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Chapter 37: Draconic School

Kurnugi was a good listener, staying silent through most of the story, only asking
guestions occasionally about the types of magic that Ranma and the others described as they
talked about how they had fought Acnologia. Not having run into them before, he was
fascinated by the various magics the mages of Fairy Tail and their allies used. “Hmm... it sounds
as if you humans have yet to regain any of the magi-tech of your ancestors, yet your magic has
evolved well beyond what normal individual humans from the continent would have been able
to do. Certainly not to the heights that ritualized or industrialized magics had reached but still,
fascinating to hear about.”

Ranma noted that every time any of them mentioned Acnologia by name, Kurnugi’s
expression twitched. It was as if he could act calmly enough about the fight itself, but whenever
that name came up, it acted like a pinprick to his self-control.

“And so you came into the Blasted Lands, as you call it, to train yourselves, to try and
find enemies that were on a scale with Acnologia and to work on larger attacks,” Kurnugi mused
when the story finished, tapping the sword at his side thoughtfully. “Understandable, | suppose.
Dealing with the background magic of the Blasted Lands will also strengthen your natural
defenses to magic as well. You may find yourself immune to small scale magical attacks,
particularly gases or other things that could affect your senses.”

“That’s right. And now Juvia thinks that it is your turn to tell us something. How does a
dragon come to be here? Why are those dragon-like creatures after you? And forgive our
curiosity, but can you tell Juvia and her friends anything about why the Blasted Lands became as



they are?” Juvia asked, her voice ending on a somewhat plaintive note. That was something that
all of them had wondered about occasionally. Even Natsu, not exactly a fan of learning history
or anything like that, had wondered how the Blasted Lands had been created. What strange
madness had driven humanity to such incredible extremes?

“Hmm... Well, the first is easy enough to answer. | was friends with the people who lived
in Ven’auel long ago. They always welcomed me, and | helped their Occultic Smiths, their master
forgers, with several projects. While | was never the master of metal that my friend Metalicana
was.” And here, the whimsical, almost smiling look on Kurnugi’s face seemed to fade for a
second, and he looked at Gajeel closely. “And you and | will talk at some point, Iron Dragon
Slayer. As to the second, though, that one will take a tale, and you will need some background
that you do not yet have to understand it.”

Kurnugi gestured around them at the library and then out beyond into the city. “This is
the city of Ven’auel, the city of water and forges, as | said. Yet they had another aspect to their
character. They loved fantasy and stories.” Here, Kurnugi’s eyes lit up like a fanatic, reaching
over to gently pat a few of the nearby books. “I am a lover of stories, and | was exceptionally
pleased to find that the library here in Ven’auel had not been damaged over much when |
arrived.”

“Holy crap, he’s a male version of Seilah!” Ranma muttered under his breath, nearly
causing Jenny to laugh aloud, although it did earn him an elbow in the side. He subsided as
Kurnugi went on.

“This is Varsdaska. It was once one of the biggest libraries beyond the city-states that
were devoted to writing and preserving knowledge.” Kurnugi shook his head to the side. “But of
course, those city-states also were some of the most magically advanced, and that made them
even more of a target than the rest. And when they were attacked, well, it was not with the
‘clean’ weapon that was used here in Ven’auel.”

He paused then, removing his hands from the books and leaning back, crossing his arms
and staring upwards at the ceiling. “You realize that while | was traveling around Baraketh, that
is the name of the continent before the conflicts truly began, the various city-states were
already arming themselves monstrously. | cannot tell you what led to such a ferocious level of
armament, although | can recall that there had been tensions between groups of the city-states
for long periods before that.”

“So, it was a Cold War sort of thing, all sides ramping up their weapons production?”
Ranma stated, thinking about that and how it kind of paralleled, in a way, the history of his own
world. | honestly figured it would be something like that.

“A... a cold war, hmm... yes, that is an excellent turn of phrase. There were few enough
alliances between the city-states that were worth the paper they were written on. But there
was peace, if only because there were so many city-states, and everyone knew what they had to



lose if the war began. Why start a war if you did not think you could win, after all? But as the
Cold War, to use your phrase again, continued, as | traveled, | could sense that people were
beginning to warm up to the idea of various things that would drive them to war. Be it a desire
to spread out due to overpopulation or feeling enclosed or even in danger from another city-
state. Sheer arrogance also began to rear its head. Thoughtful leaders slowly became replaced
by ones more certain in their own weapons and magic than was wise.”

Kurnugi frowned thoughtfully. “Looking back, | don’t think that, had things kept going in
that direction, that anything would have happened to push things over the edge. | think that the
humans of the various city-states would have calmed down. If not for two things. One, they
severely overestimated how well their magical defenses worked. And two, there was a plague.”

Ranma was not the only one to gasp at that, and Kurnugi slowly shook his head from
side to side. “It began simply enough. Some disease or another infected the animals around the
cities of Dulok and Fen, causing massive famine throughout both of their lands. Their neighbors
offered what aid they could, while also shutting down their own borders but that led straight
into a food epidemic within those cities.”

Here, Kurnugi actually shivered. “And then the disease spread to the humans. |
remember at least four, maybe five years of panic growing throughout Baraketh, as there did
not seem to be any cure. Fen and Dulok were both pushed almost to the brink of ruin. They
joined together under one government when the government of one of the city-states
completely collapsed. That was unheard of: that one government would directly control two
city-states. And at any other time, it might’ve caused uproar. But with the other city-states
clamping down on their borders and even using some of the built-up magical weaponry to do it,
it didn’t really come as any big surprise.”

“Eventually, someone found a cure for the plague. Someone in those two cities, |
believe, although do not quote me there. Like many of the other dragons who moved around
Baraketh at that time, | had fled from the human territories the moment | learned of this
plague. Considering that many of the animals the humans kept for food and other things were
magical in nature, there was no telling whether or not the disease could spread to us. And while
dragons have incredible immune systems, it isn’t infallible.”

That was something of an overstatement, a fact that Gajeel and Natsu both recognized.
Both of them had been sick several times over the years, even the simple cold occasionally.
Ranma was the only one who looked nonplussed at the very idea, but then again, Ranma had ki
healing.

One thing that Kurnugi had just said had grabbed Natsu’s attention even more than that
point. “Hey, wait! You talk like there were a lot of dragons going around being friendly to
humans at one point. Was one of them named Igneel!?”



“The fire Dragon King? Yes, he was somewhat friendly with humans. He had a bit of a
temper, and he wasn’t all that bright...” Kurnugi said, smirking as Natsu seemed to growl at him
for the insult while the others all around him nodded their heads sagely as if to say ‘like father
like son.” “But he was an affable sort. | only met him occasionally, and only once during this
period we’re talking about. Whereas Metalicana was my friend, and the two of us often traveled
together in those days. Like myself, he was very welcome here in Ven’auel and in other places.
So much so that the people here and elsewhere had started to get past his prickly exterior.”

This caused another round of nods, excluding Gajeel and including Natsu this time, the
same thought of ‘like father like son’ going through everyone’s heads as Gajeel snorted, looking
away. “As if I’'m anything like that bastard!”

“Really? | rather think you sound exactly like him. He was always stuck in his... | have
read it being called the emo phase, or the internal teenage years,” Kurnugi said, gesturing once
more to the books around them and causing Ranma and the others to break out into guffaws
while Gajeel turned red in the face. “But once you got past that act, you found he had an
incredibly decent mind and a knowledge of his element that no human could match.

“... I'd like to talk to you about him some other time, but we’re getting off-topic,” Gajeel
said, trying to act as if he was affronted, while also smirking at the idea of his father being called
an emo.

“Yes, back to my history lesson, | suppose. | wish more of the newspapers and recording
devices used by reporters had survived, but that sort of thing was only routinely archived in a
few of the city-states, and | have not found any yet here in Ven’auel or in any of the others |
have spent time in over the centuries.” His expression smoothed out, and he continued to
explain the Blasted Lands' history, “It was a sudden reversal. One year, everyone was scared
about the plague spreading. Two years later, the plague had been defeated. Fen and Dulok
started to get back on their feet, the others breathed sighs of relief and many of them began to
feel arrogant again. Arrogant that the disease had not come to their lands, arrogant that it had
been defeated. They did not realize that Fen and Dulok were in such bad shape that they could
not rebuild themselves. They needed immense resources from other city-states, and only a few
were willing to provide any, now that the diseases had been beaten. And so, they went to war
with their neighbors, launching preemptive strikes on them and then moving into their territory
quickly to gather resources.”

Kurnugi sighed. “At first, it looked as if it would be contained to that one area. The city-
states they attacked were utterly astonished. None of them had anticipated the action, although
looking back, | have to wonder if that was hubris, blindness or ignorance. Again, | was not
exactly close to the matter at hand. Regardless, Fen and Dulok smashed three others, gathering
what resources they could to rebuild themselves, using the conquered populaces as slaves. But
those three city-states had allies and the war began to spread. And then, some of the other city-
states decided that it was time to take advantage of the chaos. What had been a slowly
escalating war in one area of the continent quickly spread out.”



Kurnugi shook his head from side to side, his eyes far away for a moment. “I remember
being a wing at one point heading to the city of Windemere. A city that was mainly devoted to
working with plant life of all sorts. | believe it is the home of the Organically Composed Human
Army System.”

“The orcs?”

“Is that what you humans call them? | just call them green men. But yes, them. It was an
extremely well-thought-out and designed system, and they had spread it throughout their
territories to various small outposts. Even in those days, there were dangerous predators,
bandits, and, of course, other city-states to defend against.” Kurnugi then shook his head and
turned back to speaking about the city of Windemere. “As | said, | was within sight of
Windemere when a massive beam of magical energy crashed down from on high.”

“Like the Etherion?” Jenny asked.

“Ah, yes. That is indeed the one. Perhaps some of the designers of that weapon
apparently escaped the turmoil to Ishgar, the outer wilds as it and other peninsulas were called
then.” Kurnugi laughed quietly. “To think that such a small pinprick of land is now the only area
connected to Baraketh where humans can live. But | don’t doubt that system is still around, if in
a far reduced fashion.”

He then sobered, shaking his head, making a sound like metal scrapping on metal, and it
was only then that Ranma realized Kurnugi’s human form had lost some of its humanness. His
hair now ended in tiny swords, and scales had appeared on his shoulders and hands, his
emotions getting the better of him despite the dry way he was trying to explain the depths into
which the humans of the continent had fallen. The noise was coming from the sword tips of his
hair against Kurnugi’s scales.

“Er, my man, don’t look now, but your dragon side is showing,” Ranma interjected,
gesturing to Kurnugi’s shoulders.

“OH, I'm so sorry, that is quite rude of me.” With that, Kurnugi closed his eyes and
concentrated. A moment passed, and then the dragon features disappeared, leaving Natsu to
mumble about how that had been too cool, causing Ranma and the others to roll their eyes.

“Now, where was I? Ah, yes... the destruction of Windemere. The city’s shields held for a
few seconds and then were gone. Seconds later, so too was much of the city, seared to ash.”
Kurnugi sighed again, shaking his head. “And you must understand that if there is a word that
encompasses the chaos and madness that gripped the continent, it is the word escalation. With
every month that passed, it was as if whatever restrictions how the humans acted towards one
another were being removed, the violence intensifying, the carnage and death spreading.”



“That’s crazy! Surely, | mean, there’s no way...” Ranma paused, gathering his thoughts,
and when he spoke, it was in a far more serious voice than the others normally heard from
them. “Humans are good at war. We're good at fighting, are good at tactics, strategy, all that
stuff. But learning all that stuff also teaches most of us that there needs to be a check on that
kind of thing, rules of engagement, lines you just don’t cross, and some things you just don’t
accept. These city-states were not barbarians. They were not all xenophobes, racists or bigots.
There had to be some that were willing to pull back from this madness if only to realize that
attacking other city-states like this was removing what they hoped to gain in the war.”

“There, you speak to things | cannot answer. | only know what | observed. And what |
observed was the humans falling into madness,” Kurnugi answered bluntly.

“It could have been that once the first city-state had been wiped out, it just made
everyone else afraid. Everyone else felt as if they had to strike out quickly, holding nothing back,
or they’d be overwhelmed?” Gajeel suggested. Of the others there, he was easily the most
philosophical about combat, war and so forth.

“Again, | cannot say, although that makes some sense. | was in another city a few weeks
later after Windemere was destroyed, and | could feel the tension. All the civilians suddenly
realized that magical defenses could not stop magical offenses of that nature. Truly, the city-
states were eggs surrounded by mountains of steel. If an attack could bypass that steel in some
fashion, the egg would prove little defense. And every city had some long-range magic of mass
destruction.”

Kurnugi grimaced. “And so it proved time and time again. The Material Disruption magic,
which somehow took stones apart in some small, tiny, tiny form, turning anything it touched
into bombs. Several cities, including the city that had come up with that weapon, were
destroyed within a few hours of one another. Then there was the Blood Crystallization
Depopulation System, which hit here in Ven’auel and in several other cities. That seemed to be a
weapon that a few city-states had come up with either from stealing from one another or
through secret alliances. A mind control magic that turned the city’s own defenders against it.
The Solar Blade was the last orbital weapon built before the war began. It destroyed two city-
states in one attack, moving from one to another, creating a deep chasm between them so wide
and so deep that magma erupted from below the earth, spurting out in a wide portent that
soon covered the ground in every direction around it. Like blood trying to clot a deep cut on a
human body. Madness, utter madness. And worse, when the defenders of the city-state lost
their homes, they simply went on the attack.”

Ranma grimaced, wondering about his own world. Ugh, what would a group like, say,
Japan’s navy, or worse, the army, torturers and assholes or rapists and mass murderers, what a
choice, would’ve done if America had just... wiped out Japan, sinking the islands below the
ocean... “They would’ve fought to the last man, wouldn’t they? They would’ve simply attacked
whatever enemy was closest, not caring about what happened to them, just wanting everyone
else to pay.”



“l do not know if that happened in every case, but in many cases, yes. Sometimes,
without a hand to guide them, magically augmented or automated defenses like the orcs simply
continued to run, defending their territory or expanding mindlessly. And here in Ven’auel, there
were the Men of Iron.”

“Men of Iron? Do you mean those giant robots? The ones with a command team in the
head? We are staying in one a few days travel from here,” Gajeel said pointing in the direction
he hoped was east. However, unlike Ranma, he really didn’t have much sense of general
directions like that.

“Indeed, that sounds like a Man of Iron. There were around a hundred of them, although
I might not be remembering correctly. Ven’auel had attempted to stay neutral, simply defending
its borders with the Men of Iron and other defenses, devoting much of its time to trying to
figure out a means of defending against other city-states' long-range magical attacks. But it did
not work. As | said, the Blood Crystallization Depopulation System struck here, killing all within
the city in a... a truly horrible manner. | was not here for that, but | was close to another city
struck with the same system after the actual violence began to subside and saw the result left
behind. The blood of the people struck by that wave of energy slowly turn to stone, starting
from their blood outward...”

Kurnugi was not the only one who shuddered at that, with Juvia, in particular, wondering
how that would feel, your very blood turning into stone, until even your heart was frozen in
stone. “They died screaming. Eggs guarded by steel mountains, as | said. And then the Men of
Iron simply attacked everything.”

“W, when did the magical saturation start?” Juvia asked, while the others were all
looking at one another, somewhat shaken by the revelation of how humanity had acted so
crazed.

“Two years into the conflict,” Kurnugi stated, sounding far more certain about that than
anything else bar the start of the conflict. “Small things at first, but then, larger. The very land
became soaked with magic, the air heavy with it. It impacted animals, large and small first, then
humans, and finally, even their rune or ritual-based magical attacks did not quite function as
they should have. But by then, it was too late to stop. Too many militaries had been suddenly
deprived of anyone holding the reins or any reason to hold back. The violence continued for
another ten years or so, with magic continuing on a downward spiral.” Kurnugi shook his head.
“It was at that point that myself, my mother Celine, and other dragons who had been within the
continent began to flee. While we were immune to it, we are not entirely immune to many of
the long-range magical attacks.”

“Where was Ishgar in all this?” Juvia inquired. “Juvia knows our nations were not around
back then, but even so.”



“Nothing. It was not colonized at the time. As | said, | know that at least a few groups of
refugees began to try and flee to it late in the war of mutual destruction. But what came of
most of them, | know not. Indeed, my guess about the Etherion is only that, a guess. | do not
know much of the early history of the peninsula myself, although | believe that they were aided
by the Sage, Belserion and he was instrumental in helping them to create what amounted to the
first nation-state of the peninsula. Such as it was back then.”

“We know there were other nations back there in Ishgar,” Ranma interjected. “I know
that Crocus was built on the top of another city, and | know that Belserion was part of another
nation called Dragnof.”

“But those rose to prominence nearly a hundred years or more after the destruction in
Baraketh finally began to die out. And then came the northern dragons.” Kurnugi shook his head
slowly from side to side. “I had known that there were other dragons out there since | was a
hatchling, even though my mother never spoke of the northern dragons. She and | came from
the deep south. | was born on a somewhat small island down that way, situated along the river
Ashkala. Have you been able to penetrate the continent far enough to see the river? If you think
how the magic has affected the air and the land is amazing, how it affected the Ashkala River is
frankly appalling.”

“We haven’t seen any rivers. Streams, a few ponds and a whole lot of rain is all,” Ranma
reported, looking intrigued at the idea that there was a massive river out there. If it had an
island large enough to support a Dragon somewhere along its length, the thing must be way
wider than even the Yangtze and Nile combined!

“Focus, Ranma-sama,” Juvia said, reaching one arm over to gently tug at Ranma’s pigtail.
“You were saying something about the dragons from the northern continent?”

“Yes. On the northern continent, dragons had come to rule from one edge to the other.
Everything else was prey. That was how they saw the world. They did not interact with the rest
of the world overmuch until the war here on Baraketh began to end. After that, they started to
spread into this area and to hunt humans and other beasts. Soon, that activity spread even to
the survivors in Ishgar and elsewhere. Soon, the northern dragons concentrated on Ishgar,
where humans had begun to rebuild new nations for themselves, such as Dragnof. Not even
caring that the humans were doing so with the aid of other dragons.”

Kurnugi shook his head, looking at the humans with some amusement despite his grim
tone. “For my part, I’'ve never understood why so many of my brethren thought humans were
tasty. | simply cannot see it myself. But they thought you humans were simply another kind of
prey species. It did not matter to them that you could build, think and use magic. You were not
dragons, and thus, you were lesser in their minds. That belief soon spread to dragons from
other territories, even to many who had been wary of humans before the war in Barakesh. But
not all dragons fell into that mindset. Metalicana, myself. Belserion was closely involved with



humans both before and after the war. My mother as well, although frankly she... | have read
the phrase cold fish, and from the first moment | came upon it, | knew it described her.”

“It sounds almost like you’re estranged from your mother,” Jenny mused before a
horrible thought occurred to her. “It isn’t your mother who is sending those dragon creatures
down here, is it? We haven’t somehow found ourselves in the middle of a family squabble or
anything so stupid, right?”

Kurnugi looked both affronted and disgusted by the very idea, his face actually turning
green for a moment. “No! Whoever did that, I... ugh! No, although ‘mother’ is part of that, that
creature’s name, she is certainly not my mother. And | will ask you to make that kind of
insinuation again. Or else you will find my hospitality rapidly decreasing.”

So warned, Jenny subsided, actually bowing her head in apology. Kurnugi stared at her
for a few more seconds before turning back to the original discussion. “At any rate. Many of us
dragons joined with the humans, moved by a feeling of empathy or simply self-interest. After
all, humans can create so many things that we dragons could not. | know many dragons were
actually motivated by food. Like myself, they could never understand why you humans seem so
tasty to so many when you actually created so many more tasty things yourselves.”

Ranma and the others all snorted that, and Kurnugi went on in a much better mood than
a second ago. “We were led by Belserion and Igneel. One was the organizer, the other...” He
suddenly grinned over at Natsu, his eyes not on Natsu’s eyes but rather on his chest for some
reason. “Was the blunt object. The one leading all of the fights but never really organizing
anything or leading other dragons in a meaningful manner despite calling himself the ‘Fire
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Dragon King’.

While the others all laughed, Natsu took this easily, shrugging his shoulders. “Why’d
anyone wanna bother with leading other people or giving out orders when you could do
something yourself? Being king doesn’t mean you’re all about, you know, waving your hand in
declaring someone else should do something, making laws or any of that crap. It’s all about
being the strongest!”

“And that right there, ladies and gentlemen, is positive proof that Natsu is more dragon
than human,” Ranma quipped, causing Jenny, Juvia, Gajeel and even Happy to laugh, while
Natsu simply looked proud, and Kurnugi started, staring at Ranma for a moment, before going
back to looking at Gajeel and Natsu.

When his guests’ laughter subsided, Kurnugi went on. “At any rate, we fought the
dragons of the north numerous times, but only in small groups, with the humans doing what
they could. But slowly, the Northerners began to attack Ishgar and the humans there in greater
numbers. It took several months for us to realize why. They had declared a Great Hunt against
the humans. Whichever dragon ate the most humans would become their king, the
acknowledged strongest and most powerful regardless of element type or past grievances.”



“And then Acnologia happened?” Ranma guessed.

“Indeed,” Kurnugi said, his desire to keep speaking on the subject waning. “A large
number of dragons from the north came together in one attack on a city, whose name | cannot
recall, and then Acnologia happened. He’d already been given Dragon Slayer powers, and he
used them to good effect, slaughtering many of the dragons who had come to that festival. He
bathed in their blood as the other Dragon Slayers fought elsewhere throughout Ishgar. And
whereas the other Dragon Slayers all tried to fight the transformation, Acnologia gave himself to
it. Whereas for most, it took decades to succumb to their dragonification, it took him merely a
few years to become a real dragon. After that, Acnologia began to hunt every other dragon
down throughout Ishgar, both dragons and Dragon Slayers. Belserion died, as did my mother
and several others.”

Kurnugi shrugged. “l am not too proud to admit that | fled. Metalicana disappeared
along with Igneel and a few others, while ancient Typhon retreated into the ocean, far away
from any conflict. | at least attempted to fight Acnologia first, but when he nearly took my head
off and would had, if not for the distraction of another dragon named Garneticus, | decided |
could not face him in open battle. | retreated, and, | am not too proud to say it. That, that
monster’s power was far beyond mine at the time. | seemed to be but a hatchling to him. And
even now, after training and growing in power in the ruins of Baraketh, | doubt | could match
him.”

He looked at Ranma closely, shaking his head from side to side. “Throughout those years
of slaughter, no other dragon or Dragon Slayer could do more than knock Acnologia back on his
heels or the airborne equivalent. He sustained a few minor wounds, but they all healed quickly.
Yet you, you took one of his hands. That is a delightful tale to me. It also shows that perhaps you
and your mages have a chance of doing what any number of dragons could not: working
together to slay that monster.”

“Does that mean you can help us in some way?” Ranma leaped at that. YES. More
training and an actual dragon-sized sparring partner!

“Perhaps. We will speak of that tomorrow.”

It was with a start that Ranma and the others realized they had been talking for hours.
Looking around, Ranma could see that the sun was nearly gone. The shadows around them had
lengthened by a tremendous degree, and none of them had noticed, as engrossed in the
exchange of histories as they were.

“I’'ve been talking long enough and most particularly about serious matters,” Kurnugi
went on, looking at Gajeel. “Instead, | would like to hear of this one and how well my old friend
did as a father. Frankly, | cannot see him as such. Hah! Of all of us, | could only really see
Grandeeney as someone who could be an excellent mother. One to put my own to shame for



certain. But fatherhood among dragons is even rarer. Metalicana was a decent friend, but a
father, no.”

For a second, Kurnugi smiled at some hidden amusement or joke in those words. Seeing
that, Ranma wondered if perhaps there had been a rivalry between Selene and Grandeeney.
Judging by how the spirit of Belserion had reacted to Wendy’s scent and Atlas Flame had talked
about her, he knew that she had been something of a celebrity among dragons. Or maybe even
an idol.

“Now, tell me, what horrible habits did he teach you?” Kurnugi went on. “How often did
you have to look after yourself, and did he understand that you were not only small but
squishy? | honestly cannot imagine Metalicana as a father even of a dragon kit, let alone a
human.”

Gajeel snorted, leaning forward eagerly. “Hah, he did always seem to think | was made
out of metal. And | have got some stories to tell you. And to this day I’'m grateful | wasn’t a baby
but a toddler when he took me in.”

“Hey, let me get in on this too,” Natsu snickered, with a drowsy Happy on his head. The
cat had fallen asleep during the discussion and only now roused himself to shout ‘aye sir’ to
emphasize Natsu’s words. “I’'ve got some funny stories to tell of my time with Igneel. And you
said you’d met him. Maybe you can tell me something about him, too.”

“That sounds like an excellent way to pass the time, so long as the two of you start first.
As | said, I've done enough talking for a bit.” Kurnugi smiled at the two young men and then
looked over the others, his tone turning more formal, even haughty. “I do not own the city, but
it is my home, and as such, | will give you all leave to move around the area so long as you do
not disturb anything,” he seemed to pause then thinking, before adding judiciously, “unless
something else attacks you first. In which case, you may defend yourself so long as you do not
damage any of the buildings. | consider this entire city something like a monument to the
friends | had made among the humans within and would take it poorly should you damage it.”

Hearing the warning tone in the sword-wielding dragon in human form, Ranma and the
others nodded while Jenny and Juvia looked at one another, eyebrows rising in sudden interest.
It was Jenny who spoke up, as Ranma and the others answered Kurnugi’s words in the
affirmative. “I