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	Introduction to 
	Dragons & Angels



The world didn't end with fire. It ended on a Tuesday, with the coffee 
still warm, because nobody had thought to warn anyone that Tuesdays could do that.


For years, world governments had known something the rest of us hadn't: we were not, and had never 
been, alone.


Not in the way the conspiracy boards and the late-night radio hosts imagined it, no invasion, no 
ships in the sky.

 
Something older, quieter, and considerably more patient had been watching this planet since long 
before anyone here learned to write the watching down. When the food chain finally failed, not from any comet or any 
war, but from a mistake dressed up for decades as progress, that patience ran out. Twenty four hours' notice. No 
further explanation. Sleep, and wake up somewhere new.


Most of humanity did exactly that, and woke the next morning into lives that felt, in every way that 
mattered to the people living them, entirely unchanged. A whole species relocated, gently, painlessly, into a 
rewritten world, one difference tucked so quietly into the reprogramming that nobody thought to look for it. 
Fertility, quietly erased. And twenty percent of the population simply gone, remembered by no one, because grief needs 
a shape to hold, and the Council that moved us made certain none was left behind.


But a small number of those twenty percent had done something, at some point in their short human 
lives, that marked them out from everyone left sleeping peacefully behind. They had asked a single, stubborn question 
and refused to accept the shrug that usually passes for an answer.


Why are we here? There must be more.


Sune was fifteen when the question found its answer, in a way no fifteen year old should have to 
learn it: alone, in a forest under a sky that never quite finishes its sunset, met by a being who called itself Arn, 
tasked with everything humanity was never meant to notice it needed. What Sune finds in that new world is stranger, 
older, and far less finished than anyone promised him.


A living crystal intelligence holding the sky itself in place.

 
A technique passed down through the oldest human traditions for stepping clean out of the body it 
was built to serve.


And, ten thousand years further back than his own ended century, a ancient creature the old stories 
called a dragon, who reveals the form of an angel once she stops needing to frighten you.


This is not a book about being rescued. It's a book about what's owed, afterward, to the world and 
the people left behind, and about the very old, very simple question that turns out to be the only thing that ever 
really separates the ones who get carried forward from the ones who don't.


Ask it anyway. It's the only door that's ever actually opened.
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    Chapter One 
    The End



Mara Voss had made coffee every morning of her adult life, and she made 
it on the last one too, because nobody had told her not to.


The kettle clicked off. Outside her kitchen window, Melbourne looked exactly the way it had looked 
the day before, grey light over the bay, a tram grinding past two blocks down, a jogger she recognized but had never 
spoken to. Nothing about the sky announced that this was the twenty-fourth hour. That was the detail nobody would have 
believed, if there had been anybody left afterward to tell it to: the end of the world looked like a Tuesday.


The broadcast had gone out at six that morning, interrupting nothing in particular, because there was 
nothing left to interrupt. Governments worldwide had run out of things to conceal. For years there had been The Others, 
everyone's grandparents had heard the rumors, the shapes in the sky over testing ranges, the too clean explanations for 
crop yields nobody could otherwise account for, and for years, officially, there had been nothing to see. Now a man in 
a suit Mara didn't recognize, flanked by three people who looked like they hadn't slept, explained on every channel 
at once that the arrangement was over.


The food chain had failed in a way that could not be reversed. The planet was going to be emptied and 
renewed. Everyone should go home, be with the people they loved, and sleep. In the morning, his exact words, you will 
wake up somewhere new.


Mara had turned the coffee maker on anyway. She didn't know what else a body was supposed to do with 
an ending that came with instructions.


She'd grown up two suburbs from where Nathan Yorke lived, not that she'd ever met him, but everyone 
in the country had grown up two suburbs from Nathan Yorke, or felt like they had. He was seventy-one that year, still 
touring on nights his voice allowed it, the closest thing the country had to a man people trusted to say the true 
thing when nobody else would.


He gave one interview in the final hours, sitting on the edge of a stage in an empty venue, no 
audience, just a single camera. Mara watched it twice.


He didn't rage. He didn't perform grief for the cameras the way some of the younger ones did, dropping 
to their knees in manufactured despair for clips that would never be watched by anyone, since there'd be no internet 
left to watch them on. He just looked into the lens for a long moment and said, quietly.


Humanity was handed the only home it would ever get, and spent its whole tenancy 
arguing over who owned the furniture. I hope whatever comes next does a better job of it.


Then the feed cut, because feeds were cutting out everywhere by then, city by city, as though the 
world itself were being switched off one grid at a time.


The streets did what streets do at the actual end of thingssome people ran, most people didn't. 
Mara watched from her window as a man three doors down carried his television out onto the nature strip and simply 
sat on it, drinking from a bottle, watching the empty street like it owed him an explanation.


Somewhere further off there was shouting, and further off than that, the low pressure wave sound of 
something being set alight. Warehouses, probably. People had gone for the grain stores first, and then, when there was 
nothing left in the other stores worth taking, they'd gone for whatever there was left to break.


She thought about her son. He was fifteen, staying at his father's that week, and she'd rung him at 
6:04, four minutes after the broadcast, and he'd answered on the first ring like he'd been sitting with the phone in 
his hand.


Mum, he said. Is it true?


I think so, love.


There was a long pause on the line, the kind where you can hear someone deciding whether to say the 
thing they're actually thinking. Then he said it anyway, the way he always had, ever since he was small enough that 
she used to worry about the questions he asked at the dinner table in front of guests.


Why did we get to happen at all, if this is how it ends? What was the point of 
any of it?


She didn't have an answer for him. Later, she would understand that this particular question asked 
exactly like that, at exactly that hour, by a boy who had never once in his short life accepted an answer that didn't 
hold up, was the reason the two of them would not end the same way.


By nine that evening the broadcasts had stopped entirely, not because anyone had turned them off, 
but because there was no longer anyone left in the studios to keep them running. The mobs had thinned, not from 
exhaustion but from something closer to surrender, you can only loot an empty warehouse so many times before the 
looting itself starts to feel as pointless as everything else.


Somewhere in a government facility that had never officially existed, three exhausted scientists sat 
around a terminal that had, an hour earlier, still been receiving instructions from something that was not human, 
asking the same question everyone eventually asked once the shouting stopped and the fear settled into something 
quieter and more specific.


If the DNA of the seed stock could be altered once, deliberately, by human hands, for profit, 
badly, could it not be altered again, correctly, and undone?


They never received an answer. Some questions, it turned out, weren't being asked to anyone who was 
still listening.


At a few minutes past midnight, without ceremony, without pain, the entire population of Earth closed 
its eyes. Mara Voss fell asleep at her kitchen table with the coffee gone cold in front of her, one hand still resting 
on her phone, its screen still lit with her son's last message: love you mum whatever happens.


She did not dream, in any way she would later be able to describe. There was only a white light, vast 
and total, moving across the surface of the planet like a tide coming in over sand—and where it passed, the world it 
touched was not destroyed. It was returned. Grey cities folded back into forest and water in a single unbroken motion, 
the way a held breath finally lets go.


Somewhere in that light, on that last ordinary Tuesday, a fifteen year old boy who had never once 
stopped asking why any of this had happened at all was quietly, deliberately, separated from everyone he had ever 
known, carried somewhere his mother, sleeping two suburbs away with his last message still glowing on her phone, would 
never remember to grieve, because she would never remember he had existed at all.
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