paradox, and it sent pieces of its hovering trail through time and space. Therefore, the pieces could exist in two different times and places, creating a pathway to the other world. Now, as this travel was not controlled, time passed, albeit at a different rate, on both sides. The fifty years were spent in worlds that were hostile, calm, but almost all human. I travelled to the worlds of Nippon, Rome, Kemet, Dinotopia, and other, even more different worlds, filled with strange futures and pasts that could belong, but didn't. If I explained all my experiences, such as my gladiator combat of Rome, my friendship with a Pharaoh, or my education at Sauropia, it could make this long-winded biography longer-winded, so I will summarize.


     Passing through portals and Stones, I was able to first arrive in a world of white and gold. The totalitarian empire of Rome. I stepped back and went to my world to report to my OColi. He consented, and I was given a leave to explore the Realms Beyond the Stones.


     I stayed for a while, learned the language, and was delivered to a gladiator school for training. I gave the emperor a thrill of seeing me smash, maul, and pulp the feeble fighters they sent at me, before I smashed his torso and escaped to the desert world of Kemet via a Stone in imperial possession. The sandy, dusty, and familiar world of Egypt, as it would be called in the future by Terrans, was not the Egypt known to many I have asked. For one, the Sphinx had no head. The head, interestingly enough, had been modeled after that of a Gairk by the name of Klaido, who had come through the desert from a Stone. He had the killed the Pharaoh and escaped into another Realm. The next Pharaoh ordered the likeness of him to be taken off, resulting in its current state. I befriended the Pharaoh, and mostly became the mascot of the Empire, however, the appeal of slavery, even of humans, escaped me, and I therefore bid the Pharaoh adieu and travelled to another world of pines, oaks, the Hill Makers, and samurais. The place called, by some, the Shenandoah valley was in control of the Japanese, and was instead an extension of Nippon. The samurais were convinced I was a dragon, and named me Royal Dragon, a role which led me to advise Lord Akira and Captain Otomo in matters concerning their battles with the Hill Makers, a tribe of Americans. I soon left in disgust as I saw, again, humans conquering others in their endless way of pecking order and dominance. I was wronged finally when I discovered the world of Dinotopia, in which I learned to read Basic and Dinotopian. I also explored the continent, seeing a way that different species could co-exist, one that I would not see again until RhyDin. I stayed thirty-two years in that world, developing an actual fondness of humans before using another Floating Stone to find my way back to my world, and my tribe.





Tsafi and I Grow Closer-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------


I was eighty-seven when I arrived in my valley again. I pulled out a glowing, green hunk of metal from beneath the Stone. I had learned that it was these pieces that created the portal, and if they were not in, nothing could be transported.


     I walked back to my tribe and was greeted by a disheartening scene. The village, although normally motley, was vacant and in disarray. My heart skipped a beat, as humans say, as I saw that. I screamed in rage, but was stopped mid-roar by a greeting.


     "Jhodo, Kiar."


     "<Zhiotae?>" I chirped, as I recognized the hello.


     "<Yes. I'm not sure why I waited.>" Tsafi, slimmer than normal, most likely from lack of food, walked out from a hut and bobbed her head in welcome. "<I just knew.>"


     "<But why would you st-->"


     "<No, Kiar. We must catch up with the tribe.>" She started to walk off, to the east. I hurried after her and walked with her as the sun began to set behind us.





We walked across the overgrazed plains for six days. Tsafi stayed silent mostly, but occasionally, she would ask questions.


     "<You look older than the length of time you've been gone. It has been six hands and two years since you've been gone. How old are you really?>"


     I looked at her, with her smooth, glossy scales, still renewed by the yearly shedding of an unmated Gairk. "<I am twenty-nine hands of years old. You are only fifteen hands, by the look of your skin.>"


     "<I am sixteen hands and one year old. How could you be so old?>"


     "<Perhaps time is bigger on one side of the Stones. It has a worse effect on someone.>" I cocked my head at her, a Gairk version of a shrug.


     "<I saw you in a vision of mine. That is why I stayed for you, Kiar.>" She continued to look ahead. "<I couldn't tell the OColi about it however. It happened during a council with him, so I said that the All-Ancestor sent no messages. But she did. She sent the vision of you and me. We were in a world of no Gairk, and there were chicks. Our chicks. Then, a vision of you dying, surrounded by old Gairk. You had been ravaged by their broaii, and they let you die, then rot, without the honor of the Giving at all. The wild jhiehei ate you, and your bones slowly disappeared over time. But, there was also an image of chicks, surrounding you, and you were happy. Our chicks and I were at your side as well.>"


     "<Zhiotae Tsafi, what is your interpretation of this?>"


     "<I have none. The All-Ancestor gave no explanation. These images were all.>"


     "<When did you recieve these visions?>"


     "<A hand and two years ago.>"





We continued to walk, and another day later, we caught up with the tribe. The entire tribe continued to follow the herd of mixed iguanodonts, brachiosaurids, and camptosaurs that were trekking across the basin, in search of more vegetation, which they had devoured all of in the west.


     The pack had settled down for the night when a rumbling was heard by the few Gairk still awake. Soon, we all were as the herd of huge and small herbivores alike stampeded through our bedding sites, crushing those not quick enough to jump out of the way. I saw small demonic figures rushing through the herd. Dromaeosaurs, with their sickle-claws and shrieking calls, had attacked the camptosaurs, causing the iguanodons and brachiosaurs to follow suit.


     I was running when I fully awoke. I dodged iguanodonts and camptosaurs, and panickedly avoided the brachiosaurs' smashing feet. It was night, and I couldn't see the outside, so I didn't know where to run. The herd was passing me, and soon, I would be out of it, passed up, but I couldn't stop completely, or slow down. Suddenly, there was an opening beside me, but a tree trunk-like leg smashed down to cover it. I roared in fear before I smelled a familiar scent beside me. Tsafi. Panicked with so many stimulae, I stumbled and slowed. She shrieked and pushed me out of the way, right as a leg smashed down right where I had been.


     The herd passed us eventually, and the tribe regrouped. We estimated, correctly, that our numbers were cut by half. There were eighteen of us left. Only two chicks and three subadults were alive, and our OColi had been crushed. That left fifteen adults, thirteen of us eligible and healthy enough to breed. Chast, the oldest, was immediately named OColi before we lay down to sleep.


     I stayed awake, looking at Tsafi. She stared back at me.


     "<What?>"


     "<You saved my life. I'm indebted to you.>"


     "<I stopped you from being killed. You're valuable. The tribe needs Gairk.>"


     I looked at her as she curled up and went to sleep. I watched her for several more minutes before I laid down next to her to sleep. She moved away. I looked at her move, then curled up and slept.





I Become More RhyDinite-------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Seventy years passed. I was 159 years old. Tsafi was 129. We migrated back, migrated east again, and went west for a second time. We followed the herds, they suffered disease, our numbers dropped, a boom in plant life brought their numbers back up, and ours with them;we soon became a tribe one-hundred-fifty-strong. Tsafi and I spoke more, and we understood each other. We weren't fully Gairk, as she wasn't allowed to breed, and I had never fully learned to be Gairk. I found that she indeed did have emotions, but she was still secretive to a degree. Meanwhile, I became acquainted with the Scent-Arts, and practiced vision searching with her. Practicing the ancient act, I had a vision telling me how to find my future. I had to search for the world of winged Gairk. Meanwhile, I remained Envoy, meeting with Mutata and Gairk of the colonies. This role continued until I was named Khiafre, an honorary form of Kiar, by the OColi, and appointed High Envoy. This honor was founded on the event of my travel to a world I had not seen for over 120 years, through a DreamStorm.





The thunder and clouds rolled into the valley from the north, as they had over a century before. I knew then that this would be how I found my future, and I awaited the storm, despite Tsafi's and the OColi's warning. I saw the sky open up near me. A mastodon appeared in a flash, then disappeared. 100 yards from me, a huge column of water formed, then fell, leaving strange creatures on the ground. Then in front of me, a winged Gairk-being, like the one I had seen before, lay, cut in half by the circle. I jumped in. I saw Tsafi standing there, in front of me on a bluff.


     "<Don't do it, Khiafre.>"


     "<I'm sorry. I must find my futurrrrrrr-->"





I was gone, and then, in a strange world, the same one I had visited. I was on cobblestones, and it was day. A weapon selling establishment, by the name of Mog's, stood in front of me. I was in RhyDin again. I gasped at the lower oxygen amount in RhyDin's air, before growing accustomed to it. I then noticed as a boom of thunder soon sounded the permanence of my transport. At this, I looked to the ground, and thought, partially to myself, and also to the All-Ancestor, I hope you are right.


     I walked along the street and walked by a newly formed DarkHunters Guild before entering the Red Dragon Inn, which I assumed to be the RDI that the winged creature told me about before. I saw a room full of humans, people of Twilight, draconians, and a few other creatures. I looked around before my attention was caught by the barkeeper, a woman who knew my species!


     "Welcome, Gairk! Drink and make merry here at the Red Dragon Inn!"


     "I'll be sure to. What is your purpose?"


     "I'm a barkeeper." She looked oddly at me. "I serve drinks. This is a bar."


     "Oh. I'll have water, then." She soon gave me a water and looked at me. "Yes?" I asked as I dumped the water down my throat.


     "Nothing." She turned away. Next to me, drinking a wine, was a human who would soon be my first friend in RhyDin. He went by Shivan Rex, and came from Dominia. He was a potential magic-user, and would soon teach me nearly all things RhyDinite.


     Ten years passed before Shivan had to leave the land of RhyDin for his homeworld. I was left with no where to go, so I beseeched a magic-user of some sort to help me get home. He provided me with a mechanism that he had created, that could transport someone any where they thought of. I thanked him profusely and opened the portal that would take me back to my world.





I gasped when I came back to my world. Gairk I had known were dead. Chicks had grown and had their own. I realized with a grim thought that time had to be running faster here than it did in RhyDin. Indeed, Tsafi was forty-two years older, while I had only aged ten! At 169, and with her being 171, I was now younger than her! Other than this, things remained relatively normal.


     Tsafi and I grew closer. We slept next to each other, and spoke more. She had changed in those forty-two years, and to this day, I do not know, and she refuses to speak of it. Nevertheless, she spoke openly to me about her disagreement with the OColihi, and how she even had heard about an OChiihi, or New Path. We had trysts together, with psychology and the use of hallucinogenic herbs and roots being our secret. There, we would speak of how we felt about the OColihi and its rigid beliefs and superstitions. We commonly agreed, but occasionally we would debate certain issues.


     Slowly, years went by and I was soon 208. I felt the need to go back to the world where so many beliefs were thrown together. RhyDin was the future I saw, and Tsafi agreed that I needed to face this choice.


     That night, after asking the OColi, Tsafi and I faced each other.


     "<Return with haste, Khiafre. You are aware of how time hits one harder here than in your Ridhin.>" 


     "<Geedo.>" I turned to the portal, then spun back and embraced her, rubbing the side of her neck with mine. "<This is to be a short quest. I will return as soon as possible.>" I backed away from her, and holding my arms to my chest in a farewell gesture, I walked through the portal.





The DarkHunters, and My Mate-----------------------------------------------------------------------


I was suddenly in a beechwood. I sniffed the air. The wind came slowly from the east. I smelled people. Many people. RhyDin Town!


     I walked for an hour and came upon the town. It was bigger than the last time I had been here. Walking along the streets, I entered the Red Dragon Inn as I had years before, to see a brawl. I quickly exited and walked up the street. Slowly wandering through alleys and sidewalks, I saw a building that was a fading memory from the past. The DarkHunters Guild.


     I entered the building, and was transported, via portal, to the actual GuildHall, which was located miles away in the forests of the Rhyde Flatlands. I saw a bulletin board, and hastily scrawled a note, asking for acceptance into this Guild, which I had learned from Shivan to be a group of people that fought as a group and occasionally became quite familial. I saw this as a great opportunity to study people, which by now had escaped my hatred.





I had a meeting with Darkwynd and DragonTayl, as I remember. They asked me questions and interviewed me about being a DarkHunter. I remember one question. "Why did you choose this guild?" "The name sounded interesting." 


     I'm not sure why it did. The name stood out to me. It called me. But for whatever reason I came, I was soon an apprentice to Judge Haze.


     I spoke occasionally with him, but he rarely was around. Therefore, I winged it. I became friends with several people, but three stuck out. Darkwynd n'ha Skyfeather, Dansantes Evermeadow, and Candlesong. These three affected me more than most I have known have. And I therefore had mixed feelings when I had to leave for my homeworld.





I had to return quickly to the world that I had become entranced by, but my duty to Tsafi was just as great. I returned during the day to find another OColi. His name was Kraaka.


     "<I see Chast is not our OColi, OColi Kraaka.>"


     "<Your observation proves correct, High Envoy Khiafre. I killed him without the use of broaii, as the OColihi states.>"


     "<I see, OColi Kraaka.>"


     I later found that it was a mating year. I was, as usual, uncomfortable, as our breeding age is around fifteen, and I had never mated. The night before the days of breeding began, I spoke to Tsafi.


     "<Why is it that zhiotaes never mate, Tsafi?>"


     "<It is stated by the OColihi that zhiotaes shall never have offspring, to prevent children from recieving the Mind-Stripes from the parent. The All-Ancestor alone is to give the Mind-Stripes.>"


     "<We both know that we do not follow the OColihi. Why is it that we follow some of it, still? The OColi is frightened of the All-Ancestor, and you are the only link. And if you remember, from so many years ago, your vision of our chicks. Let us go to the south, where the dances exist. Then we shall hatch our chicks at the sea.>"


     She looked at me with a grunt. She paused, then spoke. "<Of course I remember. Zhiotaes have that skill. But why go to the south?>"


     I looked sadly at the moon, then hopefully at her. "<Because even those who have never known the ritual have learned there. They use the Scent-Arts.>"


     "<Then Khiafre, my mate, my accomplice, we shall lie to the OColi and head for the colonies of the south.>" With that, she got up and headed for the OColi's hut.





We walked along a river, and with Tsafi's sense of direction, we found ourselves at the colony much quicker than it had taken me to cover the same distance. The saities hummed as Holata rose to warm us. Slowly, we walked, our tails wrapped around each other's, to the enormous circles. I had been told years before the purpose of them, but I never knew that I would be participating in these enormous ritual-sites. Tsafi began walking away.


     "<Where are you doing?>"


     She chirped back to me. "<The dance goes like this.>"


     "<I cocked my head and followed the group of males heading through an opening in the wall that surrounded the circles. I entered, and from above my head, ground leaves fell on me. They were aromatic, with a sharp spicy tinge as I inhaled the dust. Slowly I noticed my colors were brighter, I felt stronger, quicker too, and I felt a bulge in my throat. I looked at other males, and saw that the sides of their necks were a bright red, where a tan color normally showed. I blinked, and inhaled more of the dust, and forgot my wonder.


     I fell into a trance. I knew what I was doing, but I had only one thing on my mind. The dance. I had to dance. As we all lined up along the wall, heads inward, facing the circle of females, my thoughts cleared completely, and I began to walk forward.


     I suddenly spun to the right and charged a male. We stopped, inches from each other, snarling, jaws agape and arms stretched wide, then turned and rushed towards another. We did the same, and then, we all ran together in two circles. The inner spun counter-clockwise, while the outer one spun clockwise. The circles reversed directions before we all began to trill in a tone that went between high and low and got louder and louder, until we all rushed back to the wall to face the females. Then, we bowed with our throats and arms at the ground before we cut off the trill, and the first part of the dance with it.


     I walked towards a group of Gairk males. There were six groups, and slowly, we began to spin. The six groups moved as a circle as well. This type of display would be dizzying to a Gairk, normally, but the drugs we had inhaled allowed us to feel nothing. Meanwhile, the circles and the large circle began to spin faster and faster until dust began to rise from the hardly packed earth. The smaller circles dispersed, and one large circle began to form. As the circles totally disintegrated, I saw others and myself leap above the other Gairk and kick at the air, roaring and hooting in display. I landed, and began to run fully, as the others did, until we stopped all together. I stared blankly, not blinking, not moving, only silently panting. As the dust cleared, I saw females dispersing through the crowd, and the familiar smell of Tsafi greeted me. She nuzzled my mating patches on my neck, and we walked off as a pair from the circle, as nearly all Gairk did.


     That night, Tsafi was back in the village, and I was in the fields, hunting a lone buck camptosaur. My instinct told me to get it. I ran, broaii in claw, and collapsed its belly, being careful not to damage the neck. I trailed it for an hour before finding its body under a swarm of small scavengers. I scattered them and dragged the heavy corpse to our meeting place in the mountains surrounding the valley. I found the tree with a scratch and feces. I sniffed them. She had eaten a rodent that had eaten a aromatic root. One that only grew in a certain area of the valley. I dragged the camptosaur further.


     I found the area. The vegetation had been clawed away, and now there was only mud. But there were footprints, and matted down vegetation. I followed the trail.


     As I was nearing a stream, I heard my name being cooed. I waved my head back and forth, hoping to pick up the sound again. I followed the stream further and found her drinking. Slowly, I recognized the place as the stream where I had talked with her first, so many years before.


     I laid the camptosaur down in a dry place and trilled. She answered with a long, low hoot. Another ritual started with these sounds.


     She warbled and waved her head to the side. I did the same simultaneously. With me mirroring her, she swung a tail to touch mine at the left, then the right. She bobbed her head, then stood tall, cocking her head to both sides. Then, to finish her dance, she brought her head down to the water, then threw her head back to swallow. She lowered it and hooted.


     I slowly began to move my claws together, in a gesture of mating, then opening them wide in a motion of welcome. She mirrored my moves better than I had done hers, but I didn't worry, as I suddenly had a thought. I opened my jaws wide and sat, my tail on the ground. Then, I lifted my legs up and lifted my body. The weight of my entire frame was balanced on my the bottom of my tail. She attempted, wobbled, and almost fell, but regained her balance. I flipped upright, and she did too, and with a hoot, finished my dance.


     She bobbed her head and chirped. Then, lifting a leg to her chest, she brought her tail and head together above her back with a snarl. She lowered her leg, tail, and skull, and then clacked her jaws in the silent motion for hunt. She grunted and rushed through the underbrush, with me in her trail.


     I caught up with her, and for a few seconds, we ran alongside each other, before she lowered herself and moved over towards me. I jumped over her and took her place, before lowering my body and running beneath her. We continued to run before spinning around and running through the forests, around trees, under exposed roots, jumping over low branches, and through sharp-thorned bushes. We were cut up badly before we were in the fields again. But the real injuries were yet to come. We galloped across the fields, before it began to rain. We continued to run, approaching a rocky outcropping where small green herbivores lived. We ran down it, managing to snap a few toe bones in the process. The rain didn't help, but we soon found a small family of the plant-eaters, grazing on mosses and lichens. Still running at full speed, we snapped up a few of them before we ran back to the stream. However, we slipped on the rocks, causing me to break my arm while Tsafi escaped with a snapped tail.


     We returned to the camptosaur shortly despite our injuries. I wrapped my arm and Tsafi's tail in ferns before the final part of the ceremony began. I lowered my head and took a bite from the camptosaur's neck. I swallowed and looked at her. She stared at me for a moment before she also ate the remaining area of the neck. The pheromonal area of the neck had been known to, when eaten, have aphrodisiacal properties, and therfore was a focus point of the mating ritual. This final part of the ceremony completed our pact to mate. She walked to an area sheltered by the rain, and bobbed her head twice. "Geiree aii." I understood, and followed her.





We would mate over twenty times in that week. However, after the first time, we sat for hours and talked.


     "<Khiafre, this is more important than common mating. I talked with the OColi, and he has been convinced that I can mate if I want to, but our children must know. We must be lifemates, so we can tell them. About the OChiihi, about what they feel inside. They can not live as we have.>"


     "<I understand. We can not live here. We must go to the world of RhyDin. There, I have human friends, and they can help. We will be protected.>"


     "<But they must know how to be Gairk. I can teach them the ways. You know how it is to be lost.>"


     I looked at her. "<Yes, yes I do. But we shall see what happens. Nothing is set by the All-Ancestor just yet.>"


     "<True. But we will have to decide soon.>" After her statement, I remained silent until I noticed that she was sleeping. I laid my neck on her shoulders and slept.





I went back to RhyDin shortly, but came back quickly to go on the Nesting Walk. The tribe marched for days to the sea shore. When we finally arrived, Tsafi and I were overjoyed to find that we had twelve children.


     We fed them until they could eat worms, bugs, and eggs they found, and before we knew it, as humans say, we had to leave. The return was marked by sadness. One day as we rested by a stream, I heard Tsafi scream. I turned to look at her and saw her bludgeoning a crocodile with her broaii. I roared in rage when I found one of my daughters nothing more than a meal to the beast. I stomped on the carcass for minutes while she went to reassure the rest of our chicks.


     I never forgot the little chick, but Tsafi and I had to protect our remaining chicks. We arrived at our village soon, but it was time for me to go back to RhyDin. Sadly, I bid farewell to my children and mate before I went through the portal.





The Beginning of the End, and the End----------------------------------------------------------------


I did a lot in RhyDin. Became a full-fledged member, was named Chief Medical Officer of the D.H.S. Valiant, the first guild starship, and got to know people better. I looked for Shivan, didn't find him. The Valiant was destroyed somehow, Candle was possessed by a dragion from the nether planes, and I vowed to help her. I explained my situation to Dans, and she gave me a home in Darkenwood. I dug a burrow, and soon had to come home to my family.





My children weren't named yet, and didn't have OTsios yet, so they mostly stayed around us. The OColi got angry at Tsafi and me, claiming our couplehood after the mating times was foolish. We tried to tell him about adobe, like the Mutata used, and numerous other ideas, but he would hear nothing of them. I sent Tsafi and the chicks to live in Darkenwood, and hid the portal in the stream where I had met Tsafi years before. They went through, and afterwards, things elevated.


     Some took my side, saying that the OColihi was outdated, and that the OChiihi was the only way.


     However, this was not what I wanted. I had chicks now! I wasn't like before, when I loved to smash skulls, to feel the bone crush as I swung a broaii at another's chest. I was calmer now, disciplined. I couldn't fight unless they fought first. Any other way would lead to our destruction, just as the Gairk had been going for the past few centuries.





Things went downhill from there. We stood, two armies. The OColi had massed his allies, claiming that I was a danger to the OColihi. The Gairk that stood with me were from my tribe as well as from the colonies.


     I hated myself. I was going to ruin everything. I was 214, an adult, a father! And I was here, having missed the portal, ready to kill. I was in conflict, but I was sure that this was the only way to survive.





The OColi raised his broaii and roared. At that moment, they charged, one-hundred furious Gairk, ready to crush my skull and see me die. Suddenly, the memory of Tsafi's vision came to me. Old Gairk, the Old Path! I roared, "NEEEEEEOOOO!!!" to which, the Gairk slowed. I dropped my weapon. "<I SHALL FIGHT CIOSIE WITH OCOLI KRAAKA! NO MORE DEATH THAN IS REQUIRED IS TO BE SHED!>"





We circled each other. If he won, I would surely die, but what if I could win? I cleared my head and swung at him. He locked his broaii with mine and scratched at me. We pulled our broaii from each other's. I jabbed at him; he jumped back. He whipped his broaii through the air in an arc that came near my head; I ducked. Sudddenly, he kicked at my shin. I feel flat. He brought his broaii down, but I rolled and slashed a cut across his thigh before knocking him down with a blow to the base of the skull. He turned around and with a snarl, spoke. "<What are you waiting for, Khiafre? This is a death ciosie.>"


     I brought my broaii back, then stopped. "Gheodo." I thought of my mother. I was a new Gairk. One with feelings. I couldn't just... "<I won't kill you. I don't-- I just can't. Return to your jhaka, rule. You're not bad. I can't bring myself to kill you.>"


     "<You are a coward as much as you are foolish. You have no honor in my eyes. You are just Kiar, the name you were when you came to this jhaka from the twisted north so many OColis before me. And you shall die, Kiar.>" He lept up and whirled his clubs above his head.


     I turned and ran the mile to the sight where I had hid the portal activator. I clawed at the ground and foliage. The OColi was speeding towards me. I saw the glint of metal and picked up the activator to create the portal. He roared, "<You shall not make it to your family, and if you do, I will hunt you down for your wrongs, Kiar!!! The wild jhiehai will devour you and the niijeks will sleep in your skull!!!>"


     I looked back at him, then ran to the portal just as he hurled his two broaii at my skull.


     But they hit only air.








Well, Miss Dew, Dans, that is my tale. It has been boring, interesting, sad, and happy for me. There are new things that could be added, such as the recent name change of the DarkHunters to the Silver Flame, the namings of my children(Dansantes, Llath, Poasai, Dhantar, Saalk, Darkwynd, Candlesong, Tiafer, Sstragh, Caasrt, Deasst), the death of Llath and Tiafer to a strange disease, the return of Shivan, and the passing of Darkwynd(the original one), but as I was done writing about those, new things would come to be written about. I hope that it wasn't tiring to read, but for one so ancient, a life is a comparatively long thing to write about. May this biography serve its purpose.





                                                                                                                                                            Kiar.


