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2. Aftermath

In the ancient language, Za means ‘All That Is.’ When sailors discovered 
the vast Continent beyond our shores, our historian noted the irony of the 
name. For me, this irony has deepened immeasurably—and the revelation 
has been a wild ride.

I woke up wondering if I was alive or dead. The excruciating ache in 
my head confused me. Wasn’t death supposed to bring relief from pain?

I sat up and blinked against the blurriness, wondering why I felt hot. I 
turned my head to see a roaring orange blaze against a black sky. The 
ceiling was gone, and the kitchen was on fire!

I  ran across  the  courtyard into  the  dormitory  and fumbled in  the 
closet for the flare gun. Staggering outside, I aimed upward and pulled the 
trigger.

The flare streaked into the air, illuminating a face. “Relax, Zarena. I 
got the message,” smiled Daxion, the lighthouse apprentice.

“I’m sorry!” I clapped my hand over my mouth. “Did I hurt you?”
“Naw. I’m fireproof,” grinned the lanky Pyran. “Well,  almost. The 

lava waves already burned off  my eyebrows this  morning,  so no harm 
done. Are you all right?”

“I guess so.” My head ached, my ears were ringing, and I was seeing 
double, but I was more distressed by the memory flickering through my 
mind. I was putting Ileia’s History of Za manuscript into the armored hand 
of Morgoz the Dark Destroyer. And now hours of copying work were 
going up in flames. I leaned around Daxion to see the Library. Clouds of 
thick smoke billowed from the thatched roof.

“Jaanor and Smoky are getting it under control,” Daxion reassured 
me.  “It’s  a  good  thing  you’re  so  close.  If  there’d  been  flashover,  
everything would be torched. Stay here.” He dashed into the smoldering 
building.

Through the ruins of the kitchen door, I watched a dragon smother 
flames with his wings while Daxion and Jaanor poured buckets of water. 
When the fire tribesmen walked out, their reddish faces were blackened 
with soot.

The  reptile  soared  through  a  hole  in  the  roof  and  landed  in  the 
courtyard with a flurry of embers and ashes. I reeled backwards.
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Daxion caught my arm and helped me sit on the garden wall. “You 
sure you’re okay?”

I felt my head. There was a tender bump on the back. “I must have 
hit my head,” I said woozily.

Jaanor, the weatherbeaten master lighthouse keeper who’d seen every 
kind of catastrophe, steadied my face with his hands. “Watch my finger.” 
He moved it back and forth. I tried to focus, but it kept becoming two 
fingers. He asked, “What’s four times four?”

After a pause I said, “Eight?”
He turned to Daxion. “Concussion.”
The younger  Pyran arranged some blankets on the  ground.  “Poor 

Zarena,”  he  said.  He  laid  me  on  my  side  and  propped  up  my  head. 
“You’ve  had  awful  luck  lately.  The  tornado  killed  your  boss,  the 
earthquake killed your  friend,  and now the  lightning  has  almost  killed 
you.”

“There’s more to this than lightning, Daxion. Come look.” Jaanor led 
his apprentice back to the Library. “It left these charred streaks down the 
kitchen wall. But thirty feet away, the door is smashed, with no burns.”

“A backdraft explosion?”
Jaanor shook his head. “The debris was thrown into the building.”
“Morgoz,” I said. “Morgoz was here. He… he broke down the door.”
“Morgoz came to the Library?” Daxion asked incredulously. “Why? 

Wait, let me guess. To check out books on how to break stuff.”
Jaanor shot him a disapproving look. “What happened, Zarena?”
Details emerged from the fog in my head. “He wanted me to rewrite 

Ileia’s  History. He took the copy and made me get the original from the 
vault. When I wouldn’t come along, he blasted me.”

“That would explain the boom,” said Jaanor.
Daxion’s  orange eyes were large.  “What  was he like?  Was he big? 

What kind of weapon did he have?”
“He was huge and armored. His helmet touched the ceiling. He had a 

staff, a rifle, a jet pack, and some sort of gauntlet.” I shuddered.
“Eight feet tall,” he said slowly. “You were brave to stand up to that.”
I  winced,  ashamed  I  had  at  one  point  agreed  to  let  the  Dark 

Destroyer use me in his evil scheme. “Uh, not… not really…” I lay down 
again and pulled my knees to my chest.

Jaanor toured the grounds and returned shaking his head. “No sign of 
him around the complex, besides the wind damage.”

© 2012 Lily Gee



DRAWN TO DISASTER 11

“Zarena, you shouldn’t be out here alone,” scolded Daxion, patting 
my hand. “You should stay with us, where you’ll be safe.”

“She  should  stay  with  Laeka,  where  her  injuries  can  be  treated 
properly,” said Jaanor. “And Laeka needs to hear about Morgoz.  Let’s  
check for flare-ups.”

Daxion followed his teacher into the Library. I stumbled after them. 
There was no trace of the stone wall Morgoz had raised by the back door. 
But if he could produce a slab of rock in an instant, presumably he could 
remove one.

Jaanor climbed from the vault. “The archive is intact.”
I sighed with relief and went outside to sit down.
A few minutes later, the lighthouse keepers walked out again. “The 

fire’s out, Zarena,” Daxion smiled. “You won’t be baking cookies anytime 
soon, but the books are mostly okay.”

Jaanor  summoned Smoky and climbed on.  Daxion set  me on the 
creature and sat behind me, his arms loose around my waist. The scaly 
hide was warm against  my legs.  The massive lizard sprang into the air 
pumping dark red wings.

As we soared into the starry sky, cool wind rippled through my hair. 
The pain in my head abated a little, and I smiled. I had now ridden an 
animal from every region of Za.

The  dragon  descended  toward  Aquah  and  landed  on  the  beach. 
Thatched huts on stilts lined the docks. At the largest dwelling, a single 
electric bulb glowed in a wrought iron cage, Laeka’s grudging concession 
to the Pyran electrification project. With Daxion supporting my elbow, we 
walked  down the  dock  toward  the  light.  “Your  fins  are  scratchy,”  he 
complained.

The water tribe Elder answered the door in a long, shimmering robe, 
pale blue hair gathered in a shell clip. Her eyes darted between our faces.

“Laeka, the Library was struck by lightning,  and Zarena suffered a 
head injury,” said Jaanor.

“Oh,  my!  Please,  come in,”  she  exclaimed.  She  led  us  inside  and 
helped me to her bed. “You’ve extinguished the fire?”

“Yes. Mostly the kitchen and roof,” he explained.
“But that’s not the big news,” said Daxion. “Morgoz showed up at 

the Library and smashed the front door. Zarena wouldn’t rewrite history 
for him, so he blasted her.”

Laeka  looked  up  from  checking  my  pulse.  “Morgoz  was  at  the 
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Library?”
“Yep.”
The Elder glanced at Jaanor. “You saw him?”
Jaanor shook his head. Daxion said, “Only Zarena. He was in a big 

armored form, bristling with weapons.”
Kneeling by the bed, Laeka murmured, “Where does it hurt?”
“Here. I think my head hit the wall.”
The  Elder  probed my scalp  with  her  fingertips.  “There’s  a  lot  of 

swelling. Poor girl. Did she lose consciousness?”
Jaanor nodded. “She couldn’t focus her eyes or do math.”
Laeka  excused  herself.  We  heard  cabinets  open  and  something 

pouring in the kitchen. “It’s weird Laeka’s not worried about Morgoz,” 
Daxion remarked. He scratched the scales on the back of his neck.

“It  is,”  said  his  master.  “Perhaps  she’ll  want  to  hear  more  after 
Zarena’s better.”

Laeka reappeared with coconut shells full  of water. As she handed 
one  to  each  Pyran,  she  said  warmly,  “Zarena’s  had  a  very  traumatic 
hallucination, gentlemen. She needs to rest. Thank you for saving her.”

“Just doing our job,” Jaanor replied politely.
I sat up to sip my water. The Elder held my chin in her cool, webbed 

hand and pressed an ice pack to the back of my head.
“We’ll keep an eye on the Library,” Daxion assured her. “Zarena’s got 

two of Za’s best martial artists a few minutes away.”
Laeka  gave him a  smile.  “I’m grateful,  but  I  don’t  think  we have 

anything to worry about, aside from the usual disasters. Well, have a nice 
evening. And good luck teaching the newcomers tomorrow, Jaanor.”

“Thank you. Will  you assign an apprentice historian soon?” Jaanor 
asked.

“Definitely,” she said.
Jaanar bowed his head and walked out.
Daxion called, “Bye, Zarena. Hope you feel better!” The hut swayed 

as he bounded down the steps.
Laeka  elevated  my  head  with  the  pillows.  “I’m  so  sorry,  Zarena. 

You’ve had more than your share of hardship.”
I bit my lip. “Thanks, Laeka,” I mumbled. “I guess it’s part of some 

plan Zan has for me, like Oria says.”
The creases in her round face deepened as she smiled. “It’s good your 

faith is strong.”
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In fact I was starting to wonder why the Liege of Light would let me 
mourn twice in one year and then be bullied by Morgoz. Still, I believed 
he cared, so he had to have planned a meaningful destiny for me. Faith 
would lighten the load of redoing years of work. “I’m lucky, at least, the 
lighthouse keepers are close. They saved most of the books. Except for 
Ileia’s original history, and the copy. Morgoz took those.”

Laeka raised an eyebrow. “How did you know it was Morgoz?”
“He didn’t introduce himself. But he looked like the descriptions. Big 

and dark, with rusty armor.”
The Aquan elder raised an eyebrow. “A being with infinite forms.”
I opened my mouth and closed it again. Had I assumed too much 

about my visitor? “Well, he did a lot of things that looked supernatural. I 
called him Morgoz, and he didn’t correct me. He referred to Zan as his  
brother. He had an M on his belt buckle, too.”

Laeka nodded. “All right. What did he say?”
“He wanted to set the record straight. He said he has to conquer Za 

to protect us from evil forces. Zan won’t do it and refuses help.”
“He wanted you to revise history?” She placed herbal compresses on 

my forehead and neck.
“Yes.  He took the circulation copy of  Ileia’s  History  of  Za,  and he 

threatened  to  destroy  the  vault  unless  I  brought  him  the  original 
manuscript. So I did.” I flinched. “He tried to persuade me to go to his  
lair. He was going to dictate some new material and have me change some 
things. Then I was supposed to come back to Za and tell his side of the 
story.”

“But you said no.”
My nod sent a painful jolt through my head, as if to punish me for  

not confessing. I looked away, but knew I had to tell her. “Laeka, at first I 
agreed to go with him. Then he said I would have to edit the original, and  
he would erase my memory. I knew I could never restore the truth, so I 
refused.”

“It must have seemed very real,” she said in a soothing voice.
“He’s going to come back and kill me, isn’t he?” Tears welled in my 

eyes. “And you, too! And Daxion and Jaanor!” I sat up.
“Morgoz wasn’t there, Zarena.” She offered me a handkerchief.
I wiped my eyes. “He shot something at me, dark and light at the 

same time. Maybe dark energy? I woke up, and the building was on fire.”
Laeka brought the cup to my mouth. “After all the disasters you’ve 
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suffered, you must feel as if their instigator truly wanted to harm you.”
“He does,” I said. “He was furious. His eye even changed to red.”
She  lowered me to the  pillows  and tucked  the  covers  around my 

shoulders. “Right. Well, you’re safe now. You need sleep.”
I looked into her serene blue eyes. “You don’t think there’s any way 

Morgoz was real?”
She caressed my face. “Young one, you’ve been under a lot of stress.”
“But he…” I pushed the compress off my neck. “He grabbed me by 

the throat. And the arm. Are there marks?”
“Lightning threw you backwards into a wall.” The Elder replaced the 

herbal pack. “I know his presence was as tangible as mine is now. But if 
you defied the Dark Destroyer to his face, how are you alive? You saw 
him,  all  right,  but  the  explanation  is  on the  back  of  your  head.”  She 
replaced the compress.

I closed my eyes. “I would love for him to have been a delusion,” I 
murmured. “Then I wouldn’t have to rewrite the History.”

“Relax, Zarena. You won’t have to,” she cooed. “Let yourself sink 
into the softness of the bed. Let your arms and legs loosen. Let a wave of 
calm wash up your body, through your neck, your head, your hair… Now, 
you’re floating on a tranquil sea. Gentle waves rock you…”

The ice numbed the pain in my head, the herbs filled my lungs, and 
her fingers massaged my temples. I drifted off to sleep.
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