






















































DRAKKHEN 

A drakkhen soldier was waiting outside the tavern door and 
asked us to accompany him. We promptly obeyed, not wishing to incur 
the wrath of the officer who had so impressed us with his power. After a 
lengthy march, we came to an imposing and handsome building guarded 
by many blue-skinned drakkhen soldiers. We were led through the 
massive gates and into a courtyard where our horses were tied up 
alongside the curious beasts they used for mounts. A woman dragon, 
oddly beautiful I own, and wearing soldier's gear, led us to our 
appartments. They were most comfortable and the windows afforded a view 
of what was clearly a river port. 

The beds were of a great size and most sturdy of construction. One 
of our group lay down and looked for all the world like a child on his 
parents' bed. A splashing sound attracted my attention. It came from a 
finely worked dragon's head out of whose mouth trickled a steady stream 
of water. It was remarkably fresh and good to drink, if a little metallic. 

The dragon lady asked us to keep to our rooms for the time being. 
We were quite extenuated in any case and had no intention of leaving. It 
was also clear that the priest had something important to tell us, since the 
fellow fairly hopped from one foot to the other." 

The sorceror chose that moment to indulge in another of his 
irritating pauses, drinking deeply from his cup of steaming beverage. We 
watched with what forbearance we could muster; my three companions 
wereaskeenasI to learn what was to follow. Allfourofuswere impatient 
to know that wondrous world of talking dragons! The wizard finally set 
down his mug and took up his account. 

"Our sleeping quarters were separated by a vast central room 
furnished with a table and oversized chairs. We settled down to hear what 
the priest was dying to relate. Here is what he told us ... " 
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What we had seen was indeed a temple. We entered and followed 
a long corridor with marbled floor and sculptured walls. The sculptures 
depicted dragons flying, interlaced with runic devices. There were no 
guards. The air was cool and heavy with incense of a particularly acrid 
confection. 

At the end of the corridor we came upon an oval antechamber of 
staggering proportions. The ceiling reached quite forty- five feet in places, 
I'm sure of it. Four dragon statues, standing on either side of the two doors, 
held aloft a sphere. A spiral bas-relief ran around the entire room, from floor 
to ceiling. The motifs were all drakkhen and seemed to relate an epic 
allegory. Tearing my eyes from the magnificent spectacle, I wandered 
toward the other door. Through the opening a stunning vista took my 
breath away: stretching as far as the eye could see, columns in the form 
of winged dragons held up a blue crystalline vault. At the base of each 
column burned an enormous brasero. In the distance, I could see drakkhens 
moving towards a vast altar almost hidden behind clouds of incense. 

They moved slowly, swaying with a kind of spiral action. Their 
eyes stared as though in a trance. Andall thetime they chanted in guttural 
rhythms "ANHAK DRAKKHEN AGHNAHIRHURTHD". The effect 
of the monotonous repetition was almost hypnotic. We followed the 
creatures as far as the altar, taking care not to disturb their incantations. 
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The dragon columns seemed to stare at us. Their giant heads were 
lowered and in each of their brows sparkled a gem. No one of the statues was 
the same as its fellows. All known and imagined kinds of dragon were 
represented, and many more besides that have never appeared in any book 
nor crossed any mind of man. Some had malevolent expressions while 
others gazed down with kindness. Still others seemed infinitely sad or 
even playful. Their eyes were precious jewels as big as a man's head. 

The sheer scale of everything in that place was overwhelming. I felt 
as if I was witnessing a history so ancient that time itself had forgotten 
its existence. Man had no place in that universe. From the crystalline 
ceiling fell pillars of light that bathed the statues in strange unreality 
underlined by the insistent chanting. 

I shook my head, breaking out of what had almost been a spell. To 
my horror, the guard who had accompanied me on this expedition was 
chanting the drakkhen verse, his eyes wide and staring at something 
beyond vision. The fellow swayed and turned in grotesque imitation of the 
drakkhen. I took hold of the man and shook him so hard the teeth near flew 
from his gaping head. He broke free of the trance, but his eyes held the 
troubling look of someone who has known mystic ecstacy! 

Keeping the dazed soldier in the corner of my eye, I walked up to 
the altar. It was a gigantic golden stele held up by four kneeling platinum 
dragons. Behind the altar towered a statue of truly god-like 
proportions, representing a dragon. Its age z.rus clearly beyond understanding. 
It gazed down benevolently upon the faithful, a smile on its lips. From its 
ruby eyes eight tears had flowed and they were represented at various places 
on the dragon's body, following a line. Its arms were lifted and the hands 
were opened in a sign of offering, to each side of the altar. Its outstretched 
wings formed the vault of the huge chamber which was oval in that place. 
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The statue was seated on a throne of jade. The dragon's tail 
spiralled as far as the altar. The workmanship of that statue was prodigious 
and worthy of the finest craftsmen and artists anywhere in our glorious 
empire or any human civilisation. The overall impression that radiated 
from that majestic marvel was one of tranquil power, calm benevolence; the 
contrary of everything we have attributed to dragons, their cruelty and 
supreme indifference. 

I was lost in wonder before the stupendous glory of the statue when 
a voice, cold and vibrant with power, addressed me. 

"Who are you, my son? Why are you here?" 
A drakkh in priestly garb was standing by me, waiting for my 

answer. When I had recovered from the fright occasioned by his startling 
interruption of my rapture, I saw that, farfromglaringatmeasone would 
at some foul profaner, the priest's gaze was kindly. I mumbled a vague 
and, I confess, meaningless reply, darting a glance at the soldier. The fool 
had once more fallen into a trance and was chanting and swaying, quite 
oblivious of my predicament. 

"Don't worry for him", the priest said. "Come with me, human; 
there are questions I would like to ask you and I may have answers to some 
of yours." 

I was intrigued to learn that thedrakkhknew my race. A shiver 
of apprehension ran down my spine; did he know that man's greatest 
enemy had always been the dragon? I decided the best course was to 
comply. We left through a door hidden by the giant statue. I dragged the 
soldier along after slapping him smartly about the face. He stumbled at 
first, then left his trance. We passed through a kind of sacristy and into 
a smallish chamber. The priest sat in a great armchair and bade us do 
likewise, pointing at two other armchairs. 
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I felt a little ridiculous with my feet dangling in the air, as if I were 
a child before his parent. 

The drakkh reflected an instant, closing his double eyelids. 
Opening them quite suddenly, he began to speak. 

. "Hum~n, your garb suggests that, like me, you are of the 
priesthood. It will therefore be difficult for you to believe what I'm about 
to say, and yet I do not lie. Neither I nor any of my kind harbour hatred 
towards you, in spite of extreme provocation." 

. A.n expression of reproach, which I understood only too well, was 
clear m his piercing gaze. He went on. 
. "Before the beginning were only shadows, void. The father blew 

life on each face of every world, creating the stars and this world which 
he ~eopled wit~ immense creatures that were free. It was the era ~f giant 
reptiles, for which beasts all was but forage. In his magnanimity, the father 
of all then made the race of those that are in his image, the drakkhen." 

I almost fell from the giant chair upon which I was perched! 
"We reigned", continued the dragon priest, "for millions of years, 

over the lands and over the submerged continents. We were free and all 
the world obeyed us. We gave thanks to the father of all for having made 
us free. and content. But the great dragons, our masters, were unsatisfied 
and wished to create. It is said that they created men and all the other 
intelligent creatures of this world. I do not know if that is true but I believe 
it to be so. Once more the great dragons grew bored and chose to dream. 
Long did they dream, so long that when they awoke, nothing was as it had 
been. The large reptiles had vanished; the drakkhen and the humans were 
to be found now.here! T~e great dragons unfurled their splendid wings and 
~ew mt~ the skies, seeking. They found survivors who spoke to them of 
fiery ram, eternal frost, famine and disease. 
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The great dragons came together and invoked the father of all. He 
appeared to them and said that they had made sentient races and for that 
sin of pride, he had punished them; henceforth they would struggle to 
survive and their enemies would be the very races they had themselves 
brought into being. The father then added that one day he would grant 
them forgiveness for he loved them still. 

The great dragons were dazed with shock, which is why, instead 
of reacting with energy, they looked upon the frost- covered world and 
went back to their palaces to dream of past glory. 

Naturally, the Eternal Winter eventually came to an end and the 
dragons awoke from their long slumber. Their surprise was indeed great for 
the races they had made covered the lands of the world and had created 
their own civilisations. 

The great dragons quit their palaces in the mountains and clouds 
and in the entrails of the world. They would visit their children and receive 
their filial affection. The children, though, had all but forgotten them. The 
dragons lived on in tales only, as beasts of terror, and they were hated. 

Thus it was that the humans and others, seeing the dragons 
appear before them, thought the great ones were launching an attack. The 
humans fought off the dragons with all the fierce and desperate violence 
of utter terror. Dragons fell at the hands of their children and countless 
men were killed. S? began the enmity between man and dragonkind. 

. In other places, however, the children honoured the memory of 
their dragon parents and received them with respect and love. The great 
ones taught their chidren the rune/ore and magic art that is one aspect of 
the ancient high language of the drakkhen. Thus did magicians and priests 
come to be in these places. The great ones sent their loyal children to destroy 
those who had forgotten their fathers. 
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The war was long and terrible beyond imagination but, with the 
help of magic and the great ones, the chosen sons did destroy the armies of 
the wicked sons, and the wicked were all but wiped from the face of the 
world. Those few who survived hid in deep caverns or on mountainsides. 

. Then came the Golden Age. The sons and the fathers lived in peace, 
blessing the name of the father of all. All lived in fair cities about the 
gorgeous palaces of the great dragons. Golden indeed was that era and all 
we know of it teaches us that it was a time of sweetness and contentment. 

Then did the great dragons, pleased with their labour, choose to 
sleep once more, for they longed to dream. The exiled races chose that 
moment to wreak vengeance. Spewing from the darkness of the world and 
fr_or:z. th~ tops of m.ountains, the cursed creatures fell upon the peaceful 
civzlzsatwns and laid them waste. The priests and magicians called on the 
great dragons to awake and come to the rescue of their children but the 
sleeping ones dreamt on. The magicians and priests turned their powers 
onto their enemies and slew countless numbers of them. Thus did the 
Golden Civilisations escape complete destruction but they were reduced 
to hollow shadows of what they had been and were almost without power. 
The arch-magicians and high-priests declared the dragons to be accursed 
and to be the symbol of hatred, cruel force, betrayal and suffering. New 
gods were found that resembled the human faithful. Temples were erected 
and the new gods were given life and they in turn gave life. And the age 
we are presently living through is known as the Age of Men. 

The great dragons finally woke up. Everything had changed. 
Only a few scattered and insignificant peoples paid hommage to them. 
Men had overrun and mastered the continents and the seas, with the other 
races the great ones had made. 
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And when the dragons left their palaces, they were set upon and 
slain for men had learned the lessons of the drakkhen and had outsripped 
them in magic and mechanics. Their weapons were frightful engines of 
destruction and no quarter was given! 

The palaces were pillaged, the children massacred, the fathers cut 
down. The great ones fled their palaces and sought refuge in the cracks and 
belly of the world, where they fought the children they had banished. 
However, the father of all, in his palace in the stars, looked upon the great 
dragons in their hour of destruction and wept for them. He knew that soon 
the last of them would perish, screaming his deathcry, the message passed 
through all time from father to son and that would seal the fate of the world 
and bring forth a new era: THE GREAT AGE OF DRAGONS! THE 
NEW BEGINNING! THE ANHAK DRAKKHEN!" 

Pronouncing these last words, the dragon-priest was transfigured, 
his face shining with mystic fervor! An oppressive weight threatened to 
crush my heart. The universe was on the point of crumbling to mocking 
dust about me. It sounded so clear, so inevitable! I fought to breathe, my 
head nodding in numb acceptance. The golden voice of the dragon-priest, 
brilliant with shimmering antique harmonics, once again filled my poor 
ears. 

"I feel sorrow for you, human. Several weeks rxist, THE HUZHUL 
MEKTHUL, the prophecy, was accomplished. The last of all the father 
dragons was butchered by an errant knight. It was an act of folly for your 
kind. The message was shouted by the dragon as he died. The father of all 
was true to his word and set the new age to replace the old. I was reborn 
to prepare the father's glorious return. The rebirth has taken root. 
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That is why this world seems so strange to your eyes, human, and 
the people have but confused memories of their past! Like me, they have been 
brought back to life, chosen from the most faithful servants of the father. 

. The isle upon which you stand will grow without stopping until 
zt covers the world. Your lands will be swallowed and are doomed! Soon 
your kind will be a vague shadow in the history of time. The drakkhen 
princes are raising the armies that will tear like bolts of lightning in your 
midst, ripping life from your lungs, drowning your children in their own 
blood. Thus will the process be hastened. 

Know this, human, that neither I nor any of my kind harbour hate 
for you. This is destiny. The father's will must come to pass!" 

The dragon-priest stood and gazed down on me with pity. I 
understood that all had been said and that our fate had in truth been sealed. 
I stood and bowed, then turned to leave with the soldier. From behind me, 
the golden voice said a final and mysterious sentence: 

"Priest! It is told that the father shed eight tears, but that is not 
so! Nine did he shed. One of them was for the other races! I hope you grasp 
the meaning of what I have just said .. . " 

To be truthful, I did not understand what he had meant. However, 
I tha~ked him a last time and we quit the small chamber. Passing before 
the gzant ~tatue of the dragon that stood before the altar, I looked at it again 
~nd was filled wzth profound emotion. I bowed to the enigmatic idol, and 
zt seemed to me then that a bright tear was welling in its wonderful eye. 
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e llowing the troubling taleofthepriest", continued the 
·:::::::ut:: ... "\.'wind-wizard after again taking refreshment, "we stayed 

silent for some time. I thought hard and came to the conclusion that there 
was no time to be lost; we must return with all speed to the Shadrak and 
warn the outside world of what was afoot." 

I, Vahl Hart Hann Jurgen Von Wessenmayer,wasdumbfounded 
by what I had heard. I glanced at the Emperor and, from the strange gleam 
in his eye, gathered that he took the tale completely seriously. After all, 
had I not myself lost my priestly powers? My companions were silent and 
grim as the sorceror began again to speak. 

"Hastily we established a plan of action. Although night was 
falling, we could not stay another moment than was absolutely necessary; 
it was vital we bring our news. 

The drakklren woman returned at that moment and informed us 
that their prince 'µJOuld receive us the following morning. I answered that 
it would be an honour for us to meet his highness. As soon as she had left, 
however, we set to preparing our departure. 

The priest told us that it was his desire to remain on the island, 
perhaps even within the temple. We thought him reckless in the extreme, 
but we let him have his way since he seemed sure of his desire. 

* 63 * 



DRAKKHEN 

As night fell, the magician cast a teleportation spell that he had 
in the form of a scroll. We were suddenly standing in the port. There we 
said farewell to the priest and stole a boat. The magician had no more 
movement spells, so we raised the sails as quietly as we could. The port 
was unguarded, which allowed us to work speedily. I managed to conjure 
a spell of breeze and a goodly wind saw us away in no time at all. When 
land was lost to view, all hands set to maneuvering the small craft 
and I strengthened the wind in our modest sails. 

We reached the rivermouth at dawn and we headed for the 
Shadrak. I was convinced that the drakkhen would not think to search for 
us so far from the city. 

Two days later the massive bulk of the Shadrak came into sight. 
It was not aground and seemed shipshape. Indeed, the ship was preparing 
to set sail. We shouted and waved until the crew of the large ship spied us. 
Great was their joy as they helped us aboard. They had given up hope of 
ever seeing us again. Only a handful of those who had taken part in the 
great battle had found their way back to the Shadrak. 

The First Officer took command and ordered we set sail for our 
capital. One of the survivors had saved the Captain 'slog. The crew worked 
with zeal, only too pleased to be leaving that accursed island. If they knew 
the whole truth! This time, the winds were with us and we made good 
speed. After a few days, the lookout saw the Imperial Palace beacon and all 
aboard gave a great cheer. We were home at last!" 

It was the 7th day of the month of the Dragon. 
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"And so, gentlemen, you know as much as any man does. Our 
Arch-magicians have toiled to check the story, and alas, the dragon-priest 
seems to have told the truth!" 

The deep voice of the Emperor had spoken for the first time in 
hours. He went on. 

"You have volunteered and been accepted for this mission. You are 
among the finest the Empire can muster! The fate of our civilization lies 
on your shoulders. Succeed, and I will make kings of you all. Fail, and you 
need not bother coming home. Go to that island and find our priest. Solve 
the enigma of the tears and of the ninth amongst them. If you talk, if you 
must needs talk in the name of our race and our people, know that the 
wisest of you", he pointed to me with his heavily ringed finger, "may 
speak with the authority of my name, and his word shall be my bond! 

Now go! Lose no time. The Imperial Barge awaits you at the port 
and will transport you." 

As one man, we bowed low before our Emperor and left to prepare 
our baggage. It has been many years since I last used my leather pack. I 
trust my lazy servants have thought fit to keep it greased ... 

On the 21th day of the month of the Dragon. 
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"Dear disciple, bear in mind that contained in this book are the 
oldest, most mysterious revelations. It is urged that these revelations ought 
to be used only with wisdom and discretion. Note also to guard the secrets 
of the forces that we use. And destroy your book of spells as soon as you 
sense yourself falling into hands from outside the fold. According to the 
path you will take, high magic, Theurgy, certain spells will remain strange. 
But see to engrave them on your memory in order to hand them down to 
your disciples so that the noria of transmitting the High Knowledge will 
never be broken off. 

Damned shall be the blasphemous layman who touches these 
pages without permission!" 

OPHIDIO, Archmagus of Methraton. 
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lnv<J:J/\JJI 
To call upon the Dragon, you raise you soul towards him and 

think of his unutterable patience before laying your hands on the wound. 
Meditate well on the force of his heart and leave his warm blood to run into 
the body of the injured. 

This spell only demands a small amount of energy and will be 
enough to heal a small wound. 

(Key H) 

l.JADnFJJDI 

A spell of great force which throws fear into the heart of those who 
set eyes upon us. The spell of lightning is quick, terrible, tremendous and 
fatal. 

Pray to the Dragon, inhale his breath, then violently project the 
energy by your hands. The chosen enemy will find himself in distress and 
confusion. The spell is terrifying, but little tiring. It progresses with the 
speed of your steps. 

(Key 1) 

IAJJV/\IALI 

Creating this spell is difficult. You must call on the Dragon, then 
melt with him to finally concentrate on the non-being. If you succeed with 
this spell, you will disappear from the eyes of the enemy. A costly spell that 
will progress with your steps. 

(Key I) 
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/Cw.LIV 

Here again, for healing, it is the heart of the Dragon where you 
must plunge and his vital energy that you will disperse on the wounds of 
the injured you wish to soothe. 

Know well that this spell is the only one which you can draw for 
to heal infections, illnesses and poisons. 

The spell is not very expensive and can be extremely useful. 
(Key C) 

l_J Aonr-
The initiate is not satisfied with artificial light and darkness. 

That's why you will take greatest care whilst praying to the Dragon to 
concentrate on his miraculous breath from which you keep only the feablest 
part. Then you let it flow calmly from your hands. The more your soul 
grows hardened, the more this spell will be of use and profit for you. As it 
is easy to handle, this impressive spell will not cost a lot. 

(Key L) 

I• r- ..J v JJD nl 
We are more able to raise the pages of a spell book than the feet 

and weapons of soldiers. If it should prove necessary, bear in mind that is 
all that is required is to call on the Dragon and plunge into his heart. 

Your force will be multiplied and your enemy surprised. The spell 
is little straining and follows your steps. 

(Key 2) 
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When your enemies' fervour is large and your clothes seem so 
flimsy, pray to the Dragon and clothe yourself in his hide and scales. You 
will then find yourself shielded and you will laugh at the enemies' blows. 

The spell costs little and follows your steps. 
(Key S) 

P<JJOw<d 
To understand all the unknown dialects and the most unspeakable 

tongues, you call on the Dragon and concentrate on the ears that 
understand all. Then, your soul will open up to the most secret phonemes. 

This spell is useful, and never neglect it! 
(Key B) 

Jn V< _J :J( Ell 
Proceed as already described. But take good care when you take the 

strength of two heart beats and let them flow from your hands, because the 
wound is difficult to heal which will strain you a little bit more. 

But you will notice with joy that the persons you concentrate on 
will recover. 

In case of serious wounds it will be necessary to apply it several 
times. 

(Key/) 
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J\vJJ_J > [_j 

Hidden mysteries and closed doors alike are intolerable for us! 
Call upon the Dragon, caress his tail, then touch with its end the lock that 
resists. 

The door will open unless a magician more powerful than you has 
sealed the door before. 

This spell costs little and can reap great rewards. 
But I say to you, now do not try to my doors with this charm 

or it will cost you dearly. 
(Key U) 

There are creatures that the positive force of the Dragon cannot 
distress, they even feed on it. Here, by denying the Dragon, you will 
manage to generate this negative force provided by his hate and anger. 

When the gloomy force fills your body, intone the song of Death 
and blow the icy coldness of the non-matter onto your enemy. 

You will realize that the negative or living dead creature will 
be distructed once and for all. 

The spell is of average cost but essential, especially if you study 
necromancy. 

(Key 3) 
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Iii.. < _d < _J A •I 
There again, it is the doing of the eyes of the Dragon, that you 

shall master, channel and let flow from your eyes. Chant the whistling 
words of the Great Worm. 

The effect is immediate, but the duration of this spell will depend 
on your strength. 

This spell is very precious. Take great pains to protect it and not 
to place it into the hands of others. 

It is only effective against a creature. Don't mistake your enemy! 
(Key 4) 

l_l >C.J 

This spell is the opposite of a former one. 
This time you will have to knot the Dragon's tail to lock the door 

and the spell will cost you a little more. 
(Key V) 

Again, pray to the Dragon and focus yourself on his wings. Then 
make them beat towards what you wish to disperse. You will not wait long 
for the result. 

The spell is expensive but extremely effective. 
(Key 5) 
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IC >JJU'w l Al 
To sow great disorder into the hearts of the enemy, you will profit 

greatly by calling on the Dragon and concentrating on the fire of his eyes 
which freeze even the bravest. 

You take their sparkle and fix your eyes on the enemy. 
To complete the effect, you chant with a strong voice the Mantra 

of Terror. You will then see one of your enemies engulfed in the chaos. 
This spell is little expensive in points and will progress at the 

speed of your steps. 
(Key 6) 

11 b... vvr 
If your enemies are near and numerous, it could beneficial to call 

upon the fearsome power of the Dragon. 
Take note, that after having prayed to the Dragon to collect his 

sweat. Then briskly rub the perspiration onto your limbs. You will now 
have lightning speed. 

The spell is little tiring and will progress according to your steps. 
I myself owe my life to the frequent use of this mighty spell. 

(Key 8) 
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IA 1 >_J<F /\I 
It is the spell with the simplest use of the Dragon's tail. After you 

have been haloed with the aura of fear that the Dragon generates, you will 
see on whispering the ritual drakkh chant, that your enemies will ignore 
you most of the time. This spell is moderately expensive and will serve you 
greatly if you wish not to be worried. 

(Key 7) 

l...d V / F" > _d VJ 
All that is lost, can be regained! Call on the Dragon and his vital 

fiuid that you let ff.ow into you soul like a healing balm. You will then 
recover all what was carried away. 

The spell is expensive and tiring, but it is powerful and will reap 
great rewards, above all if you encounter the dead creatures "who suck life". 

(Key R) 

IA 1 > _J < F /\J 
A delicate spell whose aim is to call upon the Dragon in order to 

deny him better. To do so, wait until the Dragon raises up in full glory, 
and deny him violently. This is called "riding a Dragon's tail". 

This spell isexpensive and tiring. Thoughprogressingwithyour 
steps, this spell is always of brief effect. 

(Key 9) 
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This is perhaps the most fascinating of all the spells. 
Pray to the Dragon and plunge yourself into the heart and 

impregnate yourself with his power. Form one single soul with him. Fill 
up with his vital energy. 

Then, concentrating on the person whom you want to bring back 
to life, let the strength you are loaded with, trickle into him. Then the 
miracle will happen. 

This spell is very expensive and you will take much time to master 
it. 

(Key X) 

IL-1/\JJ r JJVJ 

In the middle of the Dragon's soul there is a zone of darkness 
where everything melts and gets lost. 

You will have to focus on this place. 
When you are near to this terrifying zone, take some of the 

blackness in your hands and project that shadow on your enemy's eyes. 
He will be stricken with darkness and becomes blind. 

This spell will cost only little and allows you to get the better of 
your opponent. 

(Key O) 
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IP-V _J V ll::>~ I 

You shall let the Dragon's vital force take all your body, then drag 
you in a rapid spiral to the spot you have chosen. 

Be warned, this spell is expensive, tiring and difficult. 
But the effects are incomparable and make this spell the most 

powerful one. 
(Key T) 

When you will have become strong and artful in riding the 
Dragon, perhaps you won't be content with your weak human abilities. 
So when impregnating yourself with the total force of the Dragon, you will 
be able after a short moment to use this power in order to strengthen 
yourself and increase permanently the power of one of your characteristics. 

But do not make use of this spell too often, for it is very expensive 
and can even turn against you, rendering you as weak any child in the 
chosen characteristic. 

(Key D) 
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