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I n a forgotten glade of Mystmere where roses grow between broken stones and the ground keeps every secret it
has ever been told, there is a dragon who has never once pretended to be gentle.

Rosyra is not the dragon of soft beauty. She is the beauty that survived what soft things could not. Her wings rise

like crystalline petals — strong, angular, radiant.

She does not hide her thorns. They are part of her, and she has decided they are worthy of display.

To hold Rosyra is to understand that strength and beauty are not opposites. They are, and always have been, the
same thing.
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You who hold this dragon now — may you never trim your thorns for those who cannot hold the whole of
you. May your blooming be fierce, and your beauty hard won. Rosyra does not ask you to be softer. She

asks you to be exactly as strong as you are.


