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Foreward by Alexis Davenport, Archivest





	It is with great honor that I present to you the transcribed life story (as we know it) of Nomelaltheiranlat, the dragon. The original text, as I'm sure many of you are aware, was in ancient Atlantean, and was recorded by the Immortal known to us as Pheonix, the last of the Terran dragons.





	NoMel, as he is often called by his friends, was originally from the world known as Gralthas. Several centuries ago he asked us here at the Sanctuary to try and find his homeworld for him. We found what we beleive to have once been the world he knew as home, but it was a barren wasteland. It was this event that led NoMel to ask us to preserve his life history, as he may be the last surviving creature from his native planet. 





	I have had the honor of speaking with NoMel myself on several occasions, and I would call him friend. It is with this in mind that I set out to faithfully reproduce his story in this electronic form, so it may be shared more easily with our brother and sister chapters around the world.





Pt. 1 GENESIS








	How long has it been Enphaenixes (1) since I last spoke of these events? And why do you insist on writing every (damn?) word I say? Ah well...





	I hatched first out of a clutch of three, and was the only male. My time as a hatchling is hazy, I remember my mother bringing us fresh gobbets of meat, I remember the scent of our cavern home, fighting with my sisters of the choice peices of flesh. I remember being jealous of my sisters because they learned to fly before I did. Do you ever miss that feeling Enphaenixes (2)? My apologies, I forget myself at times. 





	You know I hate the sight of myself now? What I've become. You never saw me when I was young, of course my eyes haven't changed at all, still 2 emeralds peering out at the world. But I miss my once vibrant coloring. My once azure scales have paled to this phantom white, whith only a shimmering ghost of their former glory. My talons and horns, once silver, now are more like ivory, greying at the tips. I can't even escape in shapeshifting, I remain the same, white skin, with only the smallest bit, hair or patterns if furred, my azure blue. A ghost of what I was...But I digress, where was I?





	Ah yes, the innocence of youth. Do you remember your first hunt? The climb over the plains, the wind caressing you like a lover, the herd below, the rush as you dive from the sky, the snap of your wings as you stop, your talons striking out and finding their prey? No matter how many hunts you have the first is allways the most fondly remember. For us it was the ritual test for adulthood, the time when youngsters took on the title of adult and the responsiblities thereof. I had had a good hunt, I was the first of my clutch to bring in prey, and I brought in a large, dangerous beast, a malthan, and it was a clean kill, and the first that had been taken by a youngster in many hunts. It was my sisters turn to be jealous of me.





	It was also during that hunt that I met Mara (3). At first Mara and I competed fiercly. We were matched evenly, in hunts, in displays of aerial dexterity, in our studies of magick. We were allways competing, trying to out do the other. But it wasn't until after we were both found to be prodigous shapeshifters that we fell in love.








	Almost ever species of dragon has some small talent for the shifting arts, ours included. However Master Shifters are rare. We, Mara and I, were put under special tutalege of the last Master Shifter in our community, Aknonmelzex, who taught us many things about or bodies and the bodies of other creatures, how to attune ourselves to other species, how to maintain our own minds in other bodies, and how to avoid the hazards of shifting. And we continued our private competition, trying to be the first to master new and more difficult shapes and combinations. And then one day, tired from our studies, panting in the sunset, our eyes met.





	How to describe Mara's beauty? Her eyes were pools of liquid silver, shining at some private joke, and more brilliant and pure then even my own silver horns. Scarlett scales danced over her smooth muscles, her soft rose underbelly, the grace with which she flew, her horns so black, like the heart of the Between (4), the way she moved, her voice...I wish you could have seen her. We courted in the skys above the hunting feilds, brought each other gifts of prey (I think we were still competing even then), sunned on the cliffs above the beach, and finally we coupled, first as dragons, then in all the forms we could, for weeks on end our mating lasted, stopping only to eat and drink. Finally exhausted we lay by each other on the cliffs by the ocean, and she murmered to me "NoMel, let us build a home here, in these cliffs, together". She had asked me to be her lifemate, and I had never been so happy. 





	And, with the councils permission, we did. Food in the form of sea going creatures would be abundant, and the plains were nearbye as well with the herds. For two hunters of our stature food would easily be had even during the lean seasons. And so we lovingly began to carve our home into the cliffs with spell and claw, all the while watching our newest neighbors, the humans.





	In dragon terms the humans were a new arrival. We watched them from afar, practiced their forms, learned their language with mind magicks. We watched as their shamans and wise men practiced the mystick arts in ways so different from ours. And we learned the values of herbs and plants, of sympathetic magicks, notions so alien to us. Eventually we slipped into their village under the cover of night to learn more about them, these fascinating humans. But of course the wise men of the village new of us, and watched us as we watched them, and approached us as gods. We laughed and told him we were not gods, just different creatures who shared the world with them. Through him we learned more of human magicks, and we taught him some of the ways of dragon magick. We lived in peace with this village (and their descendants) brought them food from the seas when time were poor, gave them the rock from our cavern to use in building their homes, feasted with them, mourned with them. All the while still building our home in the cliffside.





	Of course, our happiness was not to last. I was too much of a prize mate for the vain Derazelia to pass up. She was, in short, full of her own importance, frivoulous in her pursuits, cruel to those who were "inferior" (i.e. everyone). To make it worse she was the spoiled daughter of the most important dragon on the Council, and a Master Sorceress. She ruined our lives and destroyed the only happiness I had ever known.








1. Enphaenixes is the Pheonix's dragon name





2. Pheonix was once a dragon, who rebelled against her people to prevent the extermination of the humans here on earth. for     her crime she was punished, forced to live her life in the form of a human woman until all of mankind on earth is    destroyed. Her soul is passed from mother to daughter, reincarnated in her own flesh and blood.





3. Maratheinda, NoMelaltheiranlat's lifemate.





4. The Between, thought to be the resting place of Dead Gods and Demons, and perhaps the ghost of the what was before this    cycle of creation began. NoMel can travel freely in this place, although others find death, or worse, due to the ghosts of    demons floating through this Nonspace. The Between though, is literally everywhere and nowhere all at once. And no oneknows all of it's mysteries.








Ch. 2 End of Innocence





	Excuse me for a moment my dear, allow me to gather my thoughts, and fight down the old pain. This is for posterity right?





	We were almost done with our lair when spring was bringing beauty to the world again. We were sleeping there, mating there, and Mara thought that she would soon be in season, ready to clutch. She never made it. I remember that I had left early, while she still slumbered, to go hunt the ocean and bring back a gift of breakfast for her. I returned to the lair, a sweet kill in my talons, I swooped in and called for her, but instead of my beloved Mara the scent of fresh blood bid me welcome.





	I cannot find the words to describe what I found. In our nesting chamber I found...I found her body, or what was left of it. Her wings, which had once carried her in gracefull flight through the heavens were broken and torn. Her throat ripped out, blood still leaking from jagged claw marks all over her body. Burns and strange wounds everwhere, one of her horns ripped out. All this I took in in an instant. Some legends say that dragons cannot cry, that we are incapable of such emotions. We, you and I, know the falseness of that myth, for I weeped as I tried to heal her. My tears mixed with her blood, ran into the sea, a river of sadness and loss. It was no use.  My love, my wife, sweet Mara, lay dead in my arms, and I could not bring her back.





	A moment please dear, allow me some time to...remember. 





	As a hunter I dealt with death regularly. I had watched my short lived human friends die one by one. But this, this unexpected grotesque murder...After I had come to my senses I interned her body to the sea, watching as her still form sank beneath the waves. But I was not alone.





	Derazelia hovered behind me, lust in her eyes. The wind brought me her scent and I recognized it. It had been there, hovering around my loves dead body like a vulture, clinging to it, marring the perfectness of my home. I climbed high in the sky, watching her, as she...as she told me to come and mate with her! HER! I bellowed my rage and dived at her, we battled there in the skys above the sea that cradled my loves lifeless body, I was more then her match physically, but she blocked me with magick, but I out thinked her, and eventually drove her into the sandy beach. Laughing beneath me she praised my power, and once more attempted to seduce me, her voice dripping with lust. I laughed at her and swore to her that I would see her dead before I came to her as a mate. She was...angered by this.





	Her words still echoe in my skull to this day, as she wove her curse in anger "From this day forth all shall know the coldness you have shown me. No one shall find warmth in your embrace ever again." And I felt it, the magick as it sank into me, I was too stunned, and far too outmatched then, to weave a counterspell, as the seawater that lapped at my talons began to freeze. I retreated then, my tears freezing to my cheek, and her taunts and laughter chasing me as I fled out to sea, to an old island I knew of.





	And that is how I came to be as I am today. I radiate cold like a glacier, I cannot stop it, at times I can barely control it. On that island, surrounded by the sea, I worked my will upon the curse. I could feel the weakspots caused by Derazelias anger, I learned how to use it, I forced myself to learn, rage made me strong, my desire for vengeance feeding my anger, but I also yearned for death, for release, to once more be with my Mara in death. And when I learned to controll it, to use it as a weapon and a sheild, I ventured forth to settle matters with Derazelia once and for all.





Ch 3. Best Served Cold	





	My plan was simple, even though I could easily overpower the weak Derazelia, her magick made her more then a match for me. I knew she was vain, and pridefull and lusty, and I intended to use that. I also knew a secret taught to me by the human shamans. A root, which ingested, blocked a person from their magicks. Derazelia was known for her gluttonous appetites, and for swallowing things whole, without bothering to stop and savor the flavor. So, I gathered the root in large quantities, and then cought a fish that I knew had a large hollow gut, perfect for stuffing. And so, with poisoned me in claw, I set out for my preys lair.





	Humbly I went to her, begging forgiveness for my folley, and presenting the food to her as a delicacy from the seas, a rare treat. Just as I had forseen, after a rather long and boring spout of gloating, she began to devour the meat in huge chunks. She was done quickly, even for a dragon, and sat there licking her maw clean of blood, sated and full. She purred and bid me come to her. And I did, slowly, waiting, I knew the root would not take long to take effect, and I saw it in her dull amber eyes, the moment it hit. I laughed and bared my teeth, growling, taunting her. I could see the fear in her eyes and it pleased me, she tried to char my face with dragonsfire, but due to her curse, I no longer was affected by heat or cold. She begged for mercy, but I had none. She had killed the only light in my life, and for that her life was forfeit. I grappled with her, her claws scraping long painfull gashes in my hide, but I focused and I pushed the cold that she had burdoned me with into her, freezing her solid within moments, ice leaking from my pores like sweat to cover and infuse her like a living thing. I said nothing as she died, just watched as the life fled from her, then I lifted her frozen carcass and dashed it upon the rocks, shattering her body. 





	My actions had not gone unnoticed however, as one of her young suiters fled towards the main nesting grounds, no doubt to bring the authorities so that I might be captured and tried. No matter, I was ready to face judgement, and I would go to the grave happy. I sat down in the center of Derazelias lair, focusing my magicks to get her, no MY curse back under controll, and then to weave healing spells around my wounds, closing them. I did not have to wait long, and I went with the elder dragons wordlessly, to the great crater which served as our meeting place when the council convened to make laws, or enforce them. 





	Of course, I could have escaped had I wished it, none could match my shifting powers, the only 2 that could have done so were dead now. But I chose to let them bind me in the mystic chains in the center of the crater, and I met each elders eyes as they brought themselves before me for judgement, even Derazelias fathers one good ruby eye as he stared murder at me. Before any of the elders could speak, I called out for the mindspeaker, so that the truth would be told, so all would know of my crime, and the motivation. I did not try to hide my guilt, and the elders nodded. It was my right under law. 





	And so the mindspeaker came, the most talented among us at the psychic arts, and I opened myself to him, and all the dragons in attendance, a full two thirds of our number, did see the how and the why of my actions. All was silent as I stared at Salmaerat, Derazelias father, meeting his own stare with my own, I roared "By the old laws my actions were just. I could not expect fair judgement from this council, whose will is chained by this dragon, this currupt waste of flesh that sits before me. The laws have changed, true, but I was in the right! See her guilt in your minds, feel my pain!" The crater was full of roars to let me go free, but Salmaerat silenced them.





	"The law is the law." He intoned "Those who chose not to follow the law choose their fate." at this the crowd called out in outrage, even the other council members looked at their master in doubt "However, this court will grant you mercy. You will not die for this murder. You will be exiled from our world come the next dead moon." the crowd cheered in approval, but I knew fear, something in his tone, in the way his one ruby eye glistened in the dawning light as he stared at me, let me know this was far from over. "Any opposed?" and of course none were brave enough to challenge him. "Then the sentence is passed."





ch. 4 Revelations





	It was sometime till the next dead moon, and I remained chained in the hollow of the crater, on display. My family, my mother and sisters brought me food, it was their duty under the law. My youngest sibling could not look me in the eye, and could not bring herself to stay. My other sister and my mother, who had been there when I was tried, stayed long nights to speak with me, to comfort me. It was on one of these lonely nights that my mother told me about my father, something she had never spoken of to me before. She told me that my father had once been the dragon king, ruler of all the dragons on Gralthas. And that Salmaerat had staged the revolution that had replaced his just rule with the corruption of the weak council ruled in all but name by his will. I was stunned, and made an oath never to speak of these things to my siblings. 





	It was also during the dead of night that he came to me, with another dragon that I did not recognize, and he proceeded to give me another "gift". Since I had used knowledge learned with my shifting abilities to slay his daughter, then I would never use them again. He and the other dragon weaved chains around my soul and mind, and I struggled within the confines of my bonds. They were not gentle with me, and when they left I was hovering near death with pain.





	The rest of my time I spent in a near delirious state, hallucinations of my dead love begging me to save her, asking me why I failed her, accusing me of not loving her haunted me, visions of death and tragedy, horrors that only the sentient mind can inflict upon itself. Salmaerat came to me during one of my more lucid moments, his voice dripping venom as he told me that he had "taken care of" the human villages on the coast. More deaths on my conscious, more ghosts to point their undead fingers at me during my hallucinations.





	Before I knew it I was healed, quickly, I looked up at the moonless sky and realized that it was time. The whole of the community, having heard the tale of my trial and judgement, turned out to watch the ceremony carried out. Thirteen dragon mages turned out to open the gate to a random world, the world that would be my home for the rest of my existance, a shimmering blackmirror that seemed to ripple with life. The spells were woven over me, so that returning to my home would bring me instant death, and then I was unchained, and escorted to the portal. I looked around and met each of my bloods gaze in turn, the youngest had tears streaming down her cheeks and was mouthing words that I could not hear over the roar of the crowd. Then all was silent as Salmaerat began to speak "Nomelaltheiranlat, you have been sentanced to exile by the council of elders in a trial fair and just. Your name shall be remembered for all time by the Dragons of Gralthas, your crime committed to memory so your vileness shall never be forgotten. What say you to this?"





	I smiled then "Oh wise and just elder" I spat sarcastically "Let my name be remembered right beside the name of your own daughter, and by the name of the innocent who died by her talons." and with that I stepped through the portal, into the black heart of nothing, into the Between. And that was when I discovered the treachery of Salmaerat.





	The portal through the between was supposed to be like a doorway, a wormhole through nothingness. But instead of stepping out into a new world, I was met instead by darkness, I could not see, nor hear, there was no up nor down, nothing. I was trapped in a place that by all of our lore brought only madness and death. None returned whole, any who did were mad, mutilated body and soul, and carried a dark taint with them forever. So it was death for me after all. 


	


	Time in the Between does not exist, so I cannot tell you for how long I floated there, senseless, pondering my fate. Then I sensed something. One of the horrors of the between had found me, and I felt wind burning into my soul, and heard the voices pulling at my mind, eager for flesh and pain and suffering they poured their agony into me, fed off of my terror, I could not fight. And then...silence. Something warm caressed me, and I began to see, to smell, to hear again. I cannot describe the heart of the Between, it is blackness, with darker shadows swirling inside. It is chaos and stagnation rolled into one, the brightest of colors a dull brackish grey, but I could see. And I knew I could navigate my way in all of existance from here. I had been given a new life, another chance. Something in my heart told me not to waste it.





	And that, Enphaenixes, ends the beginning of my tale. From there I continued on, journeying here to Earth, and to many other worlds, going where I felt the pull of innocent lives in danger, going where I felt I was needed, exploring as I would.





	Since the events of my youth I have had many lovers, and many loves, as you well know, but none have ever matched my lost Mara. Not even you. I have watched many friends die in battle, of sickness, of foulplay. I have done battle with demons and mortal evils. I have mastered the ice within me and almost never lose controll of it now. I have unwove almost all the threads of Salmaerat's curse, and now, even though it pains me, I can once more change my shape. I have had the time to learn magicks that would have matched even Derazelias latent skill. I am a warrior in the war between Light and Darkness. But I would give all my adventures, all my experiences, to go back and save Mara's life.  





	And why, some may ask, have I not unwove the frigged curse that haunts me to this day? I have tried. I cannot. Friends have died trying, an angel, my lover, went mad and killed herself from the attempt. I will not risk more lives. It is a reminder of the life that was lost, of my love, of the cost of failure. I must carry on, in her memory I fight so that others will not have to suffer. I do not know how long I have lived, and I am sure I have survived wounds that SHOULD have killed me long ago, but until death choses to release me...I shall continue. 





	Now dear Enphaenixes, shall we retire to bed?





			fin.


