The new magic...


	"What are you babbling about, Bradel?"  Researcher Fealathe pushed the heavy-rimmed glasses back up his nose as he turned to face yet another interruption.  His work would have to wait through another intrusion.


	Tane Bradel hopped through the oak door and into the room, dancing about gleefully.  He cackled wildly as he tore more pages out of a blue tome he was carrying, leaving tattered bits of paper everywhere.  Before Fealathe could utter another word, Tane bumped into a rack of spell components, sending vials crashing to the floor.


	Fealathe just muttered to himself.  The insatiable Junior Researcher was always getting worked up about something or other.  It was only last week that he stood before the Court of the Fey Hall for that nasty incident with breeding gelatinous cubes for indoor plumbing.  Fealathe went back into his mind, trying to think of some spell that would get Tane out of whatever situation he found himself in.


	"The New Magic!" Tane cried.  "Reagents... research... these blasted tomes... we won't need any of them!"


	"Of course, Brother Bradel.  Now, just tell me what you've done and we can see about cleaning..."


	Tane tore the last of the pages out of the tome and began feverishly kicking them into the fireplace that lit the room in its constant warm glow.  "Oh Fealathe... It's not what I did!  Not this time, anyway.  It's what  High Fey Master Josuri did.  The new magic is here, and Master Josuri brought it to us!"  Tane stopped chasing the papers long enough to take a deep, haggard breath.  He was still smiling when he turned to face Fealathe.  "Josuri finally gained the support of the Court of the Fey Hall.  Magister Mandalis finally backed down and agreed to support the rise of Dragon Magic.


	Fealathe took off his glasses and set them on the open tome on his table.  All of his knowledge of dragons came flooding back into his head.  He was still the foremost Researcher on dragons, but that study pretty much dried up years ago, after the Court Ban on the study of the mystical magics that they draw upon.


	"I will only ask you this once, Bradel.  Are you sure about this?  Did Josuri finally lift the Court Ban?"


	The Junior Researcher, having finished kicking the last of the papers into the fire, slumped into a chair that rose out of the ground to meet him.  "I am sure.  I was there for the final vote.  The Court was in Josuri's hands when he showed them proof of the existance of a Ninth dragon."


	The words struck the Researcher like a blow to the head.  Fealathe swooned, nearly losing his supper.  He took flight to the side bookshelf  that covered the entire brick wall.  Cold sweat beaded on his hands as he drew out one of the tomes he wrote years ago.  The volume, bound in red leather,  bore the label The Eight Dragons in gold letters.


	"A Nineth?"  he questioned as his fingers leafed through the index.  The book was never finished, though and it took him some time to find the appendix of the Eight Dragons.  "A nineth?  Where would it lie?  What magics sustain this dragon?"


	"I haven't a clue.  All I know is that once we find the secrets of Dragon Magic, I won't be needing my spellbook or reagents anymore."  Tane leaped out of the chair and began pacing across the cold stone floor.  That mischevious gleam came back  to his clear eyes as they grew wider.  "I will be able to raise armies or tear apart mountains with a word... nay, with a thought!  Think of all that power!"


	"But Brother Bradel..."


	"Brother?  Junior Researcher?  An unfitting name.  I wish to be called Tane Bradel, Master of Wyrmcraft!"


	Fealathe rolled his eyes.  "You realize of course, Master of Wyrmcraft, that dragons use spellbooks?  That even they study their spells?"


	"What?"  Tane's body went rigid where he stood.  His eyes looked to the fireplace, where the last of his spellbook was quickly turning to ash.  "Dragons... use... spellbooks?"


	"And reagents to aid in their casting, and research new spells."  The Researcher followed the young man's gaze to the fire.  "It was lucky that I had your spellbook copied last week, as I often do with my students."  He sighed and added, "You know, Junior Researcher, if I went back to teching Apprentices at the Crafthall, I would bring you to all of my classes... as a constant reminder of the necessity of patience for a clear mind."
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