
Fire Dome 
“So this is life…” I think as I look out to sea and ran my hand through my sandy blond hair. I notice with my keen orange eyes that something is bobbing in the water. I scrunch up my face in confusion.  
“How is that thing floating without a well-armored vessel in the sea to protect it?” I mutter aloud as Captain Yamrin walks up to me. 
“Ye be Think'in of ‘ome aren`t ye, lad?” Captain Yamrin whispers to me. “I know 'ow it feels; I miss me own 'ome to and me wife.” 
The Captain sighs, and pats me on the shoulder. He`s about to turn around but I stop him. I try to tell him what I see, but before I can say anything the captain hushes me. “Listen, the gull`s ain`t sing’in d`eir song…” 
That is when a noise rips through the air! 
“BAROOOONGH, BAROOOONGH!!!”I quickly turn to Captain Yamrin whose face is filled with horror. I follow his gaze and realize my mistake, a huge two hundred foot long kraken and twelve, sixty-foot-long tentacles come crashing through the water. The head slowly rises from the water and I realize the peril we`re in. This was the kraken that killed my father after he took its eye. The captain catchest me with a sad yet determined gaze, “Kierno! Get the skimmers ready, and when they are, get yers’ and everyone’s scrawny hides into those rafts! After ye do that I want ye to leave. I’ll take care of ol’ one eye ‘ere.”
I protest but the captain isn`t having it, so I give him one last hug. Hehad raised me after my father died—and had known me since I was a baby. Almost fourteen years. I tell him I am sorry for everything as tears gush down my face. He smiles at me with his big yellow, kind eyes and says, “Kierno, thank ye, I love you like a son, I’m sorry ye have to go through more death, but it`s life at sea and there`s always gonna be a ‘azard. Now go before I start to cry, too.”
I wipe the tears from my face but they just come back as I give him one last hug, and before he could yell at me to hurry I run to gather everyone.  I steal a glance back just in time to see Captain Yamrin pull his saber from its scabbard and swear at the beast. This puts a smile on my face and pumps me for action as I round everyone up. 
“Yoran,” I shout to her.  Yoran swivels, her body stiff with fear. She’s my age and has a voice like a dolphin, but she’s good in a fight. I point to her redheaded brother with the quaking knees beside me. “Carnille and I will prep the boats. Everyone help the captain and meet us there!”
All three of us run to the large crafts and  undo the knots’. 
“CHINK, CHINK.” “CHINK, CHINK.”
Only two of the three boats are untied before the kraken smashes the third.  Carnille looks up with a scream before the tentacle crashes down on him Yoran stands petrified as she watches her brother die. I know her well enough to realize she might flail out against the beast but it`s no use, so I wrap my arm around her to stop her from acting rashly. She starts to flail and yell and scream, “I HATE YOU, I HATE YOU, I HATE YOU!”
 	She slowly calms down and glares at my orange eyes, and in hushed tones says, “Let. me. go.”
So I do and immediately her rage washes away and she slumps to her knees crying as she realizes the horrible mistake she nearly made and the death that just stole her brother from her. I pull closer to her, using the side of the boat as a shield from the kraken, and give her a hug.	Comment by SFOWERS: What are they doing right now? Where are they at location-wise?
“It`s ok I know how you feel. I`m here for you.”
I let go and help her up.
“CRAAAAAAACK”
I snap out of my daze and order everyone into the skimmers. Yoran’s father comes up to me, his face crumpled with sorrow and says, “Thank you…, for stopping Yoran I mean, because if I lost her too I’d probably do what she did but no one would care to stop me.”
With that Morian rusheshis daughter to the ramp that leads to the first skimmer, and I follow. We lower the boats and paddle away from the now sinking ship. I look back to the bow and I see Captain Yamrin waving us off; I wave back knowing it’s the last time I`ll ever look at him. “Sir, a ship!” Morian yells to me from the other skimmer—though a large man, he struggles to keep afloat in the churning waves.  “Shall I flag it down?”	Comment by SFOWERS: This is probably an intense moment with everyone dashing around. Probably no slow walking, though they are still sad.	Comment by SFOWERS: Just to emphasize that Morian is Yoran’s father – I didn’t get that at first.	Comment by SFOWERS: I’m going with “paddle,” even though a few paragraphs down it says that they are in a boat with decks, etc., which would be impossible to paddle around. If you decide that they are on bigger boats, maybe they are lowering the skimmers down into the water or pushing them away from the ship because the skimmers are already on the water, but tied to the ship still. Paddling means a smaller boat…and actually I’d vote for a smaller boat for realism sake – think Titanic  	Comment by SFOWERS: Name of the tip of a ship	Comment by SFOWERS: Of course you can put your own description of Morian in there, but this gives us an idea of Morian and their location.
I turn around and notice the S.S. CATRINA passing by not too far from us. I ponder his question before I yell back, “Nay, we need the kraken to calm down or else, alas another crew will be taken to a watery death.” I sigh and settle into my seat, I look towards Yoran and give her the best smile I can muster and she returns it with a half-smile, her wet cheeks glistening. I wish I know what to say but  no words can bring Carnille back.	Comment by SFOWERS: I think the narrator is already sitting?
Three days pass and we are running low on rations. I wake up from a disturbed sleep, and pull my cheek from the planks to see that Yoran peers over the starboard at the glistening ocean beyond. I try to think of what to say but I`m at a loss for words. She looks at me teary-eyed and her voice is so quiet, I nearly don’t hear it, “Thank you.”	Comment by SFOWERS: If the boat is small.
Starboard: right side of the ship	Comment by SFOWERS: For now, I’m just detailing that the boat is smaller because I’m not sure how they would be bigger as rescue boats.
Before I can say anything she looks away, I was about to say more before a glint catches my eye. I turn to see where it comes from and a huge grin sets in my face. I find the distress horn hoping they`ll hear us in the distance.	Comment by SFOWERS: If the boat is small…
“GUWOOOOGH, GUWOOOOGH.”
I wait for multiple minutes yet I hear nothing, just when I was about to blow again I hear the deeper sound of a larger ship.
“GUBOOOOGH, GUBOOOOGH”
Morian wakes from the other skimmer, his hair flies around his sunburnt face, his eyes blink under the disturbing sound of the  loud horn. He shakes a fist at me  “WHAT IN THE BLOODY NAME OF THE KRAKEN ARE YOU BLOWIN THAT HORN SO EARLY IN THE MORNIN FOR, BOY?”	Comment by SFOWERS: He was in the other skimmer.
I tilt my head and grin even bigger, and I sweep my arm towards the S.S. TEFROCON. He looks at me and gapes in astonishment. I shrug at him and say, “Now don`t be getting mad at me for finding us a way home!”
He leans back against the hard wooden bench, smiling and says, “Kierno, you`ve stayed strong for all of us. You may be young, but I would bet my life that Capt. Yamrin`d be mighty impressed with your success, plus you got us the best naval warship for a ride home so I’d say you scored big. Who knew she`d be prowling around these parts, I bet it`s the kraken they`re after because legend says they hunt`em.”	Comment by SFOWERS: I keep getting confused as to his age, so a few reminders now and then are good.	Comment by SFOWERS: I think he WOULD bet his life on it
He smiles at me and nods at his daughter. For the first time since Carnille died, Yoran looks hopeful. We  smile at each other. Turning her gaze to the ship in the distance, she mutters, “So you found us a way home? Well, at least I won`t have to be smelling your fish breaths all night long anymore.”
My head whips up—Yoran being sarcastic? She seems almost herself again and I laugh. Her father gives her a sour look but he can’t keep it up and breaks into a grin. “HEY!” I defend myself. “That’s unfair. At least we don`t have to keep smelling your fish perfume!”	Comment by SFOWERS: Just to switch it up from all the “smiles.”
Yoran playfully punches me in the arm and we go at it until we all burst into tears from laughing. It’s such a relief that after all that has happened, to know we will survive!	Comment by SFOWERS: To explain the laughter in the face of so much tragedy.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Over the course of a week we finally make it home. I relieve the crew from duty and send them on their way. My heart feels heavy when I remember I have nowhere to go myself. The captain is dead. I find Morian talking to a guard of the S.S. TEFROCON.
“Morian uh… er do you mind if I stay the night?”
He looks at me confused then his eyes soften, and he says, “Kierno you are always allowed to stay with me. It`s fine—stay as long as you need to.”
I nod in appreciation but before I go he looks both ways and whispers, “Kierno, I know I can trust you, so I want you to watch Yoran.”
Too late, I see the sadness and desperation in his face, but before he can change his mind I agree. I give him a look that shows my confusion.
“Kierno I… I`m going to the Fire Dome…”
Fire dome? My ears ring at the mention of it. I don’t know why, but it seems familiar. His next words pull me from my thoughts. “…and the only thing is… that well, oh just don`t tell Yoran. Ok?”	Comment by SFOWERS: Later, the narrator says that fire dome seemed familiar when Yoran mentioned it, so put that here.
I knew him well enough that he wouldn`t give me an honest answer if I asked so I refrain from prying. With that he walks away, leaving me standing there at the port. What was the Fire Dome? It tugged at my memory.  I looked around the quayside and found a guard and I finally built up the courage to ask, “Hey uh sir do you by any chance know what the Fire Dome …”
I don’t even finish my sentence before the guard is out of his seat with his pistol to my chest. I immediately put my hands up and  take a stumbling step back. My heart races as I look at the barrel of the gun. I glance around and I`m surprised to see that Yoran hurries to me. The guard catches my glance and looks her way.
“How do you know about Fire Dome?” he asks me. “Who told you about it?”
I flounder for words but luckily Yoran saves my hide. “Sorry sir, my brother here didn`t remember the law that you can`t talk about, well, you-know-what, so very sorry for the inconvenience.”
The guard eyes us and decides her story is true, which most of it is. He lets us go with a warning. As we walk away she gives me a glare, and embarrassed, I give her my most innocent face possible but she doesn’t take it. When I try to ask her what’s going on, she pinches my arm and so I get the memo: we can’t talk about it here.
We make our way through the crowded streets of *name of town. The fishing village is busy and the houses are tall and fit many families. We reach Yoran’s home—some of the wooden planks are falling from the roof. She struggles to get the old door open, and as soon as she does, sYorane walks me to the couch and shoves me down none to gently. Dust flies up from it. I look at her confused but before I can say anything a flurry of questions attack me:“Who told you about the Fire Dome? Was it my dad? It was, wasn`t it! Oh I should have kept my eye on him! Did he go there?”
Her eyes get teary and so I do the most sensible thing possible: “YORAN, SHUT UP SO I CAN ANSWER YOUR QUESTIONS.”
She looks at me shocked and then nods. I tell her everything and as I speak, I can see she is thinking. Hard.
“Yoran? What is the Fire Dome?”
She looks at me, sighs, and pulls down beside me on the couch. She tilts her head back, closes her eyes, and says, “Fire Dome is a secret government that you’re not supposed to learn about until you’re eighteen. Nobody knows what it`s for but if you talk about it in public you can get arrested and executed. Everyone goes to Fire Dome when they turn eighteen.” I must look confused because she then explains, “It`s required. The only time you find out what they do in there is on that day and, well, obviously none of us our age knows. It`s said that if you go back to the fire dome after that then they shoot and kill you on the spot.” She finishes her last sentence and stares at me. 
I feel my heart thud hard in my chest. Why was her father going there? He’d be killed. I say, “Fire Dome sounds familiar like I’ve been there but, yet, I don`t remember."
She gives a dark laugh. When she finishes she sees I`m serious she asks
“Kierno what’s wrong?”
I gulp. “I don`t just feel as if I’ve been there. I know I have because I get these slight memories of it. I think your dad triggered them.”
She looks worried then she immediately jumps up. This freaks me out so my heart starts beating faster but she says, “Calm down, you twit. I just think we should get some ice cream and mull over what we know, ok?” 
I study her green eyes and purple hair. I give her one of those “seriously-you-find-out-your-dad-might-be-dead-and-ice-cream's-the-first-thing-on-your-mind?” looks. She nods back and gives me one of those “of-course,-are-you-crazy?” looks. I shrug and slump my shoulders.  Strangely enough, ice cream sounds like a good idea. We’d figure out what to do from there. I nod.
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