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PROLOGUE
 
In a land full of wonder, glory and splendor, lived the most awesome creatures ever known. This is the valley of the dragons. These majestic beings are of all sorts. There are big dragons, small dragons, and even little tiny ones. Many fat and skinny.
Among these dragons lived a very special one. She was of great beauty, and she also had a pure heart.
 I know, you may be thinking of dragons in terms as hideous and ugly things that breathed fire. But I assure you, they are in fact, quite the opposite. Gentle and kind creatures. Well, in this story anyway.
 Sharayah was the name of the dragon with shimmering, crystal-starlight skin. Emerald, deep green pools for eyes. Her wings sparkled and had practically in them, every color of the rainbow. Her beauty shined in splendor, a reflection of her soul. In all the land no other dragon was more fair.
Sharayah was known for her beauty, but even more, for the kindness found in her heart. She had a special love for all God's creatures. She cared for the baby dragons, and took care of the elderly, and the sick.
Sharayah didn't have any children of her own, for she as of yet, did not have a mate.
One afternoon, as she was walking through her favorite garden, smelling on the roses, a bright and inviting light suddenly appeared.
And now a Man, all in white, stood before her. She felt such love, the likes she had never before!
As this Man came up close to her, she noticed His eyes. They were the most beautiful blue. His voice was mighty, but also soft and gentle. "Hello Sharayah, I am known as the Great I AM. The Lord. I am the Word of God, sent down to speak with you."
She looked at Him with huge eyes, trying to take it all in. He smiled. "You were created by God. And I am the Word of God. I have come with a special gift I wish to give to you. I have seen the love you have for all My creations. So freely I want to give you a gift, that can be shared among you all."
Her heart felt such joy, that the God of the Universe paid her any attention at all!
"What is it my Lord? What do You wish to give to me?" she asked now, beaming from head to hoof.
"My gift I give is the gift of song, so that you may sing of your joys."
She looked at Him puzzled. Never before had she heard of that word. "Song?" she spoke out.
"Yes, so that you can sing," He replied and smiled.
"What is, sing?" she asked now.
With a sparkle in His eyes, He laughed out in a chuckle. "This is singing." And now He touched her throat. She felt a tingling sensation then. She opened her mouth and the most beautiful sounds came out. She sung in perfect pitch, every note in tune. She was so overwhelmed she began to cry. "Why are You giving me this gift?"
"In time you will come to know all I have in store for you. Go, and practice your singing. Teach this to the young and old, to sing as I have shown you. This gift is for all of you."
And with that He kissed her cheek and was gone. Just like that.
This is where Sharayah's story now begins...
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Part One MEETING THE LORD OF LORDS
Chapter 1
 
It has been several years since Sharayah last saw the Lord.
She was now known throughout the land for her magnificent singing voice. She had taught the others how to sing. Great choirs rose up in song.
Sharayah most importantly, along with the help from the King Dragon, Daniel, taught the other dragons the righteous ways of the Lord…
 
A few more years went by before the Lord appeared again. "Sharayah!" He was overjoyed to see her again.
"Oh Great I AM, my Lord! It is so good to see You! I have missed You!" she now knelt at His feet.
"I know. I have missed you as well. Sharayah, everything must be in perfect order. Now, I want you to go tell all the dragons, great and small, to gather at the Garden, near sunset tomorrow evening, so that I may speak to everyone. I have very important things to discuss."
"Yes my Lord. I will make sure they are all there, without excuse."
They then walked together for a while. They laughed and talked. The Lord then told her that He had to go, but He'd be back tomorrow night.
All those years she had not seen Him, yet, if she hadn’t seen Him again in her whole lifetime, it still would have left her with such a peace and hope for her kind. She felt a love for Him she just could not explain.
She spent the next several hours telling the other dragons the news. That the Lord was appearing to them all tomorrow evening. They'd better be on their best behavior, she had warned.
She was so excited! What was the Lord going to talk about?
She told the other dragons to go and spread the news.
"Make sure that none of you are late. He is the Lord God, and it would not be appropriate to arrive one second longer than He has ordered. I want you all gathered and ready to greet Him," she made very clear, as she went from cave to cave…
 
When word got to Wintella's cave about the Lord, she huffed to herself, "Oh, why do I have to go and listen to what this so called lord, has to say? Sharayah is just his pet. Why, if he is so great, would he appear to only her? Nothing that special about her."
In fact, Wintella doubted Sharayah had really seen God face to Face. He would not really appear to the likes of her.
Wintella used to be head of the female dragons, until after this Lord business appeared about Sharayah, and so the King of the Dragons, Daniel, put her in charge now, and Wintella got booted out. Just like that.
 How Wintella disliked Sharayah. She felt an almost hate for the female dragon.
Wintella sure didn't think that Sharayah's singing voice was all that magnificent at all. Making a bunch of stupid noises with her voice. So what! It was no big deal. But the other dragons really took a liking to Sharayah. Had all along. And now with this so called gift Sharayah said the Lord gave her. Well, Wintella seriously doubted that.
But Sharayah’s fame rose all the more, while Wintella's fell into the bushes. They went to see Sharayah now, leaving Wintella to rot in her cave, day after day, all alone.
 Fire and smoke puffed from her nostrils as she thought on Sharayah. Thought and thought and thought, as her jealousies sky rocketed. All she could think about was how to get rid of Sharayah, so she could be head female dragon in Daniel's kingdom again. She dwelt on it day and night.
Wintella was an exceptionally beautiful dragoness, but she had an inferior complex, and always thought she had to prove to herself and others, how great she was.
Her skin was aqua-green, which sparkled in the sun. Her wings were a silver, and she had gray eyes laced with an almost velvet blue. She was beautiful to look upon just as Sharayah, but her personality lacked, is why they preferred Sharayah over her company. Wintella could carry a tune, but Sharayah's popularity made her singing voice all the more praiseworthy.
Wintella had been showing off and tried to out-sing Sharayah. Big mistake! She hadn't practiced as well thinking she was so good she didn't need any, and she sure hit the sour notes because of it. Made her look the fool, and Sharayah the one with the talent.
The male dragons didn't like to be around Wintella very much because of her, 'I'm better than you,' attitude. It was a turn off. No one likes being criticized, so they preferred Sharayah, which just made Wintella all the more jealous. She did however, capture the affections of the bad boys. All the nice ones were a tripping over themselves to win the heart of Sharayah. But it was going to take a very special male dragon to win Sharayah's heart.
The King himself fancied Sharayah. Wintella just hated that! She stewed and stewed…
 
Daniel moseyed on over to her for a conversation. "Hi Sharayah. Nice evening."
She had to admit. She liked him too. "Hello Daniel, my King. How are you this fine evening?" She sat now, looking up at the moon. He then planted himself next to her, comfy. He sat on an uncomfortable stone. Was really pressing into his bottom. He smiled. Shifted a little. She smiled back.
"I sure am excited, anxious, to meet the Lord tomorrow night," he admitted to her. That rock was really uncomfortable. He wanted to impress her.
She noticed his awkward behavior. She liked it. All the other males seemed to act so hot-shot and childish around her. Daniel was more humbled.
She giggled remembering one such dragon. He would shove his huge, elephant of a tail in her face and say, "Hey baby, don't I have just the greatest tail of them all. I'm so strong too, and masculine. Let me put my charm around you." He'd go a slinking his large monstrosity of a wing, and cover her whole head, where she couldn't see a thing.
"Sing for me, sexy mama," she recalled what he had said more. What a brute! Daniel saw her chuckle and thought she was giggling over how stupid he must be acting. Sharayah laughed more, thinking about that other dragon's voice. Him trying to make it sound so deep. He had been fake through and through.
She eyed Daniel now. 'So handsome,' she thought.
Sharayah had to stomp on that other dragon's big toe in order to get him to lay off, but Daniel here was so full of manners. She was sure glad Daniel wasn't like that other dragon. “I do appreciate your confidence in the Lord. Don't worry. You will feel at ease once you've met Him tomorrow night,“ she said now.
"How about after, or before, we could, say, task, take, I mean, take a walk together, through the garden," he stammered.
"I'd love to Daniel."
Daniel's heart was just a thumping. "Great! I'll be bit, I mean, by your vave, cave, tomorrow eveming, I mean, evening! Around 6:00."
How embarrassing! Not to be able to talk normal around her. Must sound like some stupid baby talk! Not quite pronouncing the words right.
Daniel then bid her goodnight and left. He was a brave warrior. She knew he'd fight for her. He would protect her, as all the dragons from the nasty troll populace.
 
Daniel had light green skin, with traces of yellow specks. His wings were mighty and tough. He could out-fly any dragon. He had a few scars to show his victories. They shown like gold when the sunlight struck them.
His eyes were awesome. They could melt any female's heart away. But he only had eyes for Sharayah. They were a light blue, which matched the sky. When he flew, they and the sky were one.
She admitted to the flutters she got in her stomach every time they were together. No other male dragon made her feel this way. She had to face the fact. "Now stop drooling over him. You have a lot of work to do until tomorrow evening," she told herself scolding...
 
Underneath the regions of the land. Deep inside the earth, there was something evil stirring. A vile, repulsive essence. A troll. No, not a troll. A banshee was more the word, and he was so evil his slaves could not look upon his face.
These poor souls, trolls, he had enslaved a long time ago. Some trolls had once wanted to live in the land peacefully, but now that it was being reigned by Drumin, the Troll King, nothing but abominations dwelled in the hearts of trolls. This is the result when all hope is taken away.
Drumin was tall, with spike-fang teeth. His eyes burned the reflection of Hell's fires. His skin was a scaly, mug-colored red. And his stench, so foul! Like a thousand sewers backed up.
All creatures could smell him coming miles away. Gave enough warning, and time to go hide. He could however, change his form, to fool his foes. It was a difficult task though, cause it took a lot of flowers just to cover up the smell, and they all died by the thousands. Faster than he could pick them to replace them.
He had to cease for a while, because things began to look too suspicious, as they started to catch on to his changing shape.
 Patches of flowers began to disappear. So they caught on. When this occurred, he was in a different form trying to fool them again.
 The dragons were the smartest to catch on to him, and his schemes. So he laid low for a time. Masterminding new plans of course. His slaves wore out and died a lot, so he had to replace them. He'd go up-top in another form, to catch others not suspecting. He'd have to hike far away to find new flower patches.
 Slaves these days, were becoming scarcer and scarcer. He wanted the dragons all enslaved. They lasted the longest of all the other creatures. No others could change form, only Drumin. He got his power from an even darker ONE than himself.
 Drumin's goal was to create an indestructible shield of armor against the dragons' fires, which caused most of the deaths in the troll populace. Most fire related deaths were caused by singed, cooked trolls for the vultures to eat. That was also why Drumin needed extra slaves. He wanted to attack the up-world, and kill off the dragons, and enslave what he wanted. Then he'd be King up there, as well as under here.
"You, you, and you! Come to me. Go up to the top and find out what is going on up there!" Drumin ordered.
 "Yes your lordship. We will go right away," one said, cringing in fear before him.
 "I will warn you only once. Do not be seen. By anyone!"
 They then departed. They could hear his awful voice just a yelling at other trolls. "The Most High is up to something. I will find out about it and put a stop to it!"
 All the other trolls ran for cover cause when Drumin got mad, anyone there got caught in his fury. When this happened, a troll always lost his life. Or trolls.
"Let's hurry to the surface before Drumin changes his mind, and kills one of us just for the sport of it," the small troll, of the 3, then said. Drumin was well known for that.
 The 3 were short and ugly. With an exception, one was more fat then the others. They were very clumsy and stupid. But next to Drumin's ugliness, they 3 could win a beauty contest.
 "Draco, watch out where your going. Stupid elephant ears! Your on my foot!" Rumie said with a snort.
 "Duh-m, I'm sorry Ruuumie, I's just so scared. What ifs one of thems dragons sees us? They might put us to fire," Draco blared too close to Pog's ear. Spittle flying on his nose. Really annoyed him too! He swatted Draco across the face.
 "Why'd you do's that Pog?" Draco whined.
 "Shut up and pay attention! We are trolls. We are supposed to be able to, H - I - D - E. Do you know what that spells, Draco? Or are you too, S - T- U - P - I - D, to comprehend?"
 "Ur, what's comprehend?" Rumie now asked. Pog smacked himself on the forehead. Why'd he get stuck with the world's stupidest two trolls? "Shut up!" he roared.
 "Shh," Draco shushed. "We must be quiet, so keep your voice down, Pog. The dragons might hear us."
 "We don't want Drumin to get word, that we were not hiding, or he'll cut off our fingers, and serve them to us for dinner," Rumie reminded. Draco got to studying his fingers now.
 "Humm. I wonder what it might taste like? Maybe put a little ketchup on it."
 Pog grabbed his ear then and pulled him along.

 When Pog, Rumie and Draco finally reached the outskirts of Dragon-Land, they scurried about, to find out what was going on with the dragons. Was pretty quiet. The dragons were asleep in their dens.
 "Hey, look over there. It's a cave, which has a purdy light," Draco spoke. Pog just hated the way he talked. To make matters worse, Draco had talked loud behind Rumie's back, startling him. "Will you be quiet!" he yelled.
 "Shut up you two!" Pog warned now. The lair they saw lit, just happened to be Wintella's. She was snorting, and smoke came from her nose.
 "Be very quiet or she might hear us," Pog whispered.
Wintella was scowling away. "I don't want to meet Sharayah's Lord. I don't want to go to her stupid meeting. I wish this God, or whatever, had never come. I want to do away with her, so that I can have Daniel all to myself. Ever since she learned her neat trick about singing, Daniel ignores me and pays attention to her!"
 The 3 trolls smiled at each other over this. "So, One of the Most High has visited Sharayah," Pog noted.
 "I'd do anything to get Daniel back interested in me, and not her!" Wintella blared.
 She now made a growling sound, then more smoke puffed from out of her nose.
"Fellas, I think this is just what Drumin has been looking for. He will be happy to hear this. He might even reward us," Pog told them.
 "I'll go ask her to repeat it all to Drumin then," Draco now said about to go right up to her. So Pog viciously pulled him back.
 Pog now slapped Draco on the face in disbelief, of how stupid this troll actually was! He grabbed him next by the neck. It was flabby and thick. "You stupid dimwit! We! WE will go tell Drumin what she said, not her, but us! Do you understand, you dumb cluck!" Pog barked.
 "Fine," Draco said and pushed Pog away from him. His breath stank bad. Pog slapped on Draco's face more.
 "Drumin told us that we were not supposed to make ourselves known to anyone up here! Especially a dragon, you got that?" he yelled and yelled. He then covered his mouth quick, but feared it was too late. Maybe Wintella hadn't heard him.
 Wintella indeed twirled around now. She had heard commotion. "Who's there?"
 "Shhhh! We must be very quiet, Pog," Draco said placing his chunky, wrinkled finger up to Pog's mouth. Pog was red in the face now. He was so angry at Draco!
 Wintella looked all about her cave. She just knew she had heard something. All 3 trolls were then as silent as dead field mice.
 Wintella, who was now convinced that a few cave boulders had fallen. She saw a black crow take to flight. She next, settled herself back down inside her den.
 "After tomorrow, I am going to get my revenge against Sharayah," she said.
 "Come on, let's split before stupid here, gives us away," Pog whispered wanting to leave. They then tip toed away…
 
 From the narrow entrance that lead to the under-world, you could hear a rumble-like sound.
 "Uhh, he's mad. I guess we were gone too long. Oh he'll have our heads," Rumie was complaining, feeling on his neck to make sure his head was still there.
 "Will you shut up! I think this new information will please him very much," Pog said. They now entered Drumin's chambers. The humidity was terrible. Dank and smelly.
 Drumin was growling, showing forth all his nasty rows of teeth. He then noticed them.
 "Oh hi boss!" Draco said smiling, and waving to him. Drumin just growled all the louder. "Where have you been! I hope you three idiots have some news of worth for me, or I'll brand you with a hot iron!" he blared.
 "Oh yes Sir! Our great King and Majesty! All Power and Hail! We have found what I think will please you so much," Pog said, all fake and friendly towards Drumin. As if he was his best friend in all the world.
 "W
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