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 Saturday 4 June

A ll right, panic over – everybody 

breathe . . . In and out . . . In 

and out . . . Nice, easy, non-fire-

breathing breaths . . . And . . . relax.

PHEW! That was a CLOSE one. I 

can’t believe that’s ANOTHER kingdom I’ve 

been driven from by those angry villagers . . . 



That must be, what, the THIRD 
KINGDOM this year?

I’ve been flying for so long, I was practically 

sleep-flying for the last few hours just 

looking for a kingdom to land in that I haven’t 

already been banished from. Frankly, I’m 

EXHAUSTED. And a little bit 

lost too. Hopefully, I’m out of the woods now.

Well, literally speaking, that’s clearly not 



true. I seem to be most definitely IN the woods, 

and they’re rather thick and dark too. Plus, 

OOPS, hang on a second – I think my tail’s 

still on fire . . . 

Is that a glimmer of water I spy through the 

trees? I’d better put this fire out before I get too 

comfy . . . 
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Ahh, yes – here we go! 

One niiiice cool river to dunk my flaming tail 

in . . .

One niiiice grassy riverbank to rest my poor 

weary—

OW! 
What was that? Who got me? Is there someone 

hiding in the woods? 

Oh . . . oh no – wait . . . It’s all right. It’s just 

an arrow from earlier still stuck in my bottom. 

That’s the good thing about dragon skin. You 

could stick me like a pin cushion and I’d barely 

even notice, plus I’m practically flameproof. 

Which I suppose is lucky for me given the number 

of flaming arrows I get shot at me. 

Still, a dragon has feelings, you know. Plus I 

HATE all that shouting and angry arm-waving. It 

ROOARRRRR!
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gets me all stressed and jumpy inside, and that’s 

when I SOMETIMES lose my temper and let 

out a little 

Just to get them off my back, you understand. 

And sometimes a teeny-tiny plume of scorching 

fire comes out too, and then of course everyone 

is like, OH, DRAGONS ARE SO 
BAD, when in fact it was THEM that 

came to MY  cave and started the trouble in 

the first place!

I don’t even know what their problem is. Can’t 

a dragon be left to guard his hoard in peace 

without getting shouted out of town? It’s not like 

I’m even IN town . . . I always pick a lonely cave 

ROOARRRRR!



miles away from anyone else, I never fly around 

in the day and I don’t steal princesses for company 

either like SOME dragons do. Princesses are 

far too shouty for my liking. I ONLY steal 

treasures. Anything for a quiet life! But there’s 

just no pleasing some people.

I’m going to miss my old hoard. SO many 

treasures . . . SO lovely and shiny . . . It’ll take 
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AGES to build anything like that again. I can’t 

keep starting from scratch. I’m going to have to 

play it smarter in this kingdom. Find a cave even 

FURTHER out. Keep my thievery on the 

downlow. Maintain a low profile. Secret missions 

under cover of darkness . . . Slipping in and out 

of the shadows . . . Full Stealth Mode! Silent, but 

deadly . . . So silent, no one will ever even know 

there’s a dragon in town . . .

What is this kingdom anyway? I don’t recognise 

it from my dragon history books – these woods, 

this long, curvy river  .  .  . it’s very distinctive. 

Strange that I wouldn’t recognise it. Dragons 

have documented all the kingdoms they’ve been 

to. Unless . . . they somehow never came to this 

one?? But that’s impossible. Dragons have been 

EVERYWHERE. Surely they 
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wouldn’t miss out on a nice kingdom like this – 

with that big shiny palace on the other side of the 

river, and the pretty little village beneath it, and 

that cute cobblestone bridge leading back over 

the river to . . .

Wait . . . Hang on a minute . . . What’s that . . .? 

On the bridge . . .? Is that . . .?

Oh DRAT. People on the bridge . . . and 

they’re coming this way!

Actually, not people . . . Bears, I think? Three 

of them: one little one and two great big hairy 

ones . . . 

UGH, what do I do? What do I do . . .? I’m 

getting all stressed again. I’m too tired to fly. No 

time to hide . . . I doubt I’ve even got enough breath 

for a puff of smoke let alone a rolling ball of fire.

Right, okay, time for Stealth Mode . . .
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If I stay C O M P L E T E L Y  
S T I L L, then maybe they won’t notice 

I’m here and will just keep walking . . .  


