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- For my dear friend Dragomike -

“Okay, next please.” Said the judges.  A large green dragon with yellow scales and red spikes walked quietly on to the performing stage.  

“Hello there.  I’m Dragomike.” He said politely, straining to see his captive audience of two judges.  They didn’t reply, which wasn’t surprising.  He waited a moment for a response before realising he ought to get on with his audition, and handed a small section of script to a large green Allosaurus standing to the left of him.  He nodded his greeting.

“Good morning.”

“Hey there – I’m Lyum.”

 “Pleased to meet you.  Would you be so kind as to play the urm, the reptilian crowd folk please?”

“Sure.” Replied the stage aid.

Auditioning for a movie role was no ordinary thing, but after having to leave his last job – a careers helper – because the local college had had to make some cuts in its budget and couldn’t afford to have him stay on (even though he had offered to stay on for free) he had had to move on.  Being a careers advisor wasn’t easy work, but the rewards in seeing students (and others) finding their most suited job or career was well worth the effort.  Unfortunately, there were no spare placements going, so he had decided to take some of his own advice and get another career – acting was his first port of call, since he had seen an audition for Jurassic Park 4.  The casting directors sat up on their chairs, sipping their hot drinks, waiting unrepentantly.

Putting his script to one side, Dragomike started to enact a scene where a dinosaur runs after a group of other dinosaurs away in a fast paced chase sequence.  There wasn’t much room for dialogue – it was mostly roaring – so he gave it all he had.  Lyum, playing a scared dino simply ran away in a circle around the stage (or waddled, he was a rather round dinosaur, especially for being a carnivore).  After about one minute of this, a little bell chimed, and they both stopped.  Slightly out of breath (carrying all his weight around was not easy, especially when his muscles weren’t growing with his fat reserves), he gave Lyum a friendly arm (he had knocked him over by accident) and leant against a piano in the background.

“Thank you Mr… Dragomike.” Said one of the casting directors unenthusiastically 

“Your welcome.  Where and when might I enquire about the results?”

“Don’t call us – we’ll call you.” Responded the other man.

Somewhat downhearted from a lack of positive responses – or any responses at all – Dragomike collected his script and picked up his small bag.

“Thanks Lyum.” He said rather dispiritedly, although gracious for his assistance in any case.  Just then, his mobile phone rang.  He didn’t have any credit on it, so he was surprised to be receiving a phone call, he never usually did.  He dished it out of his bag and answered it.

“Hello?”

“We don’t think you’re right for the job.” Came a voice from over the phone.  It was one of the casting directors.  He looked up, seeing one of them putting their mobile away and grinning.  Gosh – you think they actually enjoyed rejecting people – well, they could at least be polite and tactful about it.  He placed his own phone back in to his bag and walked out of the auditorium, trying to strap his bag on without ripping the seams.  It used to fit him perfectly last year, the straps were entirely loose then – but even when fully loosened, it was as tight as a swimsuit.  There was no denying it – the time he had spent on his career advisors office job was beginning to show – around his waist.  

Walking in to the bright afternoon sunlight, he thought of what he could do to rectify the situation.  The applications he had sent off to various companies wouldn’t arrive to them until tomorrow at the earliest, so he was pretty much free to do whatever he wanted.  So, he decided to do something about his other situation – his expanding waistline.  He wasn’t sure exactly what to do really.  The idea of having a nice warm layer of fat to keep him warm had its benefits, and made for great hugging.  But, being larger than life in more ways than one was becoming the norm for the scaly dragon.  Walking along the edge of town, and after having to watch out for low lampposts and side step other pedestrians, he resolved to go for a long swim.  Sure it was only spring, but he was a good swimmer.  

Arriving at the beach, he took of his tort bag and hid it carefully.  Looking out across the beach, he saw a few swimmers and sunbathers.  Apparently, the good forecast news had gotten around.  And talking of being ‘round’, he also noticed that he was the roundest there.  Just about every person or furson there was as thin as a lamppost and as lean as a piece of paper.  Yet, looking down, trying to see his feet over his protruding belly, he could only think to himself ‘How can I lose this and become lean and thin again?’ but he was also thinking ‘Dragons are always thought of as rather round, and I think it looks rather dashing…’

So, giving his gut a bit of a hug, he walked in to the cool water and started to doggy paddle.  Feeling the current seep around him, he closed his eyes and just lay in the water.  He wasn’t worried about where the tide might take him – but the tide was just slowing as it came in, and would soon be turning, so he had a while before he had to worry about getting out.  Not that he would worry, he was an excellent swimmer, and he had wings, as most dragons would, and could still fly.  Well, at least, he thought he could, he might have to put some more effort in to it with his added poundage.

His modest fat layer actually helped him float slightly, and kept him warmer, letting his scales soak up some sun.  Floating gently, he became ‘a pebble in a stream’ (a very big stream at any rate), letting the water around him ‘wash his troubles away’.  

The water proved to be most relaxing, so much so that he didn’t want to get out.  Water apparently cleaned the air, and being around it helped clean out your system too, making you physically feel better, and mentally too.  Only when the water started to cool off considerably did he open his eyes.  

That shocked him.

The sun had almost completely gone done!  Had he really spent the better part of a day just lying in the ocean?  He went to sit up and doggy paddle, but couldn’t quite reach the seabed.  Turning back towards shore, he went to get his bag – except he wasn’t going to find his bag – the shoreline wasn’t there.  It wasn’t anywhere.  He’d drifted out to sea.  Keeping his cool, he looked around – mostly just distant land masses, about 10 miles perhaps to what looked like the mainland?  The wind started to bite at his little ears, and spotting a relatively large land mass close by, he started to swim for it.  He didn’t see any rock buoys, which he thought was strange – yet he managed to reach the island well enough.  Shaking the water off of himself, he looked around for a coast guard or other such authority, so he could hitch a ride back to the mainland.  He shivered slightly from the cool breeze whipping around his large frame (being about 15 ft or so tall).  There didn’t seem to be any footprints on the sand, and no sign of civilisation.  Starting to worry slightly, he headed up a rock face, hoping to gather his whereabouts better.  He rounded a corner and headed for a large banyan tree overlooking the beach he had landed on.  Walking over to it, he smelt some faint essences on the air, some were fruits, and others were plants and the dew of the sun setting, yet there was something else.  

Someone else.

Still shivering, he carefully sniffed the cold evening air and listened intently.  A faint rustle could be heard in the trees, and what sounded like pounding footsteps.  Ah! At last! Someone to help!  Turning around to greet a friendly face, he called out “Hello? Is someone there?”

What he met was very different from what he was hoping.

An alert 6’1 iguanodon ploughed in to his stomach, pushing him on to his back and hitting the floor hard – despite Dragomike’s large size.  On seeing the complete shock and surprise on his face, the dinosaur seemed to let his rage ebb a little – he had been winded and was clutching at his stomach and chest.

“Who are you?” The native asked carefully.  Looking around for others, Dragomike answered as politely as he could.

“I’m Dragomike, I come from the mainland, pleased to make your acquaintance.” He offered a friendly paw to shake, but the dino didn’t know what to make of his last sentence or the handshake, so, he continued.  “I think I got lost at sea…”

“The Mainland?” said the tall dino, picking up on his last sentence - seemingly baffled.

“Yes, well I was out swimming and I lost track of time…”

Again, he was cut short.  “What are you?”

“Excuse me?” he blatantly replied

“What are you?” his reptilian captor asked with sincerity.

“Urm, well, I’m a dragon.” He replied, almost unsure of himself.  That seemed to have no meaning on this creature.  

“What, I mean, what are you doing here?”

“I urm, I don’t know really.  Like I was saying I was just swimming and I got lost, so I was just trying to find my bearings and be on my way, if you follow me.”

He seemed to follow this statement well enough, although he could tell his mind was wriggling with questions.  What kind of a dinosaur was he?  Everyone knew what a dragon was.  Especially since so many of them lived back on the mainland.  His captor stepped off of his chest, and let his hands fall to his side in a peaceful disarming gesture.  

“I believe you.”

“Oh, well that’s good.” Dragomike said, taking his hand to help himself up.

“My name is Kuga, friend.”

“Dragomike.”

“Well, I know who you are.” Kuga replied gingerly, now slightly at a loss with what to do with Dragomike.  A solution soon presented itself after a long silence in the form of a loud belly rumble, coming from the dragon himself.  Covering his large scaly stomach with his hands, he blushed and rubbed his very empty tummy, not having eaten anything all day.

“Sorry, I didn’t taken the opportunity to eat something earlier.”

“Oh.” Replied Kuga, thinking still of how to rectify his problem.

“Gosh, I could eat a horse…” Dragomike said to himself.

“A horse?” replied Kuga inquisitively 

“You know, aw well, you might not.  It’s a, it’s urm a land mammal, like yourself, but furry and it’s about your size too actually.”

“It’s living?  And you want to eat one??” he asked disbelievingly

“NO!” said the round dragon, scaring his scaly native acquaintance slightly.  “I mean, I don’t really want to eat a horse, I’m not into that kind of vore…”

“But then why did you say it?”

“It’s just an expression.” He explained.  Kuga nodded thoughtfully.  Diving in at the deep end of the pool, Dragomike asked:

“I’m sorry – but you wouldn’t have a phone around here would you? It’s just that I need to catch a ride home and the tide’s going in the wrong direction, I don’t want to chance it with the fog that’s settling.” Indeed, he was an observant dragon, as Kuga only just noticed the fine mist settling over his island suddenly.

Snapping out of wondering how he had managed to miss that and how this ‘dragon’ had managed to see it, he replied to the question.

“I’m sorry – a ph..?

“A phone, you know, a telephone, a mobile, a ‘ringer’, a telephone booth…”

“Urm, no sorry.  What does it do anyway?”

“Oh, it urm – hang on, you don’t know what a phone is?”

“No.” Kuga answered plainly

“Do you know what electricity is?”

Again, he replied “No.”

“Well have you ever been to the mainland?”

“I’ve never left home – my home is this island.  I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He said rather sheepishly, bowing his head slightly, abashed that he appeared to be so stupid.

“Oh, well, that doesn’t really matter, I’m sure you’ll find out soon enough.” Dragomike said, starting to become at a loss for words himself.

“Well, would you…I mean would you like to stay for dinner?” offered Kuga politely, warming up to his guest slightly, hoping to resolve his pre-emptive ‘ambush’ on him from earlier.

“Dinner? Oh that would be marvellous!  I hope I’m not intruding though…”

“Well, you kind of are since you just popped up here from nowhere, but we don’t often have visitors – in fact it seems that the only visitor we have is the winter snow.”

That seemed to break some ice, making the green dragon chuckle slightly.

“Nah seriously, you’re more than welcome to stay – its not nice being lost.  You would be our honoured guest here, until you can find a way back.”

“Thank you.  I’d appreciate that – and I must confess I’m rather hungry, as I said.”

“No problem kind sir.”

“Please,” Dragomike said waving his hand dismissively, “Just call me Mike.”

“Mike it is then.” And with that, Kuga led his former ‘prisoner’ turned guest towards the evening’s meal.  

-

When Kuga turned up followed by a large green ‘monster’ as Suri – Kuga’s adopted sister - described it, the whole clan nearly had a heart attack.  Visitors usually were categorized as little creepy crawlies that had gotten in to someone’s little hole of a home, but Plio, always being her maternal self, quickly took the initiative (after she was convinced that Dragomike was not a threat or that he might eat them all) and fellowshipped him.

Yar remained slightly aloof from talking too much, simply because he had planned a pleasant evening for all by trying to cook some of the rondelet plant over one of the geysers, but he didn’t dare go near because they had gotten really quite hot and eruptive since Winter had worn off.  Sulking somewhat, Yar was trying to think of how to rescue his rapidly spiralling evening – there was no way of cooking the food now, as they weren’t affluent in making fires, but now a big round so called ‘dragon’ had come to visit – not that he minded really, he quite enjoyed a new face, but he felt it his duty to remain dignified, and was therefore quite content to show his frustration by simply sitting on his little rump and listen to the tall tales this dragon had brought with him.  

However, around the time the meal was supposed to be served, the hungry clan and its two scaly residents found that Yar had not prepared the meal as expected.  Plio was about to give him no end of grief for ‘not trying hard enough’ when Dragomike offered a rather inventive solution.

“Urm, excuse me, perhaps I could be of assistance?” offered Mike.

“Well, if you think you can…” Plio responded, turning her wrath away from her father.

Not wanting to scare anyone off, Dragomike simply stood up (accidentally knocking Kuga in the back of the head with his tail – he apologised profusely of course) and went to collect some wood.  After a moment or two, he returned with a substantial pile of fallen timber and proceeded to make a small campfire away from the surrounding foliage. 

“What are you doing?” Suri inquisitively asked, not sure how close to get to his work.

Grinning at her simple question, he answered “I’m going to make a way of cooking that food your grandfather has.”

“How?” Zini, her brother asked him.

“Ah, you’ll see my little friend.” A small crowd slowly gathered as he made the finishing touches, and made sure that a water source was near by incase something went wrong.  As he got ready to light his fire, he paused dramatically (still feeling a little actor-ish from earlier) and arched his back, taking in a huge breath and formed a circle with his large lips, and blew fire right out of them, sweeping down on the firewood.  The whole audience (lemur and dinosaur included) staggered back, some covering their eyes, but most were amazed rather than frightened, if somewhat surprised and shocked.  The wood was slightly damp and required a long spout of fire to dry it up and then light, which the green dragon managed all in one long breath.  The fire finally caught on and sparkled in everybody’s eyes, as if they were enchanted by it.  Grinning happily, Mike proceeded to make a little spit for the rondelets to be skewered on.  Kuga was very impressed.  

“Wow.  Look Suri, he creates fire in his mouth!” Zini said

“But where does he get it?” Suri asked him

Hearing this comment as he placed several of the normal foul tasting plants on the spit, Mike looked up and placed his hand on his front, rubbing it (also noting that it jiggled slightly).

“Just about all dragons can breath fire – it starts off down here and…” he traced his hand up his chest and throat, “it comes out here.”

“But, but doesn’t it hurt you or burn you?” Suri asked, amazed that anything or anybody can just create fire.

“Well, no, although it can be thirsty work sometimes if you do it for long enough – but no, and besides, it helps keep me warm occasionally.” He replied warmly.

Suri had this mental image of a bonfire in Dragomike’s stomach, constantly crackling away, warming his scales and making him a wonderfully warm hot water bottle (he had told them quite a bit about modern conveniences already, among a thousand other things).  

Kuga, being the only one who could really get close to fires (the others were afraid there fur would catch fire) helped Mike cook the food, while the others passed around some fruit appetisers.  The clan seemed to be quite at ease now, as most were sitting down rather than standing up, seeing that there was nothing to fear from this large scaly ‘monster’ and enjoying the warm glow of the fire.

Curious himself, Kuga couldn’t resist placing a paw on his new friend’s stomach when they were both sitting near the fire, just to see if he really did have a fire cooking away inside of him.  Dragomike didn’t flinch; he was expecting it really – although not from him.  Realising almost instantly what he was doing, Kuga removed his hand quickly and blushed, looking down at himself.  Mike chuckled and put a shoulder around him, bringing him in for a cuddle on his belly, letting him feel how warm he was in earnest.  Kuga didn’t resist, but he didn’t know what else to do either, but as soon as he realised how soft his stomach was, he steadily embraced it.

“Hear anything?” Mike asked playfully

“Hear what?” Kuga said looking up at him.

“Well I presume you’re trying to listen for the crackling noise of a fire inside my tummy, are you not?”

Kuga didn’t really say anything, but Dragomike was sure he saw him blush, despite the red light dancing off their faces from the fire nearby.

“Well, it doesn’t really work like that really, even I don’t know, I’m afraid they didn’t teach an in depth Dragon-biology course at college.  But you are warm…” Mike said, referring to how the fire cooking the meal was warming them up.

“So are you – warm hearted I mean.  It seems everyone here treats you with a great deal of respect and stuff – I can’t put my thumb spike on it, it’s like I’ve known you for years, but I only met you an hour or two ago.”

Mike just grunted and smiled contently.

“You’re a very kind person.”

“Well thank you kindly.”

“Hang on, I think I can hear something…” Kuga said abruptly, pushing his internal ear harder in to Dragomike’s large soft stomach.  His tummy was rumbling.

“Oh, that’s just my stomach rumbling – it seems to get more and more hungry these days.  I get very hungry, being a large dragon.”

“Are all dragon’s as fat as you?” Kuga asked rather blankly.

“KUGA!” reproved his mother from several feet behind him.  “That’s no way to talk to anyone – let alone a guest!”

Kuga’s face perplexed a little, and apologised.

“Don’t worry about it my little friend.  I know that mother’s have a tendency to hear things, especially the things you don’t want them to hear, even at great distance and while eavesdropping.”

Plio, on hearing that comment that Mike deliberately said loud enough for her to hear, just turned around and went back to grooming her daughter’s fur.

“In any case, I know how fat I am really.  I’ve been meaning to go on a diet, you know, get in shape.  I mean I can still walk and do everything else alright, I just thought I’d sort of, well, become a bit more firm than flabby.” He said rather unconvincingly.  Kuga thought this over a minute, resting one of his arms where two of Mike’s scale plates met.

“It sounds to me like you don’t really want to do it.  Well I think you shouldn’t.”

“Shouldn’t?”

“Yeah, I mean, I think it suits you.”

“Aw, I think you’re taking your responsibility as a host a bit too far, it’s okay, you can be honest.”

“I am being honest.  I think it makes you look rather good, and, if I may say so, rather nice to hug.” Kuga said, blushing but grinning.

“Why thank you Kuga, that’s the nicest thing anyone has said to me in a long while about my shape.” Mike replied, giving his newfound friend a good rub on the head, using his claws to scratch the grooves on his head.  Kuga seemed to enjoy this rather quite well, closing his eyes after a little while, and leant on to Mike’s front to fully enjoy himself.

Mike, viewing Kuga from this new angle, looked down and saw Kuga’s own rather round midsection.

“And speaking of soft spots…” Mike playfully poked his friend’s tummy, as Kuga recoiled and covered his stomach with his hands, making it look bigger by squishing it in.  “Looks like you’ve been living the high life too” he pushed at it softly, feeling it gently – “although your stomach seems to be just to have a large capacity, whereas mine…” giving it a pat “is both large and fat.”

“Well,” Kuga said embarrassed, “It’s not usually this big, I mean I had to eat a lot of the rondelet plants over winter.”

“Well, I wouldn’t worry too much over it, dinosaurs usually have big guts – and I have to say you carry your weight rather well for someone who should really be as tall as me by now, you little scrawny runt.” Mike said, giving his friend a quick head rub.  Giving the air a sniff, he stood up and took the spit from the fire, letting it cool.

“Dinner’s served everybody!”

-

The rest of the evening passed without incident, although they were all up very late (much to the dismay of Plio) listening to Mike and his stories of the mainland, the wonders of modern technology – he had quite a time explaining exactly what a car was (not that he could usually fit in them anymore) and what electricity looked like and where it came from.  Even before he had time to finish most of his sentences, half a dozen lemurs would have half a million questions ranging from the sensible - “Who else lives on the mainland?”- to the plain silly - “Why is the sky blue?” which he thought was a rather unusual question.  But, despite the Lemur’s best efforts, he answered every single question.

The group started to break up when Zini and Yar fell asleep sitting up (and Suri happily obliged them by pushing them over cheekily), by which time it was well past midnight.  For furs who had just had their whole concept of the world around them turned upside down, they were taking everything he had to say very well – even if Yar disbelieved that the Earth actually did orbit the Sun, and not the other way around, and that people had been to the moon and back.  Perhaps it was because it didn’t directly involve them that helped them to digest it all (and the enormous quantities of food Mike cooked up, and believe me, everyone went to bed on a bloated stomach, including the fat dragon himself).  Everything Mike had been telling them about didn’t actually change the fact that they lived on an island and had always lived there, and always would do – that was what mattered to them.  

Having the most vivid imagination, Kuga seemed to hold a very different opinion of Mike as he bid him good night.  Suri secretly wanted to sleep with Mike, to see if he was as warm at night as she thought, but fell asleep just climbing down the tree (Plio easily caught her, being quite nimble in trees, as all Lemurs are).

Kuga was just about to settle down for the night, when a rumbling noise stopped him from visiting the land of nod.  Looking around, he thought at first that perhaps it was Dragomike, with his super-sized appetite and stomach capacity.  But Dragomike was looking for the source of the noise as well.  Walking (or waddling might be a better description) towards the Ritual tree (the large banyan tree were everyone gathered to socialise at one end of the island facing the larger part of the ocean), Kuga looked around, trying to pinpoint the origin of the noise.  It seemed to be coming from some place deep, maybe from within the island itself.  The small clan of lemurs had stirred also, and were slowly gathering together, slightly on edge as to what the noise was and what was causing it.

“Please tell me that was your stomach.” Kuga said to Dragomike

“I’m sure it was just thunder…from under…the ground?” Mike said rather perplexed.

The rumbling fizzled away, much to the relief of Zini, who was being slightly over the top about a silly little noise.  But his unjustified anxiety was soon rewarded – the silence was filled with the sound of an enormous bang, as loud as thunder and as sudden as a gunshot.  The shock not only made everyone fall to the ground, because the explosion type noise felt so close, but briefly deafened Mike and Kuga, having sensitive hearing.  Turning towards the origin of the bang, lemur and scaly alike dropped open mouthed as a huge tower of smoke and steam rose up in front of them – one of the geysers were exploding.  

At first, Kuga and his adoptive family seemed to settle, having seen this particular geyser erupt from time to time over the years – and it had been playing up recently, as Yar had found out to his dismay earlier in the evening.  But Dragomike began to be worried when chunks of the rock around the fountain base began to break away and spurted in to the air, coming crashing down meters away.  When this continued for several moments, it was clear it wasn’t going to just stop and could very well inflict harm on the local inhabitants.

“MAYDAY! SHE’S GONNA BLOW!” Mike billowed at the top of his lungs, not helping Kuga’s tetanus effect.  Just as he shouted this, a whole section about 10 metres wide either side of the geyser gave way and collapsed, resulting in a huge cloud erupting and debris flying everywhere.  The community scattered, fleeing in almost any direction – Plio gathered her own little family in to a stronghold in a small cave just over the edge of the cliff face leading down to the beach.  Kuga led Dragomike to a small patch of tight knit trees, while Mike used his hard heat resistant scales to protect Kuga’s own more sensitive scales.

Then all went quiet.  

The lemurs having already amassed themselves in a tidy little bunker, huddled together and waited.  Kuga led Mike to the edge of the cliff, looking down the 2 ft stretch that could be used to lever one down to the safety of the cave.  Zini could be seen with his scraggy fur looking out of the hole for them. 

“Mom! It’s okay – they’re right at the top there!”

Plio and Yar carefully but quickly looked out and up, relief quickly replacing anxiety.  On Mike’s advice, Kuga was about to try to get down in case of an after shock when a huge explosion suddenly shook the whole island.  Spinning around, Mike saw a tower of lava and fire spouting in to the air, burning the trees and foliage without even touching it.

“Lava!” shouted Mike “Come on Kuga - get in!”

“You can’t!” screamed Suri – “The rest of the cave just collapsed – there’s only room for lemurs now!”

Sensing what had just happened, Plio made a very brave and bold choice – she knew only too well how destructive lava was to this island, she had lost her husband to it many years before.

“Kuga!  You’ll have to run!”

“Run to where?”

“Urm, the other end of the island, or the food fields – anywhere!  Just get yourselves out!”

“But Plio!”

“There’s no time – trust me – everything’s going to be okay – please!”

“There’s still a path through if we run!” shouted Mike; pointing at a raised section of rock the lava was flowing around but not over.

Kuga looked heart broken, as if something terrible had already happened to them.

“The lava won’t just be erupting here will it?” Kuga said solemnly

“Not likely…” Mike affirmed

“Then there’s nowhere else to go – is there?”

“The sea is at high tide and there aren’t another other large caves…” Yar replied

“We’ll be okay,” Plio said, knowing what Kuga was getting at – “I can’t force you to go – the choice is yours alone.”

Another large explosion rocked the cliff face.  Yar grabbed Plio by the shoulders, steadying her from the sudden shock waves tearing at the ground.  Kuga looked over at Mike – he had barely gotten to know him.  Life had been perfect – now all that was about to change.  

A fate of fatality or a chilling lava chase – not much of a choice, is it?

The lava would soon reach them, although it wouldn’t touch the lemur’s cave.  Mike seemed to be ready to run the gauntlet, which reassured him, but leaving?  He didn’t want to have to do that.  But things don’t always follow what you want.

“Let’s go!” Kuga shouted, resolving to go by placing a hand in the air and got a ‘high five’ pat from Dragomike.  Looking one last time on the lemurs he had called family, he turned around and sped away for his life.

“I shall miss you, Kuga.” Plio said to the howling wind.

-

The lava was moving terrifyingly fast in its mainstream flow – it was tearing down the trees and burning the ground, turning the whole area in to a fiery furnace.  Because of the geography of the island, the cave where the lemurs were hiding meant that the lava would have to be more a bit faster to push over the edge, but it wasn’t, fortunately.  This, however, meant that the whole of the darned geyser’s store cupboard of mantle madness was heading down hill – which just so happened to be in the general direction Mike and Kuga were sprinting in (well, sort of). 

Just as the pair ran to jump a small hole, it erupted with lava, the steam and smoke searing Kuga in the face.  Yelping in pain, Mike drew him away from the pit just as the flow came crashing to the ground and started to chase them down the hill – but it was a cul-de-sac, and the lava came rushing down the hill behind them - there was no way back out.  A fall at least 100 ft down was laying at their large feet.  Rubbing the debris from his eyes, Kuga looked up at Mike - he was trying to find a way off the ledge and to the safety at the rear part of the island.  A ledge about 10 ft down on the opposing cliff face was the only way off, but no amount of ropes would sustain their weight in a dare devil swing rope stunt.  The solution would be to jump – however, the gap was at least 30 ft, there was no chance of even being thrown that far, let alone jumping on a very full (and upset) stomach. Kuga wasn’t magically gifted, and neither was Mike to his knowledge – but there was one small hope.  

Mike was a dragon.  Dragons have wings.  Wings let you fly.

The only hitch on this particular dragon was that for his size, they were way too small to even lift off more than 2 feet – yet somehow he would have to fly 30 ft carrying not only himself, but Kuga as well.  Both of them realised this at about the same time.  

“Come on – we’ve got to jump, it’s our only hope.” Mike yelled, grasping Kuga around the waist and held him tightly, as did Kuga.  

The lava was literally singeing their tails when they leapt in to the air, Mike fanning his small wings, hoping to catch just enough air to glide across and see them across to the side.  Time seemed to slow as they leapt, the roaring seemed to cease and the light seemed to stop flickering.  About half way across, Kuga opened his eyes, his feet and tail whipping and dangling wildly above the burning chasm beneath him- the ledge across the way looked so far from their grasp…but they didn’t fall, they didn’t smash in to the rock face and they didn’t stop midair.

They made it!

Roaring with joy and exhilaration, the pair ran on, watching the lava melt the ledge they had just been standing on.

Catching his feet quickly, Mike continued to run for all he was worth, knowing full well that lava was coming at them from almost every angle now.  Kuga soon found his footing and ran along side him on all fours.  How on earth they had made that jump astonished both of them – as was evidenced in the looks they briefly exchanged – but questions could be answered later, they had more pressing things to do – or run away from.

Following the natural outline of the coast, they simply ran for the other end of the island, not even looking around to see if the lava was anywhere near.  Not long after their triumphant leap over the abyss, a sudden wall of fire and debris blocked their path from the food fields, stopping them from reaching their destination.  There was simply no way around this obstacle, any and all escape routes either required them to be 3 inches thin or have strides the size of houses.  The only way off this island was down.  Looking down at the high tide lapping at the rock pools, Kuga thought of how they would have to jump over the rigid parts, avoid the out flows of the lava and steam vents of the little geysers.  But there was no time; this simply required a good running jump.  Both were doubled over with stitch, having eaten about three quarters of the rondelet food stocks (among other things) between them.  The lava was speeding up, coming down hill.  The chasm would stop the lava going any further, and there was just grass to be burnt beyond where they were, so there wasn’t any need to try to divert the lava flow – not that they could anyway.  So holding Kuga to his chest, Dragomike ran for the edge of the cliff as fast as he knew how.

And jumped.

Falling through over 100 ft of wind swept night air is not something anybody would wilfully experience.  At first, the land they were standing was replaced with sea, dark, black, cold sea.  Then they started falling, slowly at first, but rapidly getting closer.  Mike lost his grip on Kuga in mid-flight, and the two floated away from each other due to the amount of air their bodies caught (Mike being largest).  The sudden impact of hitting the sea roof was like falling in to a sheet of solid concrete.  Mike twisted mid-flight and landed on his back, but Kuga hit it head first, having a slight spin from when he pushed off.  He was almost knocked out cold on impact – he wasn’t, but the sudden shock of going from a lava heated chase to a freezing night ocean was horrifying.  Mike somehow hit the sea less hard than Kuga, who couldn’t bring himself up above the water again.

He was sinking, the seabed was only about 40 ft deep, but Kuga wasn’t a natural swimmer, and was very disorientated – he didn’t know which way was up or down – the darkness filtered around him.

The only thing Mike could think of was getting to Kuga…

-

A News reporter’s helicopter was the first vehicle to get to the island.  Waving him over, the crew flashed a spotlight down on Dragomike, who was desperately doing a doggy paddle while trying to keep Kuga’s heavy body and head afloat.  They quickly threw down a large rescue ring, while calling for the lifeguard to come and help them out.  Mike valiantly kept swimming, trying to hold them as close to the island, but avoiding the over spilling lava on the side they were on but not being swept away with the tide.  He kept calling to Kuga, trying to wake him, kept checking that he was breathing, that he was warm enough – but it was the dead of night and they were in a freezing ocean.  

Then the Calvary arrived.  Several fire helicopters, a couple more news ones included, accompanied by several speedboats with rescue teams in sped towards the island.  The large orange lifeguard yacht made its way over to them and promptly picked up the sea swept pair.  Mike almost tipped the boat over when he tried to hoist himself on board, but he only did so after they took Kuga first.  Taking the [insufficient] towel offered by one of the rescue crew, Mike immediately headed for where they were treating Kuga in doors (he had to do quite a bit of squishing to get inside).  The medical staff had wires, monitors, drips and equipment everywhere, most of which were being strapped up to his friend, lying motionless on the double bed.  When he asked what they were doing, how they were helping him, they all responded quickly, not wanting to alarm the large dragon.  But he wasn’t angry – not at all – but very concerned. 

After about 5 minutes, the supervising doctor took Mike to one side of the cramped vehicle as it made its way back to shore.

“I take it that you know this dinosaur.” The mature man asked, pointing at his patient across the room.

“Yes – how is he? Is he going to be all right? What’s the matter with him?  What’s wrong?” Mike blurted, stunning the doctor momentarily as he tried to gauge how best to answer.

“Relax dear dragon, he’s fine, he’s going to be okay.” He said in a cool and calming voice.

Mike let out a very long breath, that he didn’t even realise he had been holding.  He slouched up against the wall carefully, closing his eyes, relieved.  After a moment, Mike returned to reality, all thought of horrible endings vanished.

“We took a rather nasty leap from the cliff to escape the destruction.” He explained.

“Well my dear friend, you are most fortunate.  Although I’m sure lava is something nasty, jumping more than a hundred feet down can be just as deadly.  I think I must ask you if you are suffering at all?”

“Only anxiety for Kuga.”

“Your friend?”

“Yes.”

“Ah, well rest assured, once we get him checked over at the local hospital, he will be well enough.” Taking out a periscope he looked in to Mike’s eyes, checking him for any repercussions.  “Are you suffering from any headaches, nausea or disorientation?” he asked, peering in to his eyes and checking his reaction.

“Urm, well I feel rather dizzy, but that might be the swaying of the boat.  But yes, I do have a headache, right here…” Mike said rubbing the back of his head where he first broke the water.

“Take some of this ibruprophen with water and you should feel better soon.” He said, giving him two small pink pills.

“Thanks.”

“Your scaly friend seemed to get a nastier ride then you I’m afraid, taking the brunt of the force on his forehead.  That and the cold water sent him unconscious, normally he would have sank to the bottom of the seabed being the weight he is, but actually being as fat as he is might have stopped that, I can’t really say, I’m afraid I’m more fluent in humans that reptiles.  He’ll wake up with one heck of a headache, but he’ll make it through, with thanks to you.”

Mike just blushed, taking his tablets.  Swallowing hard, he asked the doctor the million pound question:

“When will he wake up?”

“If there’s no brain damage, which by the looks of it there isn’t, perhaps some time midday.”

“That long?”

“He looks darn tired if you ask me, it’s…” he looked at his pocket watch “nearly three in the morning!  Besides, the longer he sleeps, the better.”

“So is he just sleeping now?”

“He’s sort of just coming around, but we have him sedated so that we can move him and monitor him better.  He’s out of the red.”

“That’s good to know, thank you doctor.  Is there anything I can do?”

“Not really, I suppose all we do now is wait until we get to the hospital.”

-

Mike spent the morning at the hospital by Kuga’s bedside, just looking over him.  It wasn’t like he was dying or something, but he felt it was his moral responsibility to look over him – after all, he was on the mainland now.  Still sleeping by midday, the doctors gave him one last check up and announced him fit for release.  The doctors told him they had been giving him high-energy foods in the serum they kept giving him, so he would be fairly awake when he did finally stir from his slumber.  He actually started snoring lightly around 1 pm, much to the amusement of everyone around him (namely Mike and the nurses).  

Since Kuga was in a busy hospital, they had to ask Mike to remove him from the ward so that another needy person could use the bed and be treated.  Mike carefully and lovingly picked up the sleeping dino and lay him across his right shoulder, carrying him by his rump, curling his tail out of the way of his feet.  He quietly went to the reception and went to leave the complex.  That was when things got complicated.

A barrage of media and officials awaited them at the front doors, eager to hear their story.  Gently covering Kuga’s ear holes, Mike politely asked the reporters to just pause and stop for a moment.  After several attempts of asking, he had to belch a short belch of fire to get everyone’s attention.

“Please, he’s asleep.” He said pointing to the large lump he was hugging in to his body.

“Sir – tell us how you escaped from the island?”

“What’s your name?”

“How do you know your companion?”

“What happened last night?”

“Why did you have to come to the hospital?”… Were among some of the questions thrown at him by the reporters, who politely asked quietly at first, but started getting louder.  Mike drew a breath to speak, and a flurry of microphones came to his mouth (as close as they could reach) and a dozen or more cameras zoomed in on his green face.  Silence reigned.  He realised, with Kuga holidaying in Never-never-land that he was the only furson who knew about the incidents of the preceding night.  He thought of a way to get rid of the media while at the same time getting home.

“I will tell everything exclusively to the person who can take my friend and I home first.”

The comment seemed to run off them all like water on a duck.

“If you get us home, I tell you my story!” he rephrased.

A sudden flash of movement heralded a dozen mobile phones and shouts for a way to meet the dragon’s request filled the air – although they did it rather noisily, much to the annoyance of Mike, still trying to cover Kuga’s ears.  Within two minutes a large white pick up truck designed for moving furniture but adapted for mobile reporting showed up, pulling up in front of the main reception (Mike had been unable to convince the media to move away from the main doors).  One reporter (a male orange/red fox) leapt in to the air yelling for joy.

The other reporters (newspaper, radio or TV affiliated) simply tried to pick up the pieces and took what notes and pictures they could before the pair left.  The ecstatic fox pushed through the crowd, eager to get them to their vehicle. 

“Lyfe, The Sentinel Newspaper.” He blurted, happy as pie to have beaten all the top TV stations to it.

Mike nodded and followed him around the back of the van, sitting down on a large bean bag and laying Kuga softly across his lap, rubbing at his head tenderly.  Lyfe closed the doors and asked his comrade to drive to the directions Mike gave.

Mike was quick to observe the humility and politeness of this young (but well fed) reporter.  He patiently waited to ask any questions, and instead made civil conversation until they arrived at Mike’s cave some ten minutes later.  After lying the sleeping dino on his large bed at the back of the cave, he sat down to give his promised interview to this splendid reporter.  He expected a harsh and factual interview, but instead got a very open and relaxed conversation, rather than the game show ‘question and answer’ style he expected.  Lyfe made several pages of notes on a notepad with a sharp pencil, often asking Mike’s own opinion, and at his own pace too, making the dragon even more relaxed.  Of course, after about 30 minutes, Lyfe said he had enough for his article, which would surely make the front page of the local paper (that’s what ‘The Sentinel’ was).  Mike invited him to stay for a late lunch, and found he couldn’t resist the dragon’s charm and accepted the invitation.  Mike occasionally checked on his guest, hoping he would wake soon.

“So I started in journalism at college you see, and when I left I was fortunate enough to land a job at the Sentinel.” Lyfe told his host, munching on a muffin.

“Have you been working there long?”

“A few years now, but they only gave me small assignments, it seemed that all the big stories- not that there are many around here – were always out of my grasp.  Thankfully, the furson who drove me to the hospital today was the assistant to the guy who was supposed to be reporting on this, but the proper guy went for a quick lunch nearby and wasn’t back when you came out, so I was able to help you get home.”

Mike observed he didn’t say ‘so I was able to get the story first’, obviously this furson was a young fox of integrity, one who cared about the people he was reporting on, and he wasn’t just interested in getting the story.  

“Thanks to you Mr Dragomike…”

“Please Lyfe, call me Mike.”

“Sorry, Mike.  This story really rocked the community – the volcano on that island has been silent for centuries!  It’s died down now, but we’re not allowed back on.  The whole area is suddenly fascinated about that island.  Thanks to you, I think this will finally help me with my career, help me move onwards.”

“Yes, I’ve read quite a few of your articles, you have a very quirky style, it ensnares me every time I read them.” Mike complimented.

“Well, I’ve never had a column bigger than 6 inches before.” The Fox admitted.  Mike, serving him several plates of cookies, gave his guest a warm hug.

“It’s a surprise and a shame your superiors haven’t noticed your talent before.” Mike said approvingly.

On seeing Lyfe blush in such a way, he decided to let the topic go and just feed him lunch. 

Many courses later, Lyfe left the cave with a first rate rough story in the making for that evening’s paper, a promotion in the hoping and at least 50 pounds more on his waist – for him, it had been the most productive afternoon of his entire life!

-

After waving the good ‘little’ (for he wasn’t little anymore) Lyfe off on his way, Mike decided it was high time that he attend to more impending matters – it wasn’t lunch, or dinner, or door enlargement (which he had had to do thrice in the past month) – but seeing to his new found friend Kuga.  He quietly soaked a face flannel, found a barrel of milk and a box of snacks to give to Kuga when he awoke.  Placing these items by his bedside, he pulled up a (very large) chair and sat next to him, watching his chest rise and fall gently.  

He looked so peaceful asleep.  There is a certain amount of innocence one gets when they are asleep that they can only find there, where you can escape from the trappings of this world, the reality of it and the events happening within it.  Of course, dreams, although only wishes are still lovely things to enjoy when they are of a good nature, and Mike could not bring himself to stir the sleeping Hadrosaur – even if he had been sleeping for nigh on three quarters of a day.

He placed a hand on his scaly head, and rubbed it up and down gently (most scalies he had encountered loved head rubs of some sort), letting his fingers bob up and down over his forehead ridges.  He tucked the large blanket over his shoulders (not that it was cold, although mild) and just sat there, watching over him, like a faithful watchdog or sentinel, ever ready to leap in to the act of helping.  Dragomike sat next to his iguanodon companion until about 5 pm, when his stomach called that it was high time for something to eat.  Of course, he was an excellent home cook, and could whip just about anything up and prepare it with such flare and finesse that you would swear it had been cooked by Gary Rhodes or Ansley Herriot!  He quietly left the room – although regrettably – and shut the kitchen door as to not disturb Kuga.  He quickly got out several very spacious pots, pans, saucepans and woks to prepare a meal worthy of such a guest in such a situation.  After 20 minutes of cooking, he laid a table for two in the dining room of his humble cave (although one would swear there was enough food mats laid to feed a dozen or more) and prepared to dish the dinner.  He went back and sat down, thinking of how to wake the exhausted dino.  

He had no sooner sat down for a minute when the long since sleeping scaly stirred.  First, his nose twitched, sniffing the wonderful fragrances and flavours drifting on the air.  He then wrinkled his forehead, and gave a sleepy and longing ‘mmm’, his lips forming a pleasant smile.

“Good morning sleep.  Or should I say, good evening.”

“What? Where am I?”

“You are in my house – or cave – and it is half five in the afternoon on Friday the 28th of March.”

Kuga, with his eyes still closed, seemed to be thinking that over.  Mike was still rubbing at his head, which Kuga seemed to be thoroughly enjoying.  Kuga slowly opened his heavy and dark eyes, blinking at the light coming through a window.  On seeing Mike, a quick look of puzzlement was quickly replaced by happiness.  He sighed heavily, stretching on his bed.  On realising he wasn’t sleeping on the floor, he sat up (and got a head rush) and looked himself over, cuddling the blanket as well.

“Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, very.  Thanks.  How long have I been sleeping?”

“Hehe, at least 14 hours.” Mike replied.  Kuga grinned sheepishly and twiddled his thumbs, sniffing at the air.

“Dinner.” Mike affirmed.  “I hope you’re hungry…” he teased, and Kuga nodded readily.

Mike helped his heavy friend out of his bed and showed him to his seat at one end of the large table, covered in many a wonderful and succulent foods.  Kuga was almost drooling, but his manners prevailed.  While Mike finished bringing in the dinner, Kuga asked what had happened after they had jumped from the island last night.  Mike told him all about the sea rescue, how he had waited for him to wake up in the hospital and not forgetting Lyfe and the interview.  After he had finished, Kuga unloaded his burdened mind, asking about his adopted family, the state of the island and other things.  Mike didn’t have answers for him, telling him that no one was allowed back yet.  He promised to find out as soon as possible, but it wouldn’t do him any good if Kuga didn’t eat his dinner.  On hearing that, Kuga seemed to become hungry all of a sudden, his mind alleviated for the time being.  They were both confident of the lemur’s survival, as Yar was a very adept leader.  

Kuga smelt everything on the table as if he had just been given his sense of smell.  Mike played host and freely told his dinner guest what each and every dish was (which took a while considering how much there was).  They sat down to dinner and dug in.  Mike seemed quite happy to just sit and watch Kuga eat it all himself – and he would have done if it didn’t look so appetising, even if he did think so himself! 

After about 25 minutes of eating and occasional phat talk, Mike laid his plates to one side, feeling happily filled.  After downing his shloer (which he had dug up from his cupboards), he watched as his friend opposite continued to eat away.  

Kuga soon abandoned his knife and fork and went for the hand approach.  Kuga admitted to being very hungry, even if he hadn’t been exerting himself in any way whatsoever, blaming his hunger on the events of the previous night.  

The food he was eating was beyond anything his taste buds had ever sampled.  It was so incredibly succulent and marvellous that Kuga felt he had to eat everything.  Mike chuckled softly to himself watching him devour the remaining dishes.  He himself had only eaten about a half of the platters, but Mike was also admittedly much larger and could hold much more than Kuga could.  Kuga seemed determined to eat every little scrap of food that Mike hadn’t.  Mike thought about eating some more, because he could hold more, but he didn’t want to starve the little scrawny Iggy.  

“Still hungry?” Mike asked.  Kuga nodded furiously, looking up, not even pausing.  “Well, I hope you like it, it’s not very often I have friends around for dinner.”

“Like it?  I LOVE IT!  Where on earth did you learn to cook things like this?  It’s simply…simply brilliant!” Kuga complemented, taking another huge chunk out of his bread.  After a little while more, he moved on to the meat – now being a Hadrosaur meant that he was a plant eater, although Mike explained that he could eat meat if he cut it up small enough and chewed it enough (he had fairly flat teeth).  The taste of it was something really quite new to him – as most of the meals here were – he liked it and happily finished off the chicken.  

A whole hour had passed since dinner had been ready.  Mike, having only eaten for half of it, was thoroughly enjoying seeing his scaly friend getting back on top of things.  He had been quite pleased with the progress he seemed to be making.  Sure, he had complained about a headache, but the thought of food and being able to eat such food seemed to push those other thoughts to one side.  Mike also noticed that Kuga was looking rather bloated too – and with good reason – he had actually just about managed to finish the rest of the meal.  He watched Kuga as he picked at his teeth and pushed his plates away from him, wiping the many sauces from his lips, fingers and thumb spikes.  He looked down at himself, and almost yelped – he looked really stuffed!  Mike started to snigger, making his body jiggle ever so slightly.

“What?” Kuga asked

“Look at you!”

“What about me?”

“You’re utterly and completely stuffed!” Mike said, reaching over and patting his friend’s tummy with his hand.

“Sorry, I was a bit of a pig.”

“HAH! A bit? You were a complete and utter pig!  You put the name of ‘pig’ to shame!”

Kuga just blushed.

“Ah, but I’m not complaining, it means you obviously like my food, and have a soft spot for eating, just like I thought.”

“Am I that obvious eh?”

“No, but your stomach size gave it away, silly fat dino.”

“Well, you can talk!”

“Yes, yes I can.  Good of you to notice!”

“No! I mean, you ate half of it!”

“And you ate the other half – and you’re half my size!”

Kuga tenderly rubbed at his stomach, looking at how much he had eaten.  He loved it all so much, and feeling stuffed was a good feeling after sleeping for hours on end.  Mike, on seeing Kuga rubbing his belly, moved his tail to join in on the rubbing.  Kuga giggled at the sensation and tried to return the favour, but couldn’t really move his tail - it wasn’t long enough anyway.  

“Oh, feel that stuffed stomach!” Mike teased

“Oh yes, pretty stuffed.” Kuga agreed

“Desert?”

“YEAH!”

“I thought you were sorry for eating so much?”

“Well, wouldn’t you think me rude if I turned down my host’s offer for more food?”

“Only if you were actually hungry and you said no.”

“Gosh, I’m sure all this food isn’t good for me.”

“Good? It’s fantastic!”

Grinning, Kuga had to agree.

“Well yeah, it was – IS very good.  I’m just saying that all these…what did you call them?”

“Calories.”

“Oh, all these calories have to go somewhere!”

Standing to clear the laden table, Mike poked Kuga’s stomach playfully.

“Yes, here, here and here.  You’ll just have to live with it I suppose.” Mike said grinning.

“I’m going to end up being a fat dinosaur aren’t I?”

“Hey, you’re staying in my house now!”

“You’re enjoying watching me eat aren’t you?”

“Well I’m glad to see your strength returning…”

“And my appetite no doubt.”

“Hey you said it - not me!”

“But it’s true isn’t it?”

Mike blushed heavily, grinned from ear to ear and nodded slowly.

“You’re going to turn me in to one of these big, fat, contented, defenceless house pets aren’t you?”

“You bet’cha!”

“Well – thanks.  And I don’t just mean for the meal, but for rescuing me, for looking after me, caring for me, watching over me and taking me in to your home.”

“And the wonderful home cooking,”

“Hehe, yes, that too.  I just hope I’m not going to be a burden to you.”

Mike was astonished that Kuga would even think of himself like that.

“A burden?  Are you serious?  You’re a blessing and a joy to have in my humble abode!  You are not a burden my bloated belly boy!” Mike said, gently wobbling Kuga’s belly affectionately.

“Thanks Mike.”

“Don’t worry Kuga!  I’ll soon put some mass on that skinny frame of yours!”

“This? Skinny?” Kuga asked, grabbing a modest fat roll that he already had on his waist.

“That, my furiend, is nothing compared to this.” Mike admitted, trying to grab one of his smaller (but very sizeable) fat rolls in his own large hand.  His stomach grumbled, telling him it was time for the many deserts prepared and waiting to be digested and turned in to fatty flab.  They talked about Mike’s job and how he thought trying to be a ‘nasty’ dino for a job (even if only acting) couldn’t suit him, because, as Kuga told him, he was such a warm-hearted soul.

He had the heart of a dragon.

-

One whole week flew before Mike’s eyes.  It seemed the whole world and his neighbour suddenly wanted to hear, see and know about Kuga’s island and his story.  Kuga seemed interested in learning about the outside world, but was eager to stick to close to Mike – something Mike took very seriously but took great joy in it.  Mike became very protective of him, and took him under his wing to help him (literally at times too).  Kuga, fortunately was willing to learn and adapt to his new way of living, and was able to do so with his young age.  Mike was still chasing up a new job, and eventually landed one at his local Woolworths, a department store in town.  It wasn’t quite what he was looking for, but would do until he could find something else full time.  

Mike spent most of his evenings teaching things like maths, English and science to Kuga, although not in too much detail, still learning himself.  Whenever Mike walked in to public – especially with Kuga – they would suddenly be under a barrage of media attention, still wanting juicy details.  They did give occasional interviews (of which Kuga was terrified, still trying to grasp the idea of a moving picture inside of a little box called a ‘television’, thinking he might end up trapped inside of one forever).  

But most important of all to Mike was not the money from the interviews, or his role at work, but caring for and looking after Kuga.  One thing that seemed to keep Kuga sane was trying out the local cuisines – and the foreign ones too.  Each and every night there was something different was on the menu.  Kuga would seem reluctant at times to ask for such large and diverse meals, but Mike was more than willing to cook that and more up just for him.  A special bond began to develop between dragon and dinosaur – one of brotherly love, tenderness, friendship and companionship.  Whenever they were seen together by someone else, they presumed that they had known each other for years or were relatives, such was the extent of their friendship – although they weren’t related.  There could be a number of reasons for their bonding – perhaps it was because Kuga felt indebted to Mike, or maybe because Mike was so loving and caring towards him, maybe it was because Kuga was young, kind and polite too, maybe it was Mike’s cooking – maybe all of these factors and more – but one thing was definite, these pair were inseparable – and Mike loved him as a brother, and Kuga the same.

Kuga usually slept on the floor, since it was the only place he felt most comfy with, having slept on the floor his entire life thus far.  Mike tried to get him to try clothes (not that he wore any either), but they didn’t really fit him, and there wasn’t a specialist around locally that dealt in dinosaur apparel.  

-

One day in between all of the many things happening around them and the events that took place, the question of how Mike had been able to fly over the huge chasm and also land softer than Kuga when he was in fact heavier than Kuga resurfaced.  

“I mean, I’m not complaining, but I just think it’s just, well, amazing.” Kuga commented over a heavy mid-morning meal after a hearty breakfast, having decided to shun the idea that fat was bad – I mean where do people and furs get these ideas and notions eh? Anyway…

“Yeah, maybe we were just lucky, like the wind was with us…”

“Hehe, yeah, ‘may the wind be with you!’” Kuga teased, having become a Star Wars fan in his spare time.

“Maybe, maybe so.  May be it was something magically like the force.”

“Hey, maybe you have a magical gift or talent or whatever you wanna call it!”

“What do you mean?”

“Well think about it Mike, gifts like that usually manifest themselves in times of extreme joy or extreme fear, you know, being scared and all.”

“And you’re saying…”

“Exactly!  Your magical ability is to fly even with all that belly of yours!” Kuga joked, tickling Mike with his two thumb spikes under the table, heavily laden with foodstuffs.

“Actually, I think you might be right.  I do remember feeling all sort of fuzzy and tingly when we jumped, and I could feel lots of air circulating around my back and wings.”

“But still, how could you fly like that with such tiny little wings?”

“Are you mocking my cute little wings?”

“No…”

“Ah! I remember now!  I saw our shadows, I thought I was just seeing things funny at first, but now that I think about it – it all makes sense.  My wings must have grown bigger!  That’s why I didn’t hit the sea as hard as you did…”

“Yeah that hurt that did…”

“Aw come on little lazy lardy lizard, you’re 99.9 % fat, how could that hurt?” Mike teased. 

Kuga just belched his reply.

“Well anyway, I remember seeing this huge shadow like something was behind us, kind of silhouetting us, but it’s got to be my wings!  What else could it have been?”

 “Your…. imagination?  Nah, just kidding.  I think you’re right really – you know best after all!”

“Hehe, thanks Kuga.” Mike continued eating his own plates.  “More cookies and cake?”

“Please…”

-
Of course, Kuga was eager to learn the fate of his family, and they spent many long hours on the phone to dozens of authorities, ranging from the Coast guard, the National Meteorologist Society to their local MP (member of Parliament).  Letters were sent and personal visits were made to such people and furs to try to get permission to go back to the island.  Each day, Kuga became more homesick; more worried, hungrier for knowledge – and food.  Mike observed he seemed to eat more with every bit more anxious he became.  Mike, finally making a public appeal on the Local Radio, convinced the authorities to let Kuga go home.  It would be hard to see him go – yet it was the right thing to do.  But, would it be the best thing to do?  Kuga had been exposed to the big world, could he return to his former state of innocence?  Although Kuga was over the moon by the news of being allowed back to the island at long last (and he celebrated by doing a little jig he had learnt) he and Mike alike were devastated when the official papers came through – Kuga was granted visitation rights for one trip.  Kuga sat down on his large bum, head in hands, thinking over everything.  Should he have stayed on the island?  Would any of this have happened if he had turned Dragomike away when he first encountered him?  Should he have trusted him (these were some of Mike’s thoughts also)? But no, Mike was one of the most trust worthy souls alive.  Looking back on the whole of the past week or two, these had been the most enjoyable times of both of their lives.  

Mike arranged for a large powered boat to take Kuga to bid farewell to his family.  Thanks to a friend he knew that was part of the sea rescue team, who happened to be a helicopter pilot, Mike had been able to track down the Lemurs utilising the technologies available to him – they were all alive and well.  The morning of mourning for Kuga arrived all too soon, it was a cool and misty morning, the sea lapping at the sandy and shale beaches.  Mike was at a complete loss for words, and didn’t even finish his large breakfast that morning, he was almost convinced that he was more emotional unstable than Kuga.  Standing next to his little friend (compared to himself anyway), he placed a comforting arm on his shoulder, giving it a squeeze.  A small tear was apparent in his eye.  Mike embraced his friend and held him close, still wordless.  Kuga was just as torn.  Kuga stepped on to the boat and the crew pushed off, the motor coming to life.  Mike simply stood on the shore, not being allowed to follow or go with him.  He felt both happy and sad.  Happy because he could finally know for himself that his adoptive family were all right, that he could say goodbye in person and because this meant that he would be able to live with him and fulfil his potential.  But he was sad because Kuga would have to say goodbye, because he would be leaving the family who had raised and nurtured him, because no one should have to be made to leave their family.  Mike had endlessly debated, argued and fought for Kuga’s case on his behalf.  But the government’s hands were tied – it turned out that the island Kuga was on was a protected island for beauty and nature, and all people were prohibited from going anywhere near it, let alone land and live on it.  It had been ruled that Kuga was not a native of the island, whereas the lemurs were, because Kuga had gotten there quite by chance.  Being a law-abiding citizen could be very frustrating sometimes.  Perhaps it was because of his countenance, being a very rounded (and getting rounder) figure, and having a very charming smile, just like Kuga, that made it hard for people and furs to bend the rules.  Still, at least Kuga had this chance now.  He watched and waited for hours, just sitting and staring over the slowly clearing horizon.  Finally, around midday, the boat returned, with Kuga looking back over the ocean, as if trying to stay there mentally.  On disembarking, Mike thought he looked extremely upbeat for some scaly in his circumstances – but Kuga told him it was because he knew that his family was all right, their island safe now under observation and all was well.  After sharing these thoughts with him, Kuga looked back over the ocean, and then back at Mike, knowing full well where he longed and wanted to be – with Mike, his only and best fat friend.

“Do you think you will be all right?” Mike asked sensitively.

Kuga looked up at him, smiling happily and thankfully.

“Yeah.  I mean, I know that I can do anything at all now, as long as I do it with you.”

They hugged, and shared a moment of friendship triumphing over all else – until Mike burped by accident, making both laugh.  

“Oh thank you so much for being my friend!” Kuga thanked tearfully

“Oh thank you!” Mike sniffed,

“Please don’t cry, you’ll make me cry.”

“You’re already crying!”

“I know!” Kuga sobbed happily, licking at Mike’s tears.  Mike held him tight, pulling him in to his soft warn embrace.  Mike couldn’t really hug him without lifting him off the ground, so he did so, Kuga happily flinging his arms around his neck.

“I guess this means you’re staying with me now…” Mike said

“Oh could I?”

“Kuga, you are always welcome to stay in my home.”

“Thanks” he whispered back

“Would you like some lunch?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

“Just one thing – if you’re coming to my house for lunch, you’re leaving three times the size you came in at!”

“Deal.”

And so Mike took Kuga under his wing, and treated him as a beloved brother.  That night, after having stuffed Kuga to the brim with the most fattening foods imaginable, he offered to let his fattening dinosaur friend sleep on his own belly, being just about the only place big enough to have him.  Although Mike would have to find a new and bigger cave, he didn’t mind at all, because that night, he went to sleep - rubbing Kuga and his belly, with him soundly sleeping on his own – the happiest dragon alive. 
