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Dragons have been a source of deep fascination to the human race for centuries.  Across the world, fig-

ures of great scaly masters of the sky have cropped up again and again. Likewise, tales regarding dragons 

have reoccurred in the pool of stories that we’ve so helpfully received from you! This special edition of 

Inspired Ink focuses on longer stories — full adventures regarding terrifying dragons with hearts of 

stone, powerful beasts with a brutal thirst for justice, skilled dragons for every-day excitement and com-

panionship, and wise old serpents full of riddles and fantastical beauty.  

 

 

Dragons and their fantastical nature can be a great way to freely explore possibility without feeling the 

restrictions of reality. Mortal humans imagine dragons however they need dragons to be to do the job. 

Sometimes people want them to be a clear enemy, as hard or harder to defeat as they perceive the strug-

gles in their own lives to be… then they write a story about it being defeated, to explore triumph. Some-

times people want them to be a super-intelligent being that knows as much as the person wants to know, 

to explore ultimate knowledge. Likewise, people have long had the desire to explore the ability to fly, or 

be nearly invincible, or have magical powers like those of a dragon. Dragons fascinate people because of 

the many possible facets to their nature. To see what kind of person one is, one has only to look at what 

they interpreted a dragon to be. 

 

 

As such, it is truly a privilege to have been given the opportunity to work with such fantastical concepts 

brought to life by the skill of our own classmates. Their ability to swallow any viewer's mind until the 

dragons' incredible power seems real has impressed the Inspired Ink team, and we cannot thank you 

enough for the hard work you have all put in to make this magazine possible. Once again, you've proved 

that there are no limits to the imaginative ability of humans: the species who took the power of the great-

est beast ever said to have roamed these grounds… and gave it wings. 

 

 

If you'd like to contribute to our collection of visual and literary artwork, our next issue is going to be 

centered around fanfiction. This means that any work of art you've created based on a pre-existing reality 

other than our own is welcome; be it poetry, flash fiction, or a full story; digital or traditional art; or even 

a video — we’d be glad to give the link a spotlight in our magazine. We have yet to set a deadline for 

submissions, so send them in like the sky’s the limit! 

 

 

Thank you once again for representing our school’s creative talent. Enjoy! 



Run for your life 

It’s coming 

It’s here  

That thing that you all call  

Fear 

The one under your bed 

The one inside your head 

The one who you say isn’t even 

there 

It sees you 

It smells you 

It’s coming to get you 

Run if you can 

Go disappear and cry 

But you can’t hide from it 

It’ll just say “Nice Try” 

Its fingers are bony 

Its breath is ice cold 

Its skin is scaly  

And to face it, you’d have to be 

quite bold 

Run for your life  

It’s coming  

It’s here 

That thing that you all call 

Fear  
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Ardarog, King of the Thargruind Mountains and the Northernmost 

Underworld. 

It all began in black for me, and remained ever so.  Never did I see 

the sun and its radiant beams of warmth and comfort, but ever I 

yearned for it in the Pits of the Underworld.  Yet I toiled in the 

black rocks, searching for stones I thought useless, and loathing my 

captors.  They were the dwarves, strong and proud, but vain and 

stubborn.  They had captured me and taken me as a babe, away 

from the mountains in which I was born, and pulled me down to 

places where light does not pierce the land.  For years, I knew noth-

ing of the overworld.  It was all darkness, and gems.  I only knew 

these rocks by the feel, and knew nothing of their worth.  I only 

schemed of plots and treacheries, darker than the lightless, hopeless 

caves.  And the other dragons mocked me ever, for I was meek in 

the body, but in the mind I was sharper than a spear of angels that 

pierced the evil with righteousness and light.   

Finally, after over one hundred and sixty years of captivity, I es-

caped.  I had no mercy for my captors, and hewed their heads, and 

many lay bloody on the sick ground as I wrought destruction 

through their halls.  Nor did I show mercy for the dragons who had 

mocked and defiled me, and I spit flames of black onto them.  

When I escaped, I beheld a fair dragon, of pink and light hues.  I 

had before never seen one whose mere presence lifted my grim 

spirits so.  Yet an irreversible darkness still lurked in my foul heart, 

and, after ridding of my captors, it continued to be filled with spite 

and rage, preying even on the innocent.  Therefore, I assaulted her; 

yet she had no quarrel, and ran like a fleeting doe.  It wasn’t until 

years later that we met again.   

In the time of my free state, I built a small abode of stone and 

wood, and dwelt humbly; eating only goats and hawks, and sipping 

from the frosty streams of the Mountains of Thargruind.  I yearned 

to see their peaks, and set off one day with provisions.  I climbed 

the peaks that cut my body; and toiled through bitter winds, the 

chill of the night, and the lack of hope.  Yet I persisted, climbing 

into the ever frigid mountains, supposing that greatness lay at the 

peak, welcoming me with open arms so that I could live in peace.  

Nay, it was not so.  The peak was of grim desolation, of a sickly 

silence.  It was the wilderness of nothingness, and this nothingness 

was the supreme ruler.  None could conquer it, not a thousand siege 

machines nor the mightiest of the Elders of Dragons.  And still, this 

became my home for all eternity.   

I wrought mighty forts carved out of the bones of the mountain, 

shaped as fortresses of isolation.  And neither the old nor brave 

dared to climb my mountain, for it was protected with spells of 

power that none but the Dragon of Light could have broken.  And 

so, unbeknownst to others, I began to toil once again for gems, but 

now I could behold their beauty, and none more magnificent.  Their 

beauty was, unlike the trees and bird and beasts, a beauty timeless 

to all the wars and peace of worlds.  Many days I toiled for gems, 

and in my castle at the top of the Carven Mountain, I pondered the 

world below.  After becoming bored with my labor, I set out to 

trade with, although I loathed them, the dwarves.  They regarded 

me as a great power, and lived under my rule.  Even though I was 

pleased with this, I did not, I could not, ever forget their deeds.  

And so I ruled fairly, yet strictly, for three hundred years and 

twenty.  Finally, my wants became too great, and I left my land in 

search of other dragons, especially the pink dragon of flowers.   

I left my kingdom of rocky spires and claws jutting out of the ma-

jestic mountain, excited with the world beyond.  Yet I found that 

the world was as cruel yet beautiful as the mountain itself.  Hu-

mans harassed me to and fro, and I found no repose in the hills 

under the Mountain.  They went so far as to scale my kingdom, 

and attempt to defile my lands and take my gold and precious 

stones.  Jealousy and hate ruptured forth like a tsunami of fire, and 

I incinerated these brave adventurers, until nothing, not even ash-

es, could be found of them.  I renewed my spells of old; and only I 

could permit mortals to scale my Majesty, my Queen, my Precious 

Mountain of Carven stone and innumerable treasures.  The gold 

and gems were ever in my heart.  Always. 

Eventually the winds warmed, and my body weakened from this 

air.  I saw many men, proud peoples who cared nothing of the 

balance of the world around.  They mined, but never stopped.  

Their greed had consumed them.  Many thought I had been con-

sumed by it, but it is a dragon’s nature to defend their hoard.  You 

cannot blame me for my species’ misgivings.  The humans, more 

hostile and savage, used few long-ranged weapons, much to my 

liking.  I had only a small cut from that flat lands people, and I 

sailed on the wind’s majesty towards the Bottomless Sea. 

The air was chill and crisp, like the air of home, but less frosty and 

bitter.  I enjoyed the air, and returned to a state of full vitality.  

The pink dragon still eluded me, and the air made me quite home-

sick.  Still, I yearned to adventure; so I ventured North and West, 

and passed over a cluster of mountains, much smaller than mine, 

yet tall and foreboding, which I enjoyed.  I decided to return 

home, soaring through the silky blanket of fog that streamed its 

wet fingers through the tall hairs of a forest.  This forest stretched 

farther than the eye could see, and my keen eyes, seeing better 

than any in light or dark, tried to grasp the end of the green ex-

panse; yet they failed.  So, I flew over the forest for five days, 

sleeping in the air and letting the warm, moist currents lap over me 

like waves on a hot day, and I slept well.  But, I turned back after I 

beheld the end, which was a disappointing hill and lands filled 

with many strange settlements, whose that looked to belong to like 

dreks, the land elves who farmed with magic and hoe alike.  They 

bothered me not, although grudgingly gave me food for my trip 

back.  In turn, I enchanted their tools with blossoming and rich 

powers, which they remembered with great fellowship and love 

from then on.  My journey home was uneventful for the most part.   

When I returned home, the smell of iron and smoke was alight.  

The men of the Plains had assaulted my lands, and they were try-

ing to take it.  My Mountain was trodden with pagan feet, and an 

ire awoke in me so great I could not contain it.  My fire glowed 

white, but turned blacker than a winter midnight when it cooled.  

The Ring of Black it was called from then on, and no mortal was 
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allowed, by the Council of Elder Dragons, to go past it, and all 

immortals were to ask, save the Holy ones.   

When this ordeal of death and destruction was over, the black 

flame in my heart subsided not.  It only grew bigger as the days 

passed, and my heart rotted with lust of blood and gem akin.  The 

dwarves and men at the Hills of the Mountain suffered, and nearly 

revolted until I calmed them with my honeyed words and charms 

of appealment.  This lasted only a short period, and soon malice 

filled me again.  I journeyed forth in my lands for relaxation and 

calm, so I could once again rule as a lord of high respect and pow-

er; not as a filthy barbarian that wallows in power and whores and 

blood, whose soul is corrupt and void of all put more of all desires, 

and that consumes men and dwarves of that kind alike, to the point 

of no return.  We dragons have no such desires, and if we did, the 

world would suffer many times over, and none, not even the Holy 

ones could stop our insatiable thirst for wrath and power.   

It was then that I happened upon the most beautiful land of all.  It 

was fairer than the Holy Lands, and more tranquil than a summer’s 

morn at the Bottomless sea, with so much beauty my heart filled 

with pure light, and love, and glowed out of my chest with pride, 

but not vanity, of the perfection of this land.  My words and deeds, 

and those of a thousand men of a thousand years could not have 

perfected this paradise more than it already was.  I roamed willows 

with small white blooms on their coaxing tips, and fruits of plenty 

in the orchards and gardens below the hills of willows.  And be-

hind all the majesty and beauty, there was a creature, small but 

radiant.  I ventured closer but wary, for I thought I had never seen 

this creature before.  Then it turned its head, and my heart once 

again filled with a thousand joyous songs and festivals for all.  Her 

fair face was delicately laced with oaks, oaks I had never seen 

before. They were light, and strong, wrought with a magic benevo-

lent as the gardens themselves.  Her skin was a pink color, one I 

had never beheld with my dark eyes, and I could not help but gaze 

in wonder.  Her amber eyes gleamed with the light of a thousand 

stars, those that never faded, day or night, rain or shine, cloud or 

sun.  Her scales glimmered with the sun, penetrating cloud and 

plant alike.  When she first spoke, silky rivers of the most beautiful 

waters flowed out, cleansing my heart for the time I resided there.  

“Welcome!  Come, see this.” She eagerly beckoned me, and I 

came. 

A gleaming river was in front of us, and yet no light hit it.  In fact, 

it was loomed over by a grim mountain of mine, which I wished I 

could have leveled at the time.  I had never felt these emotions 

before, and they flooded my sense and logic like none other.  I was 

stunned, quite literally, from this experience.   

“Isn’t it fascinating?”  She whispered.  “It’s so dark, though the 

light is so near.  It’s like it wishes to remain enveloped in dark.  I 

don’t know how it glimmers with such little light to inspire it.”  

She lifted her sleek wings into the sky until the light hit her and 

shone its fiery magnificence into the small pool.  She then looked 

at me, as though expecting a continuation of her thoughts by way 

of conversation. 

Though I did not wish to defile the soft waters with my stony voice, I 

wished to please her, so I said,“The shadows of old may try to con-

tain all, but the beauty of this place... I may but humbly stand in is 

timelessness.” 

She laughed.  “It truly is a wonder, isn’t it?  I am lucky to have ever 

found it.”  She considered for a second, tilting her head and studying 

me, then her eyes lit up once more.  “Would you like to see some-

thing beautiful?” 

“I’m quite sure I have, and I doubt that after all this, it could be even 

more good.”   

“Perhaps you won’t enjoy it as I do, but I see no reason to not show 

you, sir.  It’s my pride and joy, you see.  Just wait.  Come!”  And she 

dashed through her gold meadows with the enthusiasm of a fawn just 

learning how to jump to another part of the oasis.  I followed curi-

ously.   

A forest bloomed in the middle of one of the caverns, stretching up 

to fill the odd holes of the tall mountains above.  Down the middle of 

it bubbled a cold, clear river more beautiful than the last, hard though 

it seemed at that time.  The mountains parted here in such a way that 

the bleached trunks of birch and magic oaks shone like marble.  I 

rushed along beside her, wishing she’d slow so I could take in the 

sights around me.  “I am no sir, but Lord of the Carven Mountain,” 

said I, trying to put on a brave and vain facade, when in fact I was at 

her mercy.   

“Forgive me, m’lord; I didn’t know.  My, but you are far from home, 

aren’t you?” 

She enthusiastically scampered through pathways through the trees, 

diving up through holes in the foliage and twirling mid-air to be sure 

I was following. Then, suddenly she stopped.  

“Close your eyes, m’lord.  And then follow my voice.”  

I closed my eyes tight, and blood rushed through me.  My normal 

state had left me long ago, and if she were tricking me, I couldn’t 

have done anything of affect.  So, I followed warily.   

When I opened my eyes once more, I found myself engulfed in the 

midst of a cavern the size of a small kingdom.  Obsidian paths lined 

flower beds of bright colored tulips, fruit trees in eternal blossom 

perfumed the air irresistibly, and birds sang from large glowing ba-

sins of water, splashing and sinking the circular petals that fell like 

leaves and floated delicately on the surface of the water.  As she 

swished by a weeping willow, it sighed, and shook, and fell across 

her scales like the soft rain it so sounded like. She beamed and 

twirled her tail in the long strands until they shone like constella-

tions, then pranced to another corner where sunflowers stood tall, 

projecting their own daylight into the dark of the roof of the cavern.  

Small blue flowers with gaping tongues laden with lustrous grains of 

pollen climbed the stalks with twining vines.  Changing her mind 

instantaneously, she flew to a different part of the cavern with a pond 

surrounded by reeds and lilies.  Large fish with scales of gems and 

silver lazily lounged about in the clear depths lit up from within by a 

source I could not see.  Truly this cavern was more spectacular than 
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all the halls of gold and gems I might possess.  A tinge of jealously 

tinted my emotions, making them sour.  Yet another whiff of the 

aroma’d cave and I was again in an ethereal state of awe, as a baby 

is when it first experiences its family cuddling it with the purest of 

love and joy.  

“I-I-it’s-” For the first time in my life, I was wordless.  I was truly 

as powerless and innocent as a week-old puppy. 

“My name is Brynnth, Queen of the Florid, and Ruler of Alaria, this 

Land of Beauty that you stand in.” 

I bowed, although uncomfortably, to her majesty, as it was more 

than mine could ever be.  “M’lady.  I know not of the words to de-

scribe your land, and complement of endless quantity would not 

suffice in the slightest way of your land.  The Dragons of the Holy 

land bow to you, as do I.” 

She blushed, but I could tell she had heard that many a time, so I 

bowed lower in recognition of her respect.  She giggled sheepishly, 

and curled her tail around her feet.  “I take it you’ve enjoyed your 

stay?” 

“One hour here is enough to suffice me an eternity in the deepest 

mines of the Underworld, and still carry me to the Holy lands as a 

guest of honor.” 

“Th- the Underworld?” She stuttered. 

I was dumbfounded that she knew not of the Underworld, where I 

had toiled all my early life in silence.  How could this injustice be 

onto me, a dragon once cheerful and enthused at life itself?  My 

eyes fired up, but I breathed in and plastered a grin onto my face.   

“Tis the land of eternal dark, yet fires of no count burn ever in their 

hellish pits, and the riches of the world lay.  I was once-” I paused, 

trying to restrain my tongue. “I was once a captive of vile cre-”  My 

throat was blocked by a lump of agony and despair. 

“Who hurt you?” she whispered in horror, curling up beside me and 

folding her wings around herself protectively. 

“I- it was the Dwarves of the underworld, not like those you have 

encountered, I suppose.  They are cruel, and ruthless, and care only 

for jewels, but the jewels fuel their hate and wretched desire.”  My 

nostrils fumed at the thought, emitting a black smog in front of us.  

“Oh, pardon m-me,” I exclaimed, gaining my grim composure back. 

“Worry not,” she whispered. 

“I will regret leaving this place so, yet I must.” 

“So soon?” 

“I came only to relax, but beyond this place, lies my Kingdom, and 

a King must protect his Kingdom, is that not just?” 

“It is, but I am a Queen of a far off land, yet I reside here for longer 

than many live to be.” 

“One would have no reason to blame you, m’lady.  I simply have a 

life filled with things not like your gardens, such that would seek to 

deface and corrupt your fair lands.  I wish not such a wonderful 

creature to suffer what I have, and feel what I have felt.” 

“Is this not Alaria, the land of Eternal Beauty?  No matter the cor-

ruption, eternity cannot be altered.” 

“It matters not if it is Alaria or the Underworld.  I must depart by 

the next sunrise, although my heart wants more of this- and of 

you.”  

“Wherefore?  Who are you protecting in your kingdom, if I may 

ask?  People?  They last for a season or two, but no longer.  Riches 

uncountable?  My lord, those can be moved.  The beauty of your 

life does not have to be separate from the beauty I have found 

here.”  

I sighed.  “If you would have me, I would be glad to stay.  But only 

for a week more!  If I tarry too long, this oasis might be gone by 

summer’s end, which draws near.” 

She giggled once more.  “M’lord, with all due respect, I fear you 

misunderstand the meaning of the word ‘eternal.’  Though the flow-

ers may turn to fruit or fade away, there is always beauty here, be it 

spring’s growth or autumn’s death.” 

“Are you enslaving me?  To sit complacent on boughs of white so 

that the world around will crumble, until even this palace of majes-

ty is no more?  Would you have me throw away my life, and the 

lives of countless others because you yearn for one who is naive 

enough to stay with you?  If that is your purpose, I must leave at 

once so that your enchantments do not muddle my mind, that which 

I have worked and honed for countless more days.” 

She rose and paced around me.  “Heavens no, m’lord.  Driafold 

forbid.” 

I eyed her suspiciously. “Then why do you so strongly insist upon 

this eternalness, when you have had nothing but pansies and birds 

to frolic in while others burn in the fiery pits of the Underworld?” 

“I know not what I’ve done to lose your trust; I simply mean only 

to persuade you that there are no true reasons for you to leave the 

very day you’ve come.  Have you other plans, pray tell?” 

“I have felt something that has never entered my life, and I wish for 

it to stay, but I must, I must continue to attend to my people.  I have 

plans beyond plans made by the wise and the sly and the keen of 

eye.  However, I will stay this night.” 

“Then for this night, I shall rejoice!”  And with that, she beamed 

with a thousand stars’ radiance once more, and soared above the 

trees.  

That night was a light blue sky, where fireflies dotted the sky.  We 

told each other of our tales until even the fireflies slept, and she 

much enjoyed my tale, or feigned to quite well.  I slept like a lamb 

that night. 

The morning after, I awoke with a strange feeling. I lazily looked 

Adarog (Cont.) — Adam Atman 

Page 6 Volume 1, Issue 5 



Page 7 Inspired Ink 

over my shoulder, and found her tail to be wrapped around mine, 

laying on my shining coat of black mail.   

I flew beyond the clouds, over the white tips of jagged rock, and 

for once, felt saddened to be returning home.   

The next thousand years were peaceful, and I thrived.  Men 

moved to the hills below, and payed tribute to me.  I accepted 

them, and all was well.  I returned to the oasis at times, and be-

friended the few dragons that dwelt there at times, but never 

caught another glimpse of the pink dragon.  I traveled more, and 

befriended many dragons of the South and Holy lands, yet rarely 

saw them.  Many were great dragons, one was the ruler or ice, 

and I quite liked him, and his twin was the ruler of the Bottom-

less Sea.  One ruled the adjacent plains, and we enjoyed many of 

the same endeavors.  Through this Dragon, Brandosaurus, an odd 

name, I met many of the Holy Dragons, especially Driafold, the 

Heavenly Enchantress, and Graviarth, King of the White Lands, 

the most holy and forbidden of all places in this world.  They 

aided me in my times of need concerning peaceful acts, and I 

them for acts of war, and of trade. 

To the North of the Carven Mountain, and looping around to the 

South on the other side, was a swampland that I sought not, until 

the invasion of  the Gargs, a vicious tribe of plainsmen, who rode 

donkeys with crude leather armor and tunics. They sacked and 

burned my subject’s villages, and left nothing in their wake.  

Many great heroes of my land fell, and my blackened heart sof-

tened, pitying them.  So I set out for aid, for these men were of 

great numbers and warriors beyond most others’ capabilities.  In 

the swamplands dwelt a great dragon, by the name of Zachari-

thor.  He was of the great race of Wyverns, the spawn of great 

snakes and dragons, who thrive in such conditions.  It was not 

until we became companions and close friends that I learned he 

was indeed a fire wyvern, and had volcanoes of old in his con-

trol.  However at this time, we had barely met, and he pledged 

himself only for protection against these savages.   

Soon, many onslaughts became to many, and he called upon his 

people, swampmen in rotten wood huts, and bogs monsters, dis-

turbed from their eternal sleep in the mires and marshes.  These 

were not the best warriors, but I appreciated them nonetheless, 

for my peoples had lost much in this bloody war.  For two years, 

the tides ebbed and flowed as battles were won, and territories 

taken and lost at the whim of the Holy ones.  One day, as the 

bright sun rose over the trees and bloodied plains beneath my 

lands, the Gargs launched one final invasion, one final attempt to 

break what was and still is dear to me: my mountain.  Although 

spells and laws of the gods prevent these men from entering, 

their warlocks and sorcerers wrought spells to rip the roots of the 

mountains, older than time itself, from the earth which it was 

born from.  Zacharithor and I incinerated those men who would 

have disrupted the laws of Mother Nature, which infuriated me.  

His fires burned with the light and heat of a thousand suns, as if 

lava of the ultimate magnitude spewed forth and 

remained as powerful as ever.  My fires of doom spread treacher-

ies and foul thought into the minds of men.  Soon, skirmishes 

began, and the armies of once strong men wereas weakened until 

onlyto those who could survive their own warriors remained.   

For many years after, the Lord of Volcano and Swamp alike aided 

me, and I him.  We scoured our lands for enemies, and ridded 

ourselves of them.  Many a day I spent in the wild with only one 

to watch my back, whichand so it built our trust.  We occasionally 

sparred, him always the better, but I put up good fights.  He took 

me to his Kingdom, on an island of bones of defeated foes and 

others of lost wanderers, all bones.  His great hoards of treasures 

were almost more than mine, yet he had much more than gold and 

jewels of princes long passed.  He had collections of fine art and 

sculptures, and an assortment of other fine displays. 

I decided after thirty years of such endeavors to be more invested 

in my self-improvement, and my kingdom’s well-being.  I opened 

up more commerce and trade routes throughout my kingdom, and 

it thrived.  I taxed the richest, and  helped the peasants who strug-

gled to be able to farm and provide for their families.  Mining 

became a prosperous job, and many gained much wealth from 

delving into the earth.  However, my mountains could not be the 

riches of all forever, so I delved deeper.  The dwarves made 

mines that tunnelled down, where there was no morning, or day, 

or night.  Only darkness thicker than the rock itself, and more 

powerful than the lights that struggled down in these dens and 

caverns.  The picks and hammers and chisels broke down in these 

depths, for spells wrought at the beginning of time had lurked 

here, untouched by time.  My greed overcame me, and I broke 

these spells, for I desired ever more gems.  I licked my lips for the 

taste of power, for only from power comes change.  Great change, 

sometimes more terrifying than a wave a thousand men tall, or an 

army against alone watch tower of wood and thatch.   

One day, as I patrolled the Underworld of mine, when I stumbled 

upon a stone.  It was a great slab with crude inscriptions on the 

sides saying “The dragons of old and kings of here, for all the best 

come from far and near, the Past is not the future, and we must 

continue, from the murk and sinew, there must come the Queen of 

dark, who holds that mark, that when one sees it, He shall know, 

for it is a scar of no repair, blacker than night, deadlier than a 

bear.” 

I searched around for anyone, but found no signs of life.  Sudden-

ly, a dark shadow pounced onto me, clawing at my throat and 

pinning my wing to the ground.  I vomited a black fire, and 

rammed her with my curled horns, which were sharper and harder 

than battering rams or iron and steel.  Backing off, she pranced 

around the central stone. Her eyes pierced my soul, the inner 

workings of my mind and my deepest desires. Finally, she stood 

tall with a cracked smile on her face. 

“Welcome home, my Lord.” 
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I ran and ran, never looking back, for I was terrified of what I 

might see. I took a sharp right turn and found myself at a dead 

end. I slowly turned around and backed up against the cold wall. I 

sunk to my knees, and my body shook like a leaf in the wind. I 

hid my face in my hands and waited for the creature to find me. 

This was it, this was the end. 

Whoops. I’m getting ahead of myself. I bet you’re a little lost, 

huh? Well then, let’s go back to the beginning, and the next time 

this scene comes around it’ll make more sense. See you then, 

wonderful reader! 

Hello, my name is Uttara Bloodmoon. I am from the Crescent 

Ashes clan. The clan’s location is kept secret. We are all kept far 

away from the humans. You may be wondering what my clan 

members are if they aren’t “human,” huh? Yeah, you probably 

have a list of guesses but I can tell you that you are wrong. The 

author doesn’t like cliches… so yeah. We are all mostly human, 

we just stay away from all the other humans due to some certain 

differences in some of our clan members. There are the special 

few that are the ‘shifters.’ They are born with a mark that shows 

what they will shift into. They are the elite, and they protect the 

whole clan from the feral monsters that lurk outside the bounda-

ries. The shifters are never seen inside the Clan’s territory though. 

   I am the clan leader’s ‘Shame.’ Why is that? Because I was 

born from a woman that he laid with that wasn’t his honor mate. 

My mother was a wonderful woman. She died when I was only 
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five years old. She died saving me from a feral. She was a dragon 

shifter. Shifters’ offspring are usually shifters as well. Unfortu-

nately I was born without a mark, which means I am not a shifter. 

My ‘Shame bringer’ has only allowed me to stay because it is his 

duty to care for his ‘Shame.’ I am not allowed to call him 

“Father” because I am a ‘Shame.’ I’m not allowed to leave the 

boundaries of the camp. I could listen, and be good, but the Au-

thor didn’t design me that way. 

Right now I’m wandering through the trees outside of the bound-

aries humming a song. I walk up to a humongous tree in the mid-

dle of a large clearing surrounded by blackberry bushes. The tree 

is extremely old, having been here since the clan was created. Its 

trunk is a beautiful blend of many browns, twisting up with hun-

dreds of branches, hiding a secret. Its gigantic roots flow through 

the earth and pop up in some places, breaking up the giant clear-

ing. Its leaves are many shades of green providing vibrant color, 

drawing in the eyes to admire the tree in all its glory. I quickly 

scan my surroundings, making sure no one and nothing is around. 

Then, I run to the tree, leap halfway up the trunk, and use its 

twisted form to easily climb onto the branches where a small 

treehouse is hidden. I swing into the small home and sigh con-

tently. 

Suddenly I am tackled to the floor by a not-so-little ball of fur. I 

laugh as it attacks my face with doggy kisses, and wags its tail so 

hard its whole body shakes side to side. “Down Kreah!” I man-

age to shout out in between laughing fits. She quickly moves off 
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of me and sits next to my head. I sigh and 

smile at her. “Silly Dire wolf, you have got 

a ton of energy today.” I look at Kreah and 

then down the tree. “You’ve gotten pretty 

big, girl… I can’t hide you here anymore, 

Kreah…” I slowly stroke her ears. “...But I 

don’t wanna lose you.” Kreah whimpers 

slightly and curls up next to me, laying her 

head on my lap. I lay back and stare at all 

the drawings on the ceiling. I move from 

picture to picture, not needing any words to 

know the story; my eyes soon grow tired 

and I slip into a dreamless sleep. 

The moonlight shines through the leaves 

and window, falling on my face. I sit bolt 

upright and stare out the window in horror. 

I am out past curfew… thanks Author, you 

just had to make this story “more interest-

ing.”  

“You need to leave. Now! But please take 

me with you! I need to protect you, Uttara!” 

Kreah yells at me. Oh did the Author forget 

to mention that I can speak to animals? 

Sorry I guess the “Almighty Author” is 

quite forgetful.  

“But… it’s past curfew. The monsters are 

out there prowling for a victim. You know 

they circle the Clan's territory!” I yell back, 

a look of terror in my eyes.  

“Uttara, you saved my life. I must guard 

yours,” Kreah says protectively. “You have 

to make it to your eighteenth birthday. It’s 

the most important… trust me.”  

I climb down the tree, and Kreah jumps into 

my arms. I catch her with ease and set her 

down gently. We set off in the direction of 

the Clan’s territory. I keep looking around 

and jumping slightly at any noise. Kreah 

keeps her ears and nose trained to the area 

surrounding us. She stares into the trees 

searching for any movement. From behind 

us a twig snaps, and we hear leaves rus-

tling. “W-what the heck was that?” I say, 

feeling panic begin to set in. Kreah’s ears 

perk up and she sniffs at the air. Suddenly 

she looks behind us and growls deafening-

ly.  

“Run Uttara. Now!” She screams at me.  

“K-Kreah please. Promise me you’ll be 

okay… I need you with me. You said I 

have to make it to my eighteenth birthday. I 

need you to be there with me, and forever 

from then on,” I say through gritted teeth. 

“You’re my best friend… my only real 

family.” Tears start to form at the corners 

of my eyes. 

“I promise. I will make it to your birthday 

tomorrow, and I will stay with you until 

death,” Kreah replies with love lacing her 

voice. I nod and run towards the Clan’s 

territory. I scream as I hear Kreah howl in 

pain. I start crying immediately. I see the 

wall and run into the entrance taking ran-

dom turns. Oh. Again Author? You forgot 

to mention that the wall surrounding the 

Clan is a giant maze. Sorry reader. I keep 

running and running, never looking back, 

for I am terrified of what I might see. I take 

a sharp right turn and find myself at a dead 

end. I slowly turn around and back up 

against the cold wall. I sink to my knees 

and my body shakes like a leaf in a torna-

do. I hide my face in my hands and wait for 

the creature to find me. This is it, this is the 

end. 

I am both horribly broken up, and extreme-

ly angry because I don’t know if Kreah is 

alive. I look up and stare at the moon. It’s 

at its highest point, which means it is mid-

night. “Ha… ppy… birth… day… to… 

me,” I try to sing, sobs breaking my voice 

up as I cry my eyes out. I barely even no-

tice the ‘creature’ I’ve been running from. I 

look up, and what I see chills me to the 

bone. “Sh-shame bringer?” I stare at the 

Clan leader, and notice the blood -- Kreah’s 

blood -- splattered across his face and tor-

so. I then take notice of all the people that 

are behind the leader.   

“Hello, my ‘Shame.’ It is your eighteenth 

birthday. It is time for you to die,” he says 

not a trace of remorse in his voice or fea-

tures.  

“Y-you hurt Kreah…” I say, still in utter 

shock.  

“I doubt that mutt will live through the 

night, ‘Shame.’” The venom laced words 

seem to be hissed at me. “You… mon-

ster!” I scream at him, pure rage flowing 

through my body and thrown at him with 

my  words. The moonlight shines down 

onto me and I glare at my ‘Shame bring-

er.’ “You shall not ever see the light of 

day again.” My words are thrown at him 

like a dagger. I can see the fear in his 

eyes. Suddenly my chest is glowing 

brightly with a wide range of colors. It 

burns my skin, and in an instant my shirt 

is gone. I feel a surge of power flow 

through my body. For once in my life I 

feel like I have a purpose. My ‘Shame 

bringer’s cruelty to my friend will not go 

unpunished. The light vanishes and every-

one can see the clear, rare, powerful mark 

on my chest. It’s a dragon reared up on its 

hind legs; tail wrapped behind its body 

and positioned next to it’s front legs. Its 

claws and teeth obviously sharp and dan-

gerous, head held high with pride and 

power, and wings unfolded, framing the 

strong body. Silver scales shine and stand 

out from each other, drawn with delicate 

details. Its entire body radiates a power to 

be feared by those that would dare to 

mess with the dragon’s human form. Its 

eyes seem to stare into the souls of those 

that oppose me. With my mark I gain the 

dragon’s knowledge. 

“You have treated me worse than a 

‘Shame’ should be treated. You have hurt 

the one thing that truly loved me. You 

have hurt my only true family. Now that 
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my dragon has awoken I know that the ‘ferals’ are not the ene-

my. They aren’t even feral! You are the enemy!” I scream in a 

voice full of powerful rage. Then, a horrible truth occurs to me. I 

stalk closer to my ‘Shame bringer’ and growl, “I know the rea-

son the shifters are never around. You kill them. Or you force 

them to work for you! The lucky ones run away. You… you 

ordered a shifter to kill my mother!” I realize that I no longer 

care about the man standing before me. I hold nothing back. 

“You took away my mother and now you have come to kill me 

to ensure that the shifters stay under your control.” I watch eve-

ryone around me closely. Some have looks of shock. Others 

have looks of pure terror.  

My mark begins to glow again. I look back up and stare into my 

‘Shame bringer’s’ eyes, a look of pure hatred in my eyes and 

pure horror in his. I close my eyes and reopen them, my eyes 

having transformed into those of a dragon’s. My whole body is 

engulfed by the light, and my bones begin to break, and grow, 

and then reform into my new shape. Scales replace my soft skin. 

My dull teeth and short nails transform into razor sharp fangs 

and claws, sharp enough to cut a diamond and strong enough to 

break steel. My frail bones become almost unbreakable. Power-

ful wings burst from my back. The glow disperses and I emerge 

the strongest of anyone and anything. I am the rightful leader of 

all shifters. I am a dragon. Geez Author. You probably 

should’ve mentioned earlier that the dragon shifters, being as 

rare as they are and being so powerful, they are the natural lead-

ers/rulers of all the shifters. Sorry again reader. Silly Author 

seems to forget a lot of things. 

“You have mistreated myself and every shifter you have come 

across. You have killed an innocent creature that only wanted to 

protect me. You have shown that you do not deserve to live. 

Because of your actions, I sentence you to death. Those that 

didn’t know and are just following orders may leave.” I look at 

each person I know is innocent, and watch them leave. “You all 

on the other claw,” I growl at the remaining twenty humans, 

“shall die alongside your leader.” I let out a commanding roar as 

loudly as physically possible. I stare into the forest and then turn 

my head upwards toward the sky and let loose a huge flame 

from my powerful jaws. 

I look towards the forest once more and grin an extremely wide 

and toothy grin. The shifters emerge from the trees -- some 

shifted, others not -- answering the call. The stench of terror 

perfumes the air as the humans in front of me quake. “Thank 

you for answering my call. Now then, take your revenge on any 

of the humans standing before you. But the clan leader is mine!” 

My booming voice relays the message to every shifter. They all 

nod and bow for a short moment before leaping at the humans. I 

reach out a clawed hand, grasp my ‘Shame bringer’ tightly, and 

quickly take flight and rise high into the night sky. 

I point the Clan leader’s face towards the carnage. “It is because 

of you that this is happening. You are relieved of your duty as 

Clan leader and as my ‘caregiver.’” I hiss out the words feeling no 

remorse. “Goodbye ‘Shame bringer,’ may your soul be judged as 

harshly as it deserves to be.” I drop him and he falls rapidly to the 

earth. After he stops moving I land and shift back into human 

form. “Please shift back to your human forms.” My words flow 

through the air and the ones that are shifted do as they are asked. 

Two female shifters come forward carrying the body of Kreah. 

With sad faces all around they set her down in front of me. 

“Thank you for bringing her to me, friends.” I murmur as I fall to 

my knees. 

I lift Kreah’s head to my chest and cry into her shoulder while 

stroking her soft fur. “Please come back to me... let’s live our 

lives together. I need you, my friend.” I choke out through my 

tears. My mark glows and Kreah’s body lifts into the air and her 

wounds disappear. A large silver dragon mark stretches from her 

shoulder to her hind leg. Her eyes shoot open and she jumps into 

my arms screaming. “Ottara! You made it! You saved me! I love 

you!” I laugh and hug her tightly. “I love you too my furry 

friend.” It is now time to take my rightful place. Thank you, Au-

thor. Thank you for not keeping my friend dead. Now then, do 

what Authors do best and skip forward in time.  

My name is Uttara Bloodmoon. I am the leader of the Crescent 

Ashes clan. I was born and given the title of ‘Shame.’ Now I am 

an ‘Honor’ having saved the shift-

ers and brought the clan together. 

The clan’s location is kept secret 

because we need to stay away from 

the other humans. Our clan is a 

perfect mix of humans and shifters. 

Everyone living together in harmo-

ny. I guess the Author wanted a 

happy ending. I’m glad. The shift-

ers are our elite. The protect us 

from curious humans. They provide 

food for us. All shifters have a 

mark that shows what they will 

shift into. Well… all except my 

daughter of course. Then again I 

didn’t get my mark until my eight-

eenth birthday. The Author didn’t 

feel like writing any romance in 

this story, so, dragon shifters have 

the ability to create an offspring 

without a honor mate. My daughter 

is my ‘Pride.’ The most honoured of the Clan’s children. Thank 

you for reading my story. Goodbye, Reader. 

“I was born and given 

the title of ‘Shame.’ 

Now I am an ‘Honor’ 

having saved the 

shifters and brought 

the clan together.” 
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Damian had worked hard every day to pre-

pare for a dragon in the past month. He had 

saved his money, laid straw for a comforta-

ble bed, and saved up a small supply of 

meat to use until he could get more. He 

made sure that the hHorse was on the other 

end of the barn as the dragon, and he had a 

pail, a brush, and a bar of soap to wash the 

dragon with in the corner. When the day 

came, Papa took Damian to the dragon cen-

ter to pick out a dragon. 

“Can I have that one, Papa?” Damian asked, 

pointing to a large black dragon. 

“Maybe, but let’s look at all of them first, so 

that we know you are getting the right one, 

rather than jumping on the first one you 

see,” Papa suggested, so they looked around 

at every dragon.  

Damian was almost 17, and didn’t have 

much experience with dragons, and none of 

the dragons suited him. They were either too 

small, fat, skinny, shy, fast, mean, or slow. 

Finally, they decided that the black dragon 

was the best choice. 

“Can I help you?” asked an employee, as 

she approached them. 

“Yes, we would like to get the black one,” 

Papa said, pointing at the dragon. 

“Alright, that will be 20 gold pieces, 

please,” she said as Papa took out a bag of 

coins. 

“Oh, and the dragon’s name is Thror,” she 

added. Papa and Damian got some volun-

teers to help them load Thror onto the trail-

er, and went home. As soon as Thror was in 

the stall, he laid down to sleep. His dark 

spiked tail wrapped around his body, arrow-

like tail massaging his nervous cheek. When 

Damian walked away, Thror started to 

whine. Damien turned around; Thror 

stopped. This went on until Damian gave up 

and slept in the hay loft. That morning, 

Damian went to breakfast, promising Thror 

that he would be back. As soon as he got 

inside, he was harassed with questions.  

“Where were you last night?” his 8 year old 

little sister Emily asked. 

“I had to sleep in the barn last night because 

Thror wouldn’t let me leave,” Damian ex-

plained. 

“Is Thor your new dragon?” Emily asked. 

“It’s Thror, but yes.” 

“What does he look like?” 

“Why tell you, when I can show you?” he 
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replied. 

“Mama, Papa, may we go see the dragon?” 

Emily asked. Mother and Father exchanged 

looks before nodding. 

“After breakfast, though,” Mother added. 

They ate breakfast and cleared the dishes. 

“Can we go now?” Emily asked as soon as 

the table was clear. 

“Alright, but be careful,” Mother warned as 

they rushed out the door and into the barn. 

“Where is he?” Emily asked, a hint of dis-

appointment in her voice. 

“You didn’t think he would just be roaming 

around the barn, did you?” Damian teased. 

Realizing her mistake, Emily’s face lit up 

once again. Damian pointed at a long black 

tail hanging out of the stall window. He 

signaled Emily to be quiet. 

“Stay here,” He whispered.  And walked 

closer to the stall. 

“See, I told you I’d come back, and here I 

am,” He said to Thror as he approached the 

stall. Thror stuck his large snout through the 

bars, smoke trailing out of them. 

“I brought my sister to see you. She isn’t 

food, and you’re to be as nice to her as you 

are to me, okay,” he said, gesturing for 

Emily to come over slowly. As Emily ap-

proached the stall door, she saw the size of 

Thror and gasped in astonishment. His mas-

sive body took up almost the whole room, 

his presence the whole barn.  She pointed at 

a small bundle of ashes under the dragon. 

Sure enough, Thror had lit a patch of straw 

on fire and stomped out the flames, leaving 

a small pile of ash and embers to keep him 

warm in the cold winter night. 

“Cool, I didn’t know that they were that 

smart,” said Emily. 

“Of course they are, how do you think they 

survived this long?” Damian teased. 

 

“I don’t know, but I like them, can I pet 

him?” 

“Sure, but I need to make sure he will be ok 

with it first. I don’t want him to hurt you,” 

Damian opened the stall just enough to 

squeeze himself in, rubbing his neck. He 

took Emily’s hand and put it on the dragon’s 

warm snout. She reached out to touch his 

cheek, but immediately withdrew when his 

ice-cold scales came in contact. They 

scratched Thror, and rubbed his back, but it 

so got cold Emily went back inside to sit by 

the fire; Damian simply put on more 

clothes. 

He climbed onto Thror and they lept into the 

air. They flew in loops, practiced simple 

tricks,  sometimes even timing themselves. 

They were pretty fast, as they soon discov-

ered. They continued this until dark;, after 

that, Damian fed Thror, did his chores, and 

got some well needed rest; this time, Dami-

an was able to sneak out while Thror was 

asleep, and go to his own bed in the house. 

They did the same thing, every day. On the 

Sunday after the 2nd week, Damian got up 

and went down stairs to do his chores, but 

Papa stopped him.  

“Damian, I’ve seen you training Thror out 

there. I think you are amazing, but I wanted 

to tell you that someone else saw you too,” 

he said. 

“Who, Papa?” Damian asked, a little wor-

ried. 

“The owner of the ‘Dragon Fire’ race 

course’ saw you when he was passing by 

yesterday, and thought that you had it in you 

to compete in the races. He came and talked 

to me about it yesterday while you were 

practicing;, however, you would have to live 

in the cabins, and Mama and I weren't sure 

if you could live on your own yet.” Papa 

explained. 

“What did you tell him?” Damian asked, 

curious. 

“I said I would talk to you about it. He 

wants you to leave immediately. I don’t 

want a word about it passing on to Emily 

until we make a decision; it would break her 

heart. She really looks up to you Damian, 

you know that right?” Papa added seriously. 

“Yeah, I know,” Damian replied. He went 

out to do his chores, lost in thought the en-

tire day. When he came back inside, Mama 

and Papa were sitting at the table. “Damian, 

we have been thinking about it all day, and 

we think you might be ready to go to the 

races, besides, the prize for winning the race 

is the dragon’s weight in gold pieces,” Ma-

ma said, “and we could really use some 

money, I mean we have no wood, Emile 

needs new shoes, and the ice box has a hole 

in it.” 

“I’ve been thinking about it too, but I can’t 

leave, Papa needs help with the chores, and 

Emily needs me,” Damian protested. “As 

much as I would love to go, I need to stay 

here, as for the money, I am old enough to 

get a job, I’m sure someone would take me 

in town.” 

“We thought you might say that, which is 

why I wanted to tell you I got a raise,” Papa 

said. Damian didn’t know what to say. 

“It’s okay, you should go and have some fun 

for once,” Mama said. Mama had packed 

more than enough food for Damian to eat on 

the journey, and Papa had supplied him with 

some money and a few extra warm clothes. 

“What’s all the fuss about?” Emily asked, 

when she came in the room. Damian looked 

at Papa, and nodded. 

“Emily, a man came yesterday and offered 

me a place in the dragon races. Don’t worry, 

I’ll be back soon to visit. It’s about a day’s 

ride east on horseback, but even faster by 

dragon. I will come back after the auditions, 

and tell all of you how it turned out, okay?” 

Damian explained. 

“Okay, but come back soon,” Emily said, 

looking as if she was about to cry. Damian 

didn’t blame her. He felt the same way. He 

didn’t really want to leave, but he knew that 

it would help the family. Damian finished 

packing, with Emily’s help, and strapped the 

bags and bundles onto Thror’s saddle. 

“Wait!” Emily exclaimed, running outside. 

“I want you to have this while you’re gone,” 

she said, when she reached Damian, who 
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was, by now, in the saddle. She handed him a piece of cloth tied 

together with twine. He untied the twine, and a small doll fell 

out, and landed on his lap. 

“Emily, this is your doll, are you sure you want me to take it?” 

Damian asked, surprised. Emily never went anywhere without 

her doll. 

“I want you to have it, so that you can remember me; besides, I 

made another one,” she replied.  

Damian thanked her, placed the doll in the closest bag, and took 

off. Once he was in the air, and flying down the road, he took 

one last look back, and saw that Emily had teared up. He knew 

that would be the last time in a 

while that he would see them 

again. He was not far from the 

truth. When he arrived at the track, 

he was put to work right away. 

They went through the Training, 

and Auditions, and the first race 

before he could even place a 

thought towards home.  

Finally, the Announcer said, 

“There will not be another race for 

two weeks, due to a dragon’s disease that is rapidly spreading. 

To those of you who still have healthy dragons, I would suggest 

that you take a trip that is not around dragons, just in case your 

dragon is carrying the disease too.” 

“Thror, this is an opportunity for us to go home, are you up for 

it?” Damian asked his dragon. Thror growled threateningly, and 

tossed back his head. In training, they taught racers how to read 

dragon body language, so that they could tell if their dragon was 

prepared enough to race. 

“Alright, we will leave right away, but I have to pack,” Damian 

replied, racing around his shack. He packed cloths, food, some 

of his 2nd place ribbons, a bag of his prize money, and finally, 

Emily’s doll. He led Thror out of the shack, over to the landing 

pad, climbed on, and took off. It was a cold, and long flight, but 

thinking about Emily and Mama and Papa made him feel warm 

on the inside, no matter how cold it was. When Damian and 

Thror finally reached home, nothing had changed. He hovered 

over the house and laughed. It was like stepping back in time. 

“Okay boy, now,” Damian said, patting Thror’s neck. Thror 

threw back his head, and let out an ear splitting roar that he 

seemed to have been holding in. Emily came racing out of the 

house, screamed excitedly, and ran back in, saying “Damian’s 

back, Damian’s back!’ she came back out with Mama and Papa, 

and Damian gracefully landed. 

“You are getting better at that,” Mama said. 

“Thank you, but don’t get too excited just yet,” Damian replied, 

signaling Thror to lay down, as he obediently did. Damian 

reached into one of his bundles, taking out Emily’s doll, and the 

bag of coins. The doll he handed to Emily, and the coins he 

handed to Papa, but there was one more surprise up his sleeve. 

He reached deeper into the bag and pulled something out, but 

keeping it behind his back. He walked over to Emily, knelt 

down on the soft grass, and handed her a beautiful pair of shoes 

that were just her size. 

“That one’s from Thror,” he whispered in her ear, and gave her 

a hug. 

“I love you,” was all she said. 

“I love you too,” he said, getting up, and walked over to his 

bags again, and began unloading, “Oh, and Papa, that is about 

30 gold coins. That should be more than enough to pay you 

back for Thror, right?” 

“Yes, it should,” Papa said, slowly, not fully believing his eyes. 

Damian smiled, his back still turned; he unsaddled Thror and 

took off his restraining bridle. Thror gently shook off the dirt 

and looked at Damian. 

“Go on, boy.” He said, patting Thror’s back. Then he turned to 

Mama and Papa, “Sorry I didn’t come back sooner! After audi-

tions, they put me right in the races, and I had to train really 

hard to keep up; it took a while, but I have it down now. The 

owner said that I was born to race.” 

“We are just glad you are back now. You look like you’re in 

good shape. No casts or bandages,” Papa said, Meanwhile 

Thror was scaring birds out of trees, flying around, catching 

critters, and piling them up. 

“Actually, it’s a lot safer than people think; the racing saddles 

have straps that hook onto to a harness that the racers wear to 

keep them on. It is more like a timed obstacle course than a 

race. And people rarely get hurt, unless they are stupid enough 

to not wear the harness.” Damian explained. 

“And you have had no problems with food?” Mama asked. Just 

then, Thror raced over to Damian, and dumped his entire pile of 

critters at his feet, and stood back. 

“As you can see, Thror has made sure that isn’t a problem.” 

Damian said, gesturing at the pile, “It also looks like you won’t 

need to go hunting for a while.” They all went inside, and Papa 

knelt down by the fireplace, and began rubbing two stones to-

gether, as he always did to start a fire. 

“Papa, let me.” Damian said. Papa got up, and handed the 

stones to Damian, but he put them back on the mantel, walked 

over to the window, and whistled loud and hard. There was a 

thud on the roof that sounded like thunder, then a column of 

flame burst down the chimney, lighting the wood. 

“Well, I could get used to this lifestyle,” Papa said, “So, why 

“He was not far 

from the truth.” 
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did you come back now, is the racing season over already?” 

“No, a merchant came with a dragon that had a foreign disease a few weeks ago and made one of our racing dragons sick, 

and it is rapidly spreading. The owner of the track said that everyone whose dragons were still healthy should leave so that 

the dragons would be less exposed to the disease. There won’t be another race for two weeks.” Damian explained. 

“Well, it’s a good thing that your dragon isn’t infected, but I think I saw that merchant, though. His dragon did look like it 

was a little sick, and they were headed in your direction.” Papa said, “But enough talk of disease, have you found any girls 

yet?” 

“Papa, I know you are concerned about how long it’s taking me, but I believe I should find her on my own, and I will tell 

you when I do,” Damian said, frowning. 

“I also know that you want me to stay out of it, but a father can’t help being concerned,” Papa said sternly.  

“Why don’t we talk about it over supper,” Mama said, walking over to the pantry. This was always Mama’s way of splitting 

up a fight, because there was always little to eat. Most of the money was spent on equipment for the farm. 

“Damian, why are you sitting by the window, you never liked it there before?” Emily said, confused. 

“Because Thror needs to be able to get to me easily, or he will worry, and you don’t want a worried dragon trying every 

possible way to get in the house,” Damian replied. Thror thrust his head through the window next to Damian, and set anoth-

er mouth full of food in Damian’s lap. He stroked the dragon’s head, and pushed it out of the window. 

“So, what are the stalls like at the track?” Papa said, leaning back in his chair. 

“Actually, there are no stalls, the dragons sleep in 

the houses with the racers, so that they can protect 

each other. Also, most dragons are claustrophobic 

because of their wild origin. Sometimes they can 

be trained out of it, but then they can’t race, be-

cause they are always nervous,” Damian ex-

plained, then he looked over at Mama, and saw 

that she was worried. Then he realized that there 

probably wasn’t enough food for all of them, and 

that they weren’t used to relying on a dragon for 

all their food.  

“Mama, why not use the meat that Thror caught?” 

“Oh, it’s your dragon, and he caught it, so it’s your 

food,” Mama protested. 

“True, but I’m giving it to you,” he replied. Final-

ly, Mama agreed, so they cooked some rabbits that 

Thror had caught, along with some chopped vege-

tables. 

“That was wonderful! What did you do different-

ly?” Papa asked 

“Nothing, I made it exactly the way I always do, 

maybe it was just a healthy rabbit,” Mama replied. 

“It was the Dragon Fire, it really brings out the 

flavor,” Damian corrected.  

After supper, they all went to bed. But Damian lay 

awake. Something had changed while he was gone, 

something was different, but what was it? Was it 

him who had changed, and he just had to re-adjust, or was it home itself that had changed? Either way, he would find out in 
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“Ann, Matthew, come here please! It’s 

snack time,” called Grandma, who was 

laying out a plate of cookies and a pitcher 

of milk for her grandchildren’s snack on the 

patio table.  

“Coming, Grandma,” called the children in 

unison. They raced over to their Grand-

mother as fast as their chubby five year old 

legs could carry them.  

Grandmother helped them both onto their 

booster chairs and sat on her overstuffed 

green and yellow striped patio chair. She 

then passed out a cookie each and poured 

herself and the children a glass of fresh 

milk fresh from the refrigerator.  

“Grandma,” said Matthew after taking two 

bites out of his cookie and a large gulp of 

milk, “please tell us a story.” 

“I don’t know,” said Grandma, “You two 

are too old for stories.” 

“No we’re not,” said Ann, “I love your 

stories. Could you tell the one about Sleep-

ing Beauty, I love that one?” 

“No, the one about the Jack and the Giant!” 

said Matthew. 

“Sleeping Beauty!” yelped Ann, thinking 

Grandma was going to choose Jack and the 

Giant over her beloved Sleeping Beauty!” 

“No, Jack and the Giant!” chimed in Mat-

thew thinking Grandma was going to 

choose boring, old Sleeping Beauty! 

“I will choose this time,” said Grandma, not 

wanting to cause an emotional catastrophe 

for one of her grandchildren. “I will tell the 

story about The Dragon Man. It is about a 

man who wanted to become a dragon so 

much he did three nigh impossible tasks to 

fulfill his wish.”    

“Is this a true story?” asked Matthew. 

“Shush, and I will tell you the story of The 

Dragon Man.” Grandma began. 

Our story is in a distant land where there 

was a man called Peter, who lived in a 

small, remote village high up on a plateau 

called Rollo. He was a rather plain man 

with a sunburned face, a lean wiry build, 

and faded brown leather clothes from work-

ing in the fields all day.  

Despite this outward plainness Peter had 

quite the imagination. Whenever he had free 

time he would lie on the ground outside his 

humble home, look up at the sky. and imag-

ine he was all sorts of things; like a flying 

horse, griffin, satyr, sea serpent, and all the 

other types of creatures we hear about in 

fairy tales.  

However, Peter’s favorite daydream was 

about being a dragon. Swooping through the 

air, guarding his treasure he collected by 

defeating knights who came to try and van-

quish him, and flying all over the world.  

How he wished he could be a dragon and 

have an exciting life; life in the village was 

hardly interesting. The most interesting thing 

that happened regularly was when Judge 

Chubb’s wife started screaming in the mid-

dle of the night because she thought that 

there were robbers in the house.  

She always did this on Tuesday nights, 

around three in the morning. This was old 

news now and hardly interesting, but it still 

made people think a little.  

But every once in a while a visitor from 

down on the “floorlands,” as everyone called 

the lands that were below the plateau, would 

climb up the hundred year old ladder up to 

the plateau and visit the village.  

This was always a thing of great importance 

to the members of the village because it was 

very difficult to climb, so visitors were quite 

rare. 

Our story really begins one sunny summer 

afternoon with Peter lying on the ground 

looking into the blue sky and imagining be-

ing a dragon.  

He was imagining that he was a glistening 

black dragon with red eyes, ebony teeth, and 

a tail with a spike on the end as sharp and 

potentially dangerous as a broadsword. 

He was fighting with a burly knight in white 

armor, and when he was about to deliver the 

fatal blow his daydream was interrupted by 

the frantic yelling of a man. 

Peter recalled the man’s name was Unin and 

was the day “plateau watcher,” which 

meant watching for people coming up the 

ladder, and, upon seeing anyone, warning 

the village’s inhabitants, so they could pre-

pare a warm welcome for the visitor. 

Unin was running towards Peter’s farm, as 

his farm was at the very outskirts of the 

village, shouting at the top of his lungs, 

“There be a oldy man coming up tho lat-

ter!”  

 Peter, upon hearing this, ran to the village 

square, which was the customary place to 

greet people from the “floorlands.”  

When he got to the square he found it bus-

tling with activity. All the people were run-

ning to form up in a semicircle, so when the 

visitor arrived then he would be met by the 

entire village.  

After the last person was in place, a hush 

fell over the people. They stood and waited, 

and waited, and waited. Then finally Judge 

Chubb sent a young man to go and see 

where the visitor was. 

The lad was gone but a moment, and then 

was seen hurtling back. 

“The old man is at the outskirts….. of 

town….. should be here soon!” he said after 

reaching the village square.  

 Soon after the old man was seen 

approaching the square. He was a stooped 

old man with a sunburnt and leathery face. 

He also had a very long, extremely white 

beard that reached to his old shoes.  

He wore a strange blue robe with strange 

symbols that seemed to shimmer and 

change; he also had a blue tall, pointy hat 

with the same strange symbols. He carried 

only a large burlap bag.  

The most noticeable thing about this 

strange old man was his eyes. They were 

strikingly blue, and when they looked at 

you, they seemed to be able to see every 

thought and feeling you were experiencing 

at that very moment. 

When the man reached the village square, 

Judge Chubb approached him and said, 

“Welcome, stranger, to Rollo. We intend to 
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make your visit as enjoyable as possible, and we hope you will 

ask us for assistance in whatever matters you may need help 

with.” 

The old man looked at the judge and said, “I am here to stay 

permanently. Here is 50 Glocks and now please take me to my 

home.” 

Chubb was stunned and showed it by spluttering and stammer-

ing until he finally said in a somewhat awed voice, “No one 

ever stays here!” 

The old man sighed, “That’s nice, now I am tired and having 

paid for a house I would appreciate being taken there immedi-

ately, if you don’t mind.” 

Immediately Chubb was all business again. “Alright sir, this 

way please. By the way, what is your name, sir?” 

“My name is Merlin; now, can we continue, or is it going to 

take us all day?” asked the man with an exasperated sigh and 

rolling of his eyes. 

“Oh, yes,” said Chubb, “this way sir.” 

The old man sighed again and he followed Chubb away to the 

east. Peter guessed immediately where Chubb was going to 

house the strange old man. He was going to house him in the 

old farmhouse that had been abandoned for only a few months 

by the old owner.   

No one knew why the house had been abandoned; the owner 

had just given Chubb the key to his home and left without talk-

ing to anyone. 

The villagers were rather astonished by this, people didn’t come 

to stay; they came and then went. The villagers were also aston-

ished by manner of the newcomer. The crowd started to dissi-

pate, grumbling as they went back to their daily chores. Peter 

decided to follow Chubb and this Merlin.  

He ran down the street of the village that ran east, opposite of 

the way to the old ladder. He caught up with Chubb and Merlin 

about a quarter mile from the old farm house. He didn’t join 

them, though; he shadowed them. 

Chubb and Merlin walked in silence, except every once in a 

while when Merlin or Chubb would mutter something to them-

selves.  

When they arrived at the door of the farmhouse Chubb was 

fumbling in his many pockets for the key to the door, when 

Peter heard Merlin say aloud “Zlick Zlack Zlock.” Then he just 

opened the door, entered, and then slammed the door shut in the 

face of a very flustered and surprised Chubb. 

When Chubb started turning around to go, muttering under his 

breath as he did so; Peter ducked behind an overgrown bush and 

waited for Chubb to leave. As Chubb passed Peter’s hiding 

place Peter heard him say, “Black magic, that’s what it is! I should 

have guessed!”  

After Chubb was gone, Peter got out from behind the bush he was 

hiding behind and tiptoed up to the nearest window, careful not to 

step on any twigs or crackly leaves. What Peter saw then amazed 

him… and gave him an idea. 

Peter saw the man pull a stick of polished wood that Peter guessed 

was hickory out of his burlap bag. The stick had a black leather 

bound handle, which looked worn from frequent use.  

Then Peter saw Merlin stand erect and heard him begin to chant as 

he waved the stick around his head three times while saying 

“Azocly frockmyr KANDAIS!” The last word was pronounced 

with such force that the house shook. Then. to Peter’s amazement, 

a green overstuffed armchair came out of the burlap bag and 

placed itself directly behind Merlin, against the wall.  

The chair was followed by a small table that placed itself next to 

the green armchair. The table was followed by all sorts of things 

people would expect to find in a house. Everything that came out 

of the bag placed itself in a spot that was very appropriate for it. In 

almost a minute the whole process was complete, leaving a very 

comfortable-looking room as a result.  

Merlin then turned, went to the green armchair, and sat down, 

placing his wand on the table next to him. After seating himself 

comfortably in his chair, he looked about, and in doing so he saw 

Peter in the window. Face darkening, Merlin grabbed his wand 

and pointed it at Peter. Peter turned to run, but then before he 

could take his second step, he was 

seized by an invisible force, and then 

everything went dark. 

The first thing Peter saw after black-

ing out was a pale yellow ceiling. 

Peter lay there recovering his senses 

for a while. When his head stopped 

spinning, he sat up. When he looked 

around he saw that he was in the 

newcomer’s, Merlin’s, home.  

Just then Merlin himself came into 

the room with a teapot and some 

teacups. Setting them on the table 

next to the door he said, “I see that 

you’re awake. What were you doing 

watching me?” 

Peter didn’t know how to answer, but he didn’t wish to be liquid-

ized or whatever Merlin might do to him if his answer wasn’t sat-

isfactory. 

“Well, I’m still waiting for an answer.” 

“I wanted to find out more about you.” 

“...before he could 

take his second 

step, he was seized 

by an invisible 

force, and then 

everything went 

dark.” 
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“If you wanted to do that, you could always ask,” said Merlin with 

a voice dripping with sarcasm. 

“Alright,” said Peter meekly. “Who are you and what do you do?” 

“My name is Merlin, as you probably know. I am, well, as you 

probably already know, a wizard.” 

“That means you can make me a dragon!” said Peter excitedly.  

“A dragon? Why would you think I have that kind of power? Be-

sides, why should I turn you into a dragon?” 

“You should, I mean you shouldn’t. I just thought that because you 

were a wizard that you could do anything.” 

All that the wizard gave in response was a grunt and mutter to him-

self. 

“Well,” said Peter, “do you have the ability to turn me into a drag-

on?” 

“As a matter of fact, I do have the power to turn people into drag-

ons. But, I can’t just magically turn anyone into a dragon. First, the 

person has to prove themselves ‘worthy,’ and they have to do so by 

providing me with the necessary ingredients.” 

With the prospect of being able to become a dragon, Peter forgot all 

else and went for it. 

“What do I have to do?” asked Peter excitedly, almost desperately.  

“Why should I tell you? What do you have to pay me for my ser-

vices?” 

Peter’s hope’s plummeted. He was a poor farmer with a big imagi-

nation. His only possessions were his house, a bed, a horse, and his 

hoe.   

“I have nothing that I could pay you with,” said Peter sullenly. 

“Actually, I think you do have something I want,” said Merlin. 

“What do I have that you would want?” asked Peter confusedly. 

“I think you know.” 

Peter thought hard. He could not think of anything that the wizard 

would want. 

“Well, you could give me the treasure that you collect in the first 

year of your ‘dragonship.’ Also, you could get me a certain thing 

that is in the area of one of the necessary ingredients to turn you 

into a dragon,” said Merlin. 

“Alright then, can I get you the item you wish,” asked Peter with 

high hopes. 

“I would think I could live with that deal.” 

“So, what is it I am getting and where are these ingredients?” 

“Alright, it seems we have a deal. First, I will teleport you to the 

vicinity of the first ingredient. When you have it, you will be 

brought back to me. The first ingredient is a black unicorn’s horn. It 

is very hard to get one. You will have to prove your resourcefulness 

to get this ingredient. Are you ready? Here you go!” 

Before Peter knew what was going on, he was surrounded with a 

strange blue light, and a strange roaring sound filled his ears. 

Then, Peter found himself in a quiet glade in the middle of a strange 

forest. Not really knowing what to look for, and what to do, he set 

off into the forest.  

As he walked, Peter began to find strange gouge marks on trees, and 

right next to the trees with marks he found a hoof print. 

Knowing he was on the right track, he kept following the tracks. 

After about an hour he got his first glimpse of the black unicorn. 

It was drinking from a small stream, near a large cliff. He thought 

he had never seen a more marvelous creature.  

The unicorn had sleek black hair and mane without even a hair of a 

different color mixed in. The eye of the unicorn was purple, bright, 

and alert, with a black pupil. The horn was a spiral of rainbow tinted 

ivory with an aura of white light.  

Now, Peter began casting his eyes about for an idea of how to catch 

the magnificent creature. He saw a tree with a vine a little ways off 

and with the vine came on idea. 

He would make tie the vine so it was a loop, then make a trail of 

clover, which he had seen an abundance of as he had walked 

through the forest.  

He would have to find a tree that was easy to climb, and that had a 

low, leaf-disguised branch that could provide cover.  

A movement from the direction of the unicorn brought his attention 

back to the unicorn. After drinking its fill of the waters of the 

stream, the unicorn had lain down and was in the process of going 

to sleep. 

Peter realized how lucky for him this was. It gave him time to pre-

pare his trap. 

A little later, Peter was ready. The tree he had found that had ful-

filled his desires was about a stone throw away from where the uni-

corn lay.  

Clover lay in little piles about a man’s height apart. The vine Peter 

had fashioned as a noose was strong and did not seem like it would 

break fairly easily. 

Peter, after checking all the parts of his trap, threw a branch into a 

nearby thicket. 

The sudden sound awakened the unicorn. It jumped and frisked 

about, looking about nervously. It was then that it saw the nearest 

pile of clover.  

The unicorn went over and sniffed at it. 
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Peter hoped it couldn’t smell his scent on 

the clover.  

     Fortunately, the unicorn did not smell 

Peter on the clover. After seeing it was safe 

to eat, the unicorn bent to the task of filling 

its stomach. 

When it finished the first pile of clover, it 

looked around. It saw the second pile and 

went and made sure it was safe and then ate. 

After a couple piles of clover the unicorn 

was finally approaching the tree where Peter 

was hidden. Peter shifted his grip on his 

vine-rope and got ready to drop it. 

Right when the unicorn was about to get to 

the last pile of clover, Peter dropped his 

noose. The forward momentum of the uni-

corn did not allow it to stop in time.  

The noose slipped over the unicorn’s head 

nicely. Peter had made the loop big to ac-

commodate the horn. Peter then pulled on 

the noose making sure it was snug. 

Peter then carefully tied the rope to the 

branch he was on with the strongest knot he 

could tie. 

He jumped drown from his branch and ap-

proached the unicorn. His next task was to 

get the unicorn’s horn. 

Amazingly, he heard a voice in his head. It 

was smooth and flowed like music. It said, 

“You have proven your cleverness in captur-

ing me. I give my horn to you as a reward.” 

The unicorn vanished after the words had 

been said leaving an empty noose, a pile of 

clover, and the horn. 

Peter picked up the horn, immediately after 

picking it up, he felt an odd tug in his gut, 

and he was surrounded by the same blue 

light with the same strange roaring sound 

that had enveloped him when he had been 

transported to this forest by Merlin. 

Before he knew it, he was back in Merlin’s 

home with the wizard looking at him from 

his overstuffed green chair.  

“So, you managed to get the black unicorn’s 

horn with that pathetic trick,” said Merlin. 

“Yes…. Wait, you know how I got the 

horn?” 

Well, um, yes. I watched you from the mo-

ment you entered the forest to the time you 

came back here.” 

“Amazing,” Peter breathed. 

“Well anyway, your next ingredient is a gi-

ant’s tears.” 

“A giant’s tears?” 

“That’s what I said, isn’t it?” replied Merlin. 

“Here is a jar, now goodbye.” 

Peter was then surrounded by the blue light 

and engulfed in the roaring sound once again. 

When the light disappeared, he looked 

around; he was outside of what looked like a 

cave carved into a granite cliff.  

There were many boulders of varying sizes 

lying around, making the area look like a 

giant toddler had been in the area.  

Which might have been, in a way, true. 

Giants were, in the legends anyway, mostly 

stupid slow witted creatures with an IQ of 

barely higher than snail’s, except for the oc-

casional smarter giant with the IQ of a 5 year 

old. Giants were also very sensitive to pain 

and sadness. 

Peter hoped he had gotten a slightly smarter 

giant. A stupid giant, if it caught him, might 

just grab him and pop him into a cooking pot 

no questions asked. A smarter giant, on the 

other hand, would hopefully give him a 

chance to talk to it, thus allowing him to 

work with the giant’s weaknesses.  

Peter looked around again, looking for any 

sign of a giant. He didn’t see any and was 

about to get closer to the mouth of the cave 

when the world turned brown and smelled 

rotten. 

No, the world had not undertaken such an 

extreme transformation. Peter found himself 

in the huge hand of a very big, brown, and 

smelly giant. 

Before he knew it, he was in a pot and the 

giant was looking down at him. 

“Mmmmm, yummy; soup for dinner,” said 

the giant, with a huge oafish grin on his face. 

Peter thought quickly, how was he going to 

get the stupid giant’s tears? Suddenly, a cra-

zy thought struck him. 

“Soup! How can you eat me? If you eat me 

your innards will melt, and you will turn into 

soup,” yelled Peter. 

“Me, soup?” asked the giant. “No, you 

soup!” 

So, this was a stupid giant, how lucky. Peter 

had no idea how to get the giant oaf to cry. 

Then suddenly, he had an idea; there were 

several bones at the bottom of the pot. He 

could throw a temper tantrum and try to 

scare the oaf. Maybe the pot would get 

knocked over in the giants retreat and he 

could chase the giant into a wall. 

Peter started to scream, run around, and 

throw bones at the giant. The giant looked 

surprised, then smiled his oafish grin; that 

was until one of the sharper bones hit him in 

his left eye. 

The giant screamed in agony, clutching at 

the offending eye; he also staggered back-

ward, kicking outwards as he did so. The pot 

fell over, and Peter scrambled out, picking 

up a bone as he did. 

He advanced on the giant. The giant saw him 

through his streaming eyes and turned to run. 

He didn’t see the wall in front of him 

though; he ran smack into the wall and went 

down. 

The giant curled up on the floor, and covered 

his face. Peter went up to the giant; when the 

giant saw him, he said, “You bad soup! Go 

away!” 

Peter said, “I will leave once you show me 

your face.” 

The giant uncovered his face, and Peter 

could see the giant’s eye was red and puffy, 

and that it was streaming.  

Peter got out his jar, which he had managed 

to hold onto throughout all this, and went up 

to the giant. One tear fell into it. No sooner 

had he done this, when the blue light sur-

rounded him and he heard a roaring sound. 

At the same moment, the giant lunged at 

Peter. 

Peter came into Merlin’s home. Merlin was 

leaning over him, picking up the jar of gi-

ant’s tears. Some brine had fallen out, but 
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some was still in the jar.  

“So, what next?” asked Peter as soon as he had risen. 

“You will be doing your final task, and at the same time you will be 

getting my payment.” 

“So what am I doing and getting for you?” 

“Patience, you will be testing your wits against the dragon queen. If 

you win, she will let you take a treasure. You must take the golden 

ring she has on her forehead; of course, if you lose, you will be de-

voured.” 

Peter gulped, but said, “I’m ready.” 

“Alright, off you go.” 

Peter hardly noticed the trip; he was too occupied with his thoughts. 

What did he have to win at to get the ring, and not be eaten? 

He was broken from his thoughts by the sound of a very sibilant, 

serpentine voice calling his name. 

Peter looked around; Merlin had dropped him off in a cold dark 

cave. No, not dark. There was a light, Peter approached it and what 

he saw stopped him cold.  

There in front of him sat a giant pure white dragon, sitting on a pile 

of gold coins. As Peter gazed upon the dragon he noticed a glimmer 

of golden light coming from the dragon’s head. There, the glimmer 

of light was coming from the golden coin set in the dragon’s brow. 

“Peter,” the dragon said, “come nearer.” 

“How, how do you know my name,” asked Peter. 

“Merlin told me off your coming; you are here to challenge me for 

my golden ring.” 

“Yes,” said Peter, “what do I have to do?” 

“If you can solve my riddle, you may have the ring, if you fail, you 

become my victory feast. Are you ready?” 

“Yes.” 

‘Then let’s begin. Here is your riddle: I can run, but I can’t walk. 

Wherever I go, thought follows close behind. What am I?”  

Peter was astounded by the riddle. How was he going to figure it 

out, being a village man with no formal schooling? He sat and 

thought, and thought some more. 

The cold of the cavern started to make his nose run, so he reached up 

to wipe it with his sleeve, but before he did so he stopped. 

His nose was runny or running, his nose could not walk, at least as 

far as he knew. Thought is someone thinking…. Using these realiza-

tions, he figured out the riddle.  

“Queen of the Dragons, I have the answer to your riddle. Is the 

answer, a nose?” 

The Dragon Queen stirred and then said, “Well done, you have 

answered my riddle; here is your reward.” 

The Dragon Queen bent her neck and let Peter take the ring. 

“Farewell Peter, may your skills carry you far.” 

Peter then disappeared with the blue light and roaring sound. When 

he was back with Merlin, he handed the ring to Merlin. Merlin then 

put the ring on the unicorn’s horn and stirred the jar of giant’s tears. 

The tears turned purple and then let loose a puff of red smoke. 

Merlin then handed him the jar, put the ring on his finger and the 

unicorn’s horn on his side table, and turned and told Peter, “I am 

going to transport you to a cliff cave south of the village. When 

there, drink the tears and you will be a dragon. I am proud of you.” 

Peter was suddenly on a cliff, with a cave to his back. He prepared 

to drink the tears, expecting salty dirty water, but when he drank it 

he was surprised to find out it tasted like ale from the local tavern.  

It felt like fire in his stomach. He doubled over in agony, clutching 

at his stomach. Red light rolled over his vision, and white runes 

appeared in front of him. He blacked out. 

When he awoke, he felt strange, large and clumsy. He started get-

ting up, but he noticed his hands weren’t hands, but giant claws; 

and then he felt something waving behind him, and when he looked 

back he saw he had a tail. He looked at himself thoroughly and 

found he was a giant black dragon! 

He stepped to the edge of the cliff and roared his triumph to the 

skies! He jumped off the cliff and spread his wings.  

Merlin appeared in front of him. “Peter, I want to remind you that 

with power comes great responsibility. Protect the weaker than you; 

now fly, and use your skills wisely.” Peter roared again, and flew 

off into the south with Merlin’s words echoing in his mind. 

“Wow, Grandma,” said Matthew, “that was much better than Jack 

and the Giant!” 

“Yeah, and better than Sleeping Beauty,” said Ann. 

Then came a voice calling Matthew and Ann, “Goodbye, children,” 

called Grandma as Matthew and Ann ran off in the direction of the 

voice. 

“Goodbye,” called Ann and Matthew in unison. 

Grandma sat in her chair and sat thinking about The Dragon Man; 

she sat there until the sun went down.  
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Mrs. Moll, Teacher of British and World 

Literature  

Describe the people who are closest to you. 

My sweet husband, Phil, a statistician who plays and repairs accor-

dion, rides his bike everywhere, and reads only non-fiction. My 

little boy, Jack, who is almost 2, and is currently obsessed with 

Ringo Starr and playing the drums. I have a few close friends who 

are all pretty extroverted and hilarious – a nice contrast to my in-

troverted personality. 

 

What takes up most of your time, and what would you do if 

you couldn’t do that? 

If I couldn’t teach, I would be writing about music and finishing 

my doctoral dissertation. 

 

Describe one of your biggest role models. 

No one in particular comes to mind, but I admire any elder over 70 

years who seems to have life figured out and is joyful, not bitter. 

 

What kind of a kid were you? 

I had imaginary friends and was allowed to roam the woods near 

our home. I visited the library almost daily and would bring piles 

of books home in my wagon. At school, I was always getting 

scolded for reading my own books. 

 

How would you define success? 

Successful people know who they are and act genuine in all situa-

tions. They aren’t threatened by failure and can learn and adapt 

when things go badly or not as expected. They also know when to 

break the rules. 

 

What is the secret to getting along with other people? 

A willingness to be honest and vulnerable. Sometimes you have to 

invent a different language for each person you encounter. Having 

a short memory and being generous with forgiveness also helps. 

 

How does a person earn respect? 

Listening carefully. Valuing and learning from other perspectives, 

viewpoints, and stories. 

 

Antonio Soto, ORVA Senior 

 

Describe the people who are closest to you. 

God, my family, my gym family, my friends and the Rattpack com-

munity (fan base of my favorite hip-hop artist). 

 

What takes up most of your time, and what would you do if you 

couldn’t do that? 

Most of my time is school but if I wasn't doing school, I would like to 

write music, or play a sport such as basketball.  

 

Describe one of your biggest role models. 

My biggest influence is hip-hop, so my biggest role model is Logic— 

he's humble, down to earth, and his motto is peace, love, positivity. 

  

What kind of a kid were you? 

Well, to be honest, I'm still a kid in a sense of having fun, but when it 

comes to responsibility, I'm mature, but still developing. I guess I'm 

fun, mature, down to earth and like to live life.   

 

How would you define success? 

Accomplishing your goals and what you desire in life. 

 

What is the secret to getting along with other people? 

Listening and using action to support listening. 

 

How does a person earn respect? 

Showing respect to others, and it will come back around. Peace, love, 

and positivity. 
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