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Of Dragons that Were Once Lost
Late one night a little girl crept
Down into the study, where her father might’ve slept.

But sleeping he was not, and in the dim light

He was flipping through papers, scribbling madly; it was quite a sight.

“What are you doing?” the little girl did say.

“I’m researching dragons, you know they existed once upon a day.

Though extinct now, don’t fret or bereave,

There’s Lacerta pyrophorus, a distant relative.”

With that the father sat her on his knee,

And told the story of how fire-breathing dragons came to be.

“Deep within the pharynx, the Organ of Feuerwerk swells,

Full of brown adipose tissue, with consistency of gels.

With sympathetic innervations it was filled

That when activated, metabolized the fat at will.

And with this the temperature rose,

All the way past 120˚C it could grow.”

“But what about the fire and the steam?” she asked while she sat.

“We have the Ducts of Kwentsch to thank for that.

Secreting fluid that boils up to steam,

The Duct and the Organ make quite a team.

As for the fire, one could make a guess at best,

The prehistoric dragons produced methane from the chest.

Such that belching released this gas,

Contacting the heat; we learn how flammable it was.”

“Won’t fire from the mouth and nose give dragons owies?”

“Not if they have these Bestos Bodies.

Containing mineral deposits that blunted ones knife,

Asbestos was used to protect a dragon’s life.”

“So dragons could be real,” the little girl said.

“But why are you studying this, instead of being in bed?”

“Well know, your draconian mother did say to me,

That I should learn more about her family tree.”

