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Who can discover the face of his garment?  Or who can come to him with his double bridle?
Who can open the doors of his face?  His teeth are terrible round about.
His scales are his pride, shut up together as with a close seal.
- Job 41:13-15.
 

A lot has happened this century.  One day we're content – next day we're just trying to hold on.  I suppose this is one reason I write my articles.  Keeping track of history is important.  One can learn a lot by looking back at life.  To help understand where we're going, we should know where we came from.
I remember the beginning of this century.  It began with the fizzle of Y2K and the firestorm of 911 – we survived, one better than the other.  They would be followed by the Hurricane Katrina Disaster of New Orleans, the San Andreas Earthquake of California and the Great Yellowstone Eruption.
My generation survived these events by dealing with them as best we could.
If you listen to people talk these days, you would think it was the end of the world.  Well, I strongly suspect the world will survive – it's humanity I tend to have my doubts.
Where does one start if it's the end of the world?  Perhaps the best place to start is at the beginning.  Let's take a big step back in time.
Before recorded history – long before mankind – reptiles dominated life on this planet.  They reigned longer than any land animal since.  Our earliest mammalian ancestors sought their place among the archosaurs and other reptiles.  They supplied us with eggs to eat, and we supplied them with ourselves when caught.
One day a large rock tumbled from the heavens and slammed into earth.  The force of the impact covered the planet in a blanket of dust.  It blocked the sun's energy – the very bases of the food chain.  Life struggled to survive.  Eventually the skies cleared and the sun warmed the earth again.  But it was be too late.  The Great Extinction was already under way.  The ecology was devastated.  It was beyond the ability of many species to adapt.
Many reptiles – like as a group called the archosaurs – wasted metabolic resources in the form of body heat.  Yet a number of them survived.  They found a way to exploit food more effectively.  Many of their descendants are alive today.
Flash forward 65 million years when our species now consider the earth our domain.  We create civilizations that come and go – well, mostly go.  We also create language, writings and even gods.  We invent laws and technology, and express cultural values that give society a standard of living we have come to expect.  Mankind has accomplished much.
One day our asteroid hit.  It came in the form of spaceships – thousands of them.  Our generation probably doesn't talk about the nuances of the event like we should, but, nonetheless, many people do remember them well.  People say they remember what they were doing when President Quintero was shot – I guess some events in life we don't shake from our minds easily.  Funny how the mind works – it remembers at the cost of preserving what we care to forget.
Many people alive today will vividly recall the summer of 2025.  This one event changed many perceptions.  Thousands of craft had landed within 3000 miles of the earth's equator – and abandoned millions of sentient reptiles to a planet completely alien to them.  The moment they stepped off the ships, the word ‘dragons!' was immediately uttered from the lips of people at exactly the same time.
It's funny when we think about it.  As the world watched thousands of crafts land on earth, every person knew this was easily the single biggest event in mankind's history.  But the ‘single biggest event' easily took a back seat to what we would see only minutes later at the sight of those first dragons walking off the ships.  We knew our lives had been inexplicitly changed forever.
The dragon's arrival is considered the most photographed event in history.  Despite this fact, many people believe they are prophesized in the Bible as heaven sent, to address man's impending doom.  In my opinion, religious thinkers have a long history saying a lot of things, often outrageous.  Although I will admit I'm not sure which camp has this one pegged.
Some years back I was a freelancer working for national news companies.  They were generally fluff pieces; but nonetheless, I enjoyed turning over rocks, investigating stories and speaking to people.  I kept those old interviews, and after some thought, have decided to include them in my articles.
A number of years ago I interviewed Dennis "Sarge" Allen, a long-time resident of Alexandria, Louisiana.  Mr. Allen was 10 years old and living in Baton Rough when the spacecraft landed.  I asked Mr. Allen if he agrees with some religious viewpoints that dragons were sent by God to punish mankind.  "Punish mankind?  No – I saw those ships land.  There are no spaceships in heaven, unless the religious folks know something I don't," he said with a slight Cajun accent.  "Besides, I was there.  I saw them.  My friend Robbie and I were playing in a field when we saw one land, I dunno, about a mile from us – it was huge.  I'll tell you something – we ran home like our tails were on fire!" he laughed.  "You know, it's silly – people who say these things about dragons are the ones who believe the earth is flat – or believe man never set foot on the moon or Mars," he said.
I asked Mr. Allan what he remembered most about the event.  He paused a moment.  "Listen, people didn't know what [the dragons] were.  I remember my daddy didn't go to work – I guess afraid to leave his family, I suppose.  We were all afraid – and glued to our TV's waiting to see what would happen next," he said.  "For the longest time – I don't know, maybe a week – a long time for a kid I suppose – my parents would not let me go outside.  That's rough for a kid," he mused, "you know something; I guess we thought the earth was being invaded."
We would eventually discover the dragons were as confused as the people whose planet they permanently inhabited.  "Wasn't too long before we saw they were in the dark just as much as we were," Mr. Allen recalled.  "In fact,

I bet you a lot of people don't know this – but have you ever wondered what happened when they left those camps?" he asked.  Mr. Allen refers to the Citizen Isolation Camps.  The military confined dragons to hundreds of them across the country.  I asked what he thought of the camps.  "It's funny, at first people were glad to have them go somewhere because we didn't know anything about them."  He paused to think.  "But – maybe after a month or so, people began to wonder if they needed to be kept like that – like some animal."  Even though the middle of the last century was four generations ago, we still had strong, embarrassed feelings about what had been done to Japanese-Americans during World War II.  We had learned our lesson well.
It took a bit, but we eventually learned to communicate with dragons.  The dialog was primitive at first – but at least we were talking.  For example, we learned that many dragons believed we brought them here – and yet many of us thought the ships were going to invade earth!  The results of presuming the actions of others could have easily been catastrophic.  But fortunately it wasn't.  I think this says as much about the dragon's character, as it does for our own.
We learned dragons were removed from their world against their will and brought to ours.  But more over – it was a shocking surprise when we discovered that DNA testing showed that both dragons and present day reptiles have common ancestors.  It's believed their ancestors – reptiles known on earth as archosaurs – were removed from this planet millions of years ago and taken to a world where they evolved to their present state.  Nobody knows why dragons were "returned" to earth – or for that matter, how or why their primitive ancestors left it.  One thing can be said – there are beings in this Universe with a strange sense of humor.
It was interesting to learn about the dragon's home world: their values, customs and societies.  Dragons appear similar to us in many ways.  They are civilized with a system of ethics and have a conscious to know right from wrong.
But dragons and humans are also quite different.  As strict meat-eaters, their society places heavy emphasis on hunting and killing.  On their world, they raised animals for food in both quantity as well as the quality of their carcass.  These 1,000 pound carnivores take considerable pride in the kill.  A dragon can take down a bull and render the hapless beast into a pith of torn flesh in less than a minute.  I think many of us have seen a video of some enthusiastic dragon showing off his killing prowess by taking down an impossibly large animal.  The enjoyment of the kill is part their nature, and I hope to elaborate further on that subject in a future article.
I asked Mr. Allen what he knew about the dragon's being released from the camps.  "Well, they needed to go someplace.  They couldn't stay there for the rest of their lives, you know.  It became pretty obvious they were civilized – after all, they weren't eating anyone – which is what people feared they would do," he explained.  Dragons had developed a system of cooperation both among themselves and camp personnel.  This impressed the officials.  Most importantly – it showed the public that these large reptiles intended no harm.  Dragons showed no violence towards humans.
It became very clear that millions of dragons would soon be integrating into our society.
The government created a foster program.  The program helped dragons become self-sufficient members of society.  Mr. Allen explained further.  "Oh yeah, people took them into their homes alright.  There seemed to be no shortage of people signing up."  Probably in large part to a financial incentive paid by the government.  "Some people did pretty well doing that.  I knew a guy who took in an entire family.  Daddy said he got more money doing that, than he did working for a living!"  The program was expensive, but it was successful.  Parts of it would eventually be copied the world over.
Nearly everybody knew a person who had at least one dragon living with them.  I asked Mr. Allen if his family fostered any dragons.  "No, unfortunately – and it wasn't for me not asking daddy every day, either.  He was afraid the livestock would get eaten.  I just think daddy didn't care much for dragons.  But that was alright.  I spent a lot of time at my Uncle Buford's place."  He explained, "My uncle sponsored a dragon named Gus.  I had to laugh," he paused, "you know, they spoke different languages, so neither knew what the other was saying most of the time, let alone their real names.  So he was ‘Gus'."  "But they got along alright," he said.  "Gus was great.  I remember my uncle saying he thought of Gus like any other person."
I asked if he was ever afraid of dragons.  "Oh no, not at all – I was about 10 years old and liked dinosaurs at the time.  I always looked forward to my parents bringing me to my uncle's place.  I would always ask if ‘Unca Gus' would be there."  He chuckled.  "I remember we used to play ‘predator-and-prey' – it's a dragon's version of ‘hide-and-seek', you know.  Gus had a great sense of smell."  He smiled, and shook his head.  "You know, he never failed to find me – even with his eyes closed.  And he always insisted on being the predator – I guess it was a dragon thing."
The last question was directed towards the nature of his relationship with Gus.  I asked what he remembers most.  "You know, those times with Gus were some of the happiest memories of my childhood," he said emphatically.  "It's hard to say what I remembered most about it.  I guess I just liked being with him.  When we were together, nothing else mattered, really."  How so?  "Well, I used to help him learn how to read.  He liked when I taught him things," he said.  "We would lie on the floor snuggled next to each other, reading some dinosaur book I brought.  Gus was real smart.  I used to think how much smarter he was than me.  He liked when I read to him.  Sometimes I would look up from the book, and you know something, he had the warmest look in his eyes. He was such a sweet dragon, and I really – " he paused as his voice began to crack, " – I really loved that goddamn dragon."
Mr. Allan took a few moments to compose himself.  He then continued.
"Sometimes it was hard to understand him.  I think English came really hard for Gus – he couldn't speak words very well," he said.  "But then, I couldn't speak his language at all.  I only knew the dirty words!"  He laughed.  "Gus taught me them, although daddy would have been upset if he knew it.  I never met anyone who could speak Dracian.  I remember Gus used to point to objects and tell me their names in his language.  I couldn't repeat a third of them.  He must have thought me stupid – of course he'd never say so."  He thought for a moment.  "You know, I think dragons have words we cannot hear," he said, "at times Gus made clicking sounds – that's all I heard.  He never understood why I couldn't repeat it."
That was part of an interview done years ago.  I did many interviews when draco-human relations were more optimistic.  Eventually I would like to complete the articles.  I hope there will still be a reason.
Dragons have come a long way integrating into our society – yet I think we have failed to meet their progress half way.  They have taken great strides over the years, often in spite of our intrusion into their cultural affairs.  The tension between our different cultures is not caused by them; it is rather caused by the egocentric view we have of ourselves.
The archosaurs lived at the expense of our early ancestors.  Let's hope fate doesn't turn and look back to see a return of time past.  If we don't come together now, I fear we may find ourselves coming together far closer than we wish. 
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