Narrative In Verse – Battle Of The Burning Skies 
Aaeros 
What is your most treasured possession?
“A stone bust of the god Arys, may the legions of Aradace cleanse Scintyre of all apostates.” 
What is your favourite journey?
“The walk of cleansing, it is a ritual in which a dragons wings are bound, we are forced to climb a mountain in the middle of winter and scale it to the very top. It teaches the followers of Arys the power of faith, how no matter the turmoil, a dragon with faith can and will rise up against any adversity. It also teaches us to appreciate the gift of our wings granted to us, how Arys gave them to us so that we may be closer to him and the great kingdom beyond this world.”  
When and where were you happiest?
“I was happiest as a child, these days my thoughts are plagued by fear, we’re engaged in a civil war, my brother lies at the other side, my family are torn apart, back when I was a child, things were simple… Back then all we had to worry about was an encroaching bedtime or which girl we’d developed a crush on, now everything seems like it’s hanging by a thread.” 
When did you last cry?
“When I found out that my brother had joined the ranks of the apostates and was following the false god Gahl, I weep for his soul every day, I hope that I do not have to slay him.”
What is your greatest extravagance?
“I partake in far too much drinking, I’ve spent more money than I’m willing to recount here, I’m not proud, but it’s often the only way to blow off some steam, the only way to let go.” 
What's your greatest regret?
“Failing my brother, not paying him enough attention, letting him be led astray by apostates and false gods, meticulously scan over the years, I know I should have done more, I know I let him be led astray like a lamb to the slaughter.” 
Burning Sky 
I rise into the air wings beating like a hurricane, 
Wind ripples and rips sowing seeds of pain, 
A sea of dragons armor clad, 
Tear apart each other with claws, driven mad, 
Are we fighting in the name of gods? 
Will that justify a river of blood? 


Flames of dragons lick the sky, 
Screams cut through chaos like claws through thigh,
As scales melt off glittering like ember snow, 
Suddenly I feel a hit, a sudden blow, 
I flap my wings and break my fall, 
I hear cries ring out that chill my soul, 
I look to the sky and there I see, 
My mother burning in place of me, 
Her face a twist of agony. 

From up above I hear a furious roar, 
Followed by fire, tooth and claw, 
My brother joins me down below, 
We fight like heathens exchanging blow for blow, 
Until we hear another scream, 
We scan the air as if in a bad dream, 
There we see our father go, 
Consumed by flames he falls below. 

Dragons begin to flee on mass, 
As a raging inferno consumes the sky, 
Terrified faces look on and wonder why,
We sit in silence as the blaze grows, 
Listening to the song of the crows, 
Then suddenly jets of ice rain down from the sky, 
Containing the cataclysm like a god’s watchful eye, 
And as I stared through the ice into the conflagration, 
[bookmark: _GoBack]I cast off my religion, peace is my new nation.   



 


 


 



