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B efore the valley wakes, before the birds begin, before the sky has decided what colour it will be — there is a
dragon already moving through the grey.

Her scales are the colour of that threshold: pale gold tipping into blue, silver where the last stars still hold, the

softest possible version of light learning to be brave.

She is not the dragon of noon or midday. She is the dragon of the very first breath — the courage it takes to open
your eyes before the world has told you it is safe to do so.

She will not promise it will be easy. But she will walk with you into the light.
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You who hold this dragon now — may you be brave enough to go first, before the path is clear. May you
carry light into the places that are still becoming. Aelwyn will be there, three steps ahead, showing you

that the darkness always ends.


