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Arlian had never left his home village in the Obsidian Mountains. The green
hills, white peaks, and black glass were all he had ever known of life, and though
he dreamed of travel and adventure, he knew deep in his heart that he would
probably never leave.

Until the dragon weather came. Incredible heat, oppressive humidity, dark and
angry clouds . . . and dragons. Dragons with no feelings, no empathy, no use for
humans; dragons who destroyed his entire village and everyonein it. Everyone,
that is, except Arlian.

Orphaned and alone, Arlian the child is captured by looters and sold as a mining
dave. Seven years later Arlian the man escapes, fueled by years of hatred for the
dragons, bandits, and dlavers that took his youth away--and a personal vow to
exact retribution from those who have wronged him.

As Arlian makes his way through life, he is obsessed with the concept of justice,
and that obsession informs every task, every decision. Even Black, the man he
befriends and grows to love as a brother, has little influence against Arlian's
obsession. His entire life has one purpose, and one purpose only: to mete out
justice.

But can one righteous man change the entire world for the better? Or is he
doomed by his own actions to become as unjust as those he seeks to destroy?
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Arlian had never left his home village in the Obsidian Mountains. The green hills, white peaks, and black
glass were all he had ever known of life, and though he dreamed of travel and adventure, he knew deep in his
heart that he would probably never leave.

Until the dragon weather came. Incredible heat, oppressive humidity, dark and angry clouds. . . and dragons.
Dragons with no feelings, no empathy, no use for humans; dragons who destroyed his entire village and
everyonein it. Everyone, that is, except Arlian.

Orphaned and alone, Arlian the child is captured by looters and sold as a mining slave. Seven years | ater
Arlian the man escapes, fueled by years of hatred for the dragons, bandits, and slavers that took his youth
away--and a personal vow to exact retribution from those who have wronged him.

As Arlian makes his way through life, he is obsessed with the concept of justice, and that obsession informs
every task, every decision. Even Black, the man he befriends and grows to love as a brother, has little
influence against Arlian's obsession. His entire life has one purpose, and one purpose only: to mete out
justice.

But can one righteous man change the entire world for the better? Or is he doomed by his own actionsto
become as unjust as those he seeksto destroy?
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Editorial Review
Review

"An epic tale."--Tulsa World
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Fiction Writers of America. Married with two children, he and hiswife Julie live in Maryland.
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1

Dragon Weather

The sky to the west was dark with heavy black clouds; Arlian didn't like it at all. He was eleven years old,
almost aman by the standards of his village, but right now he felt much younger, and very unsure of
himself--his father was away, and the weather seemed threatening and unnatural. He stayed close to his
mother as she stood staring down the slope of the mountain, watching the men of the village haul the heavy
water wagons back up the winding, stone-paved road.

Oxen would have made the hauling much easier, but the village had no place to graze oxen on the rocky
mountainside; what little arable soil they had was all reserved for human needs. That meant that the men of
Obsidian had to use their own muscles to fetch water up from the river.

In another year or two Arlian would be big enough to join them, but for now he stood beside his mother and
watched.

Arlian's mother fanned herself with one hand, while the other clutched at her black-and-gold brooch, holding
her collar open; the air was thick, hot, and stagnant, and her gray dress was soaked in sweat. "I can't stand
weather like this," she said. "I'll almost be glad to see winter come this year!"

Arlian looked up at her--though not far up, as he was almost as tall as she, now. He aways liked winter, and
had never entirely understood why the adults didn't. In winter the mountain was covered in snow--well,
except right up by the crater--and he and the other children of the village could go diding down it; there was
plenty of cold, clean water available for the melting, without having to haul it up from the valley when the
streams ran dry. He could play outside for hours, then come in and warm up by the fire, and no one would
order him out of the way or ask him to help with the chores. Even the adults had less work to do in the
winter--so why did they all hate it? Y es, there was less food and it wasn't fresh, and the cold seeped through
everywhere, and the fire had to be kept up, but still, Arlian thought that winter was wonderful.

And anything was better than this stifling hot, humid summer, when the sun didn't seem to want to show its



face and hid behind athick haze or clouds. This wasn't how summer was supposed to be--there should be
bright days and rainy ones, not these endless smothering gloomy days when the clouds hung overhead but
the rain never fell. Thiswas ugly and exhausting.

It hadn't rained in weeks, and the crops were suffering--the water the men were hauling up from the river
would help, but agood cistern-filling rain, splashing down the mountainside and pooling in the rocks, would
have been better.

Those clouds in the west looked even uglier than most of this year's skies. Maybe they would bring storms,
and put an end to this nasty heat--but their appearance was not promising, and Arlian didn't trust them.

His grandfather--his mother's father; his father's father was long dead--stepped out on the rocky ledge beside
them and looked, not down the slope at the water -haulers he wastoo old to assist, but out at the clouds.
"Dragon weather," he said with a frown.

"Oh, nonsense," Arlian's mother said. "Y ou've been saying that for weeks. It's just a hot spell.”

"lsn't that what dragon weather is, Mother?" Arlian asked. "A hot spell?’

His mother glanced at her father.

"Not just the heat," the old man said. "Look at that sky--hot as a furnace and days dark as night, that's dragon
weather. Y ou need the heat and the dark. If those clouds move in and settle here, that's really what we'll
have."

Arlian looked straight up at the sky overhead. It wasn't dark as night, but it wasn't very bright, either; the
summer haze was thick and foul with the gasses from the smoking peak of the mountain. The fumes had
been thicker than usual lately, but whether that had any connection with the weather no one seemed to know.
Arlian had heard the adults arguing about it, but the arguments were never settled.

"Why isit called dragon weather, Grandsir?' he asked.

"Because it's the sort of weather that brings the dragons out of their caves,” his grandfather replied. "They
can't abide cold or light, Ari. In the days when the dragons ruled over our ancestors the world was warmer
than it is now, and the great beasts darkened the skies with their smoke so that they could come out by day,
aswell as night. When the weather's dark and hot now, old and tired as they are, they still stir in their sleep,
and sometimes they awaken and come out to feed."

Arlian stared nervoudly at his grandfather. The old man spoke in a deeper voice than usual--his storytelling
voice. It made his words seem more important, and more ominous.

"Don't mind him, Ari," Arlian's mother said, patting Arlian's shoulder reassuringly. "That's just stories. No
one's seen any dragonsin hundreds of years."

Her father shook his head.

"No, Sharbeth, you're wrong," he said. "When | was aboy | saw a village where a dragon had been not long
before. | may be old, but it wasn't hundreds of years ago."

"Tell me about it!" Arlian said.

His grandfather smiled down at him. "Are you sure? They say it's bad luck to talk about the dragons, just as
it's unlucky to speak too much about magic."

Arlian nodded. "Tell me about it, Grandsir!"

Grandsir looked up at the sky and frowned, then back down at Arlian, his smile reappearing. "l was ayear or
two older than you are, and my uncle Stirian had taken me on atrading journey down to Benth-in-Tara, to
meet a caravan that was passing through,” he said. "We saw the ruins on the way. We'd had a hot summer the
year before, weather something like this, and for afew days the smoke from the mountain had been much
thicker than usual and had collected in that valley over in the Sandalwood Hills." He pointed over the
shoulder of the mountain; Arlian had never been to the Sandalwood Hills, but he had seen them from the
crater rim and knew where his grandfather meant.

"The dragon must have come out late that summer,” the old man continued, "and no one discovered it over
the winter. When we got there in the spring, there was nothing left but charred ruins and bare bones."

"And how do you know it wasn't human raiders who destroyed it?' Arlian's mother asked. "Those banditsin
the south are surely bad enough without worrying about dragons!”



"The Borderlands bandits never get anywhere near this far north," her father said, "and human raiders don't
leave six-foot claw marks."

"And neither do dragons," Sharbeth said, her hands on her hips, "because the dragons, if there are really any
left alive at all, stay asleep in their caves, deep beneath the earth. Y ou must have just imagined those claw
marks, Father, or misinterpreted sword cuts or wagon ruts."

"They were real, and they were claw marks," her father insisted, but without much vehemence; Arlian
realized that the two of them had undoubtedly had this argument many times before, as they had so many
others, and had worn the passion out of it. His mother and grandfather argued often, and had done so ever
since Grandsir had first cometo live with them while Arlian was still asmall child. He could barely
remember atime when Grandsir had not been there--or when his mother did not argue with him.

"I'm not going to listen to your honsense," Arlian's mother said, with no great anger. "I'm going to go see that
those men have something fit to eat when they get those wagons up here, something to keep their strength
up!" She turned and started back toward the house.

Arlian hesitated. He wanted to stay close to his mother, and help out whenthe water wagons arrived, but he
also wanted to hear his grandfather's story about the ruined village--it wasn't one he remembered hearing
before. He wanted to know more about the dragons and what had become of them.

"Areyou coming, Arlian?' his mother called. She paused and |ooked over her shoulder.

"No, Mother," hereplied. "I'll stay here for awhile, with Grandsir.”

"Hmpf." She marched on across the rocky yard, toward their thatch-roofed home.

Grandsir looked down at Arlian. "Eager to see your father and brother back?' he asked.

Arlian nodded. "tell me more about the dragons,” he said.

His grandfather laughed. "That's my boy!" he said. "What do you want to know?"

"Have you ever seen adragon, Grandsir?"

The old man shook his head. "Of course not," he said. "I'm still alive, am | not? There aren't many who see
dragons and live to tell of it!"

"There must be some people who see them, or how would we know anything about dragons?' Arlian asked.
"A fair question," his grandfather said, smiling. He glanced at the water-haulers, judged it would still be a
while before they reached the village, and settled down cross-legged on the ledge, into a better position for
storytelling. Arlian settled beside him.

"Yes," Arlian's grandfather said, "there have been afew people who saw dragons and lived to tell about it.
Most of them were at a safe distance, and the dragons simply didn't notice them, but there have been a
few..." Hisvoicetrailed off as he looked to the west, at the approaching clouds. He frowned.

"A few what, Grandsir?' Arlian looked, trying to see what his grandfather was staring at.

The old man shook himself. "Nothing," he said. "I just don't like this weather." Then he smiled at Arlian, and
said, "Of course, there were afew who got a good close look at the dragons. There might even be some of
them who are still alive today."

Arlian nodded. "From that village in the Sandalwood Hills, you mean?"

"Oh, no." Grandsir shook his head. "Nothing like that; | saw that village, and there wasn't so much as arat
left alive there, just bones and cinders. But there are old stories, very old stories, about dragon venom."
"Venom?' Arlian frowned. As Grandsir had said, most of the adultsin the village didn't like talking about
the dragons; there were so many superstitions about them that most people thought it safer not to discuss
them at all. Dragons were magical, and magic was wicked and untrustworthy, and speaking too much about
it could attract misfortune.

Still, Arlian had thought he had a reasonabl e understanding of what a dragon was, and he didn't remember
anything about venom. "I thought dragons breathed fire!" he said.

"Well, they do, after afashion,” Grandsir said. "Or so I'm told. But the older stories, the ones from the early
days of the Y ears of Man, say that dragonflame isn't so much fiery breath, as some people would haveit, but
aspray of burning venom, like a snake's spit of poison. Except dragons somehow set their poison ablaze, and
thereby spit flame."



"Ooooh!" Arlian shivered at the thought. It seemed somehow more real to know that dragonfire was burning
venom, rather than some sort of magical breath. It made dragons seem more like actual beasts, rather than
spirits, or illusions like the little images the village sorcerer sometimes conjured up.

"Whether it's the truth or not | can't say," Grandsir continued, "but there are stories, very old stories, so old |
don't know where they came from, that say that sometimes the venom doesn't catch fire properly. It's till
deadly poison, of course, a poison that will burn the flesh from your bones--but supposedly it quickly loses
some of its virulence when once it's been sprayed, and a mixture of this dragon venom and human blood is
said to bestow long life on anyone who drinksiit. Very long life. There are tales of men who lived centuries
after surviving dragon attacks in which blood from their wounds was mixed with dragon venom and then
swallowed--though many of them had been horribly mutilated in the attacks, their faces burned away, arms
or legs lost, so that such alife would hardly be ablessing.”

Arlian shivered again. He looked at the clouds. The dragons seemed so terrible that it was hard, sometimes,
to believe that they were ever real.

Everyone knew they were real, though, or had been once, at least. The dragons had ruled all of the Lands of
Man, from the eastern sea to the western wilderness, from the Borderlands in the south to the icy wastes of
the north. People had resisted their rule sometimes, fought great wars against the dragons, but to no avail--
until one day, about seven hundred years ago, when the dragons had all gone away, leaving humanity free.
Arlian's mother said the dragons had all died, perhaps of some plague, but most people insisted they were
still alive, deep in their caverns, and might come back at any time.

And sometimes, according to Grandsir, they did come back, briefly.

"That village in the Sandalwood Hills," Arlian asked. "What do you think the people there did to anger the
dragon? Why would it destroy them all?"

"I don't think they had to do anything,” Grandsir said. "The dragon ssimply felt like destroying something,
and they were close at hand.”

"But that's so unfair! Y ou mean they didn't do anything to deserveit?"

"Not athing," Grandsir replied.

Arlian absorbed that unhappily. He didn't like it at al. He knew life wasn't always fair, but he felt, deep in
his heart, that it should be. He always tried to be fair to his brother, Korian, and to their playmatesin the
village--even the giggly girls. In the stories his maother told justice always triumphed in the end. Why was the
rest of life so messy and unjust?

Hisfather said it was because the gods were dead, and only Fate remained, and Fate had its own plans for
everyone.

The village sorcerer--the only person in the village of Obsidian whose name Arlian didn't know, because he
said names had power--had said that justice was as much anillusion as any of thelittletricks he did to
entertain the children.

Arlian wondered sometimesiif it might be the other way around--maybe everything did work out fairly in the
end, somehow, and the apparent injustices were the illusions. He wiped sweat-damp hair away from his eyes
and looked down at the approaching wagons.

Maybe the dragon did have a good reason for destroying that village. Maybe the dragons were part of Fate's
plans.

"Do you redly think it's dragon weather?' he asked

His grandfather put an arm around Arlian's shoulder and gave him a reassuring hug.

"I hope not," he said. "Come on, let's go give your mother a hand.”

Together, they turned away from the ledge and ambled toward the house.

Copyright © 1999 by Lawrence Watt Evans



Users Review
From reader reviews:
Noah Cale:

Do you one among people who can't read enjoyable if the sentence chained from the straightway, hold on
guysthisaren't like that. This Dragon Weather (Obsidian Chronicles) book is readable through you who hate
those straight word style. Y ou will find the details here are arrange for enjoyable looking at experience
without leaving perhaps decrease the knowledge that want to give to you. The writer of Dragon Wesather
(Obsidian Chronicles) content conveys thinking easily to understand by lots of people. The printed and e-
book are not different in the articles but it just different in the form of it. So, do you continue to thinking
Dragon Weather (Obsidian Chronicles) is not loveable to be your top collection reading book?

Nelson Wyaitt:

The book Dragon Weather (Obsidian Chronicles) will bring you to the new experience of reading a book.
The author style to explain the ideais very unique. In case you try to find new book to read, this book very
suitable to you. The book Dragon Weather (Obsidian Chronicles) is much recommended to you to learn. Y ou
can also get the e-book through the official web site, so you can more easily to read the book.

Patrick Stokes:

Dragon Weather (Obsidian Chronicles) can be one of your nice books that are good idea. We al recommend
that straight away because this book has good vocabulary which could increase your knowledge in
vocabulary, easy to understand, bit entertaining but nonethel ess delivering the information. The copy writer
giving hig'her effort to get every word into joy arrangement in writing Dragon Weather (Obsidian
Chronicles) yet doesn't forget the main stage, giving the reader the hottest along with based confirm resource
info that maybe you can be one of it. This great information can easily drawn you into new stage of crucial

imagining.

Palmer Schwartz;

It is possible to spend your free time to read this book this publication. This Dragon Weather (Obsidian
Chronicles) is simple bringing you can read it in the area, in the beach, train along with soon. If you did not
get much space to bring the actual printed book, you can buy the actual e-book. It is make you quicker to
read it. Y ou can save the book in your smart phone. And so there are alot of benefits that you will get when
one buys this book.
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