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    To every young dreamer who believes that courage is stronger than fear, kindness is greater than power, and true friendship can bridge even the widest distance.
May this story remind you that the greatest treasures are not crowns of gold, but hearts filled with compassion, honesty, and hope. Like Lina and Auren, may you always choose understanding over judgment, protect those who need your help, and never stop believing in the magic that grows when people work together.
May your imagination soar on dragon wings to adventures that inspire you for years to come.
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Chapter 1: The Valley Where Dragons Once Ruled
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The kingdom of Elderglen was a land of green valleys, sparkling rivers, and ancient forests where every path seemed to hold a forgotten story. Surrounded by towering mountains on three sides and protected by the endless Whispering Woods on the north, Elderglen had remained peaceful for generations. The people who lived there were farmers, craftsmen, builders, and storytellers who believed that every stone, tree, and river carried a memory from the past.

At the heart of the kingdom stood the village of Willowmere, a quiet place filled with colorful gardens, wooden cottages, and winding paths covered with soft grass. The villagers woke each morning to the sound of birds singing and the gentle ringing of the old bell tower.

But beyond Willowmere, beyond the fields where children played and farmers worked, there was a place that few people dared to enter.

The Valley of Elderglen.

Long before anyone in the village could remember, the valley had been the home of creatures unlike any the world had ever seen. According to ancient tales, magnificent dragons once flew above the mountains, their enormous wings casting shadows over the land. They were not creatures of destruction as many people imagined dragons to be. Instead, they were guardians, protectors, and friends of all living things.

The oldest legends spoke of dragons who guided travelers through dangerous storms, protected villages from floods, and helped the people of Elderglen understand the language of nature. The dragons were believed to have possessed wisdom far greater than any human could imagine.

Among all the stories, one legend was repeated more than any other.

The legend of the Dragon’s Crown.

The crown was said to be a magical treasure created during the first age of Elderglen. Unlike ordinary crowns worn by kings and queens, it was never meant to represent wealth or authority. It represented something far more important.

Unity.

The stories claimed that the crown had been created by combining the magic of ancient dragons with the hopes and dreams of the first people of Elderglen. Its power allowed different creatures to understand one another. With the crown’s magic, humans could communicate with animals, dragons could share their wisdom, and every living creature could work together in harmony.

But the crown disappeared.

And soon after, so did the dragons.

For hundreds of years, the people of Elderglen searched for answers. Some believed the dragons had flown beyond the mountains to protect another land. Others believed they had hidden themselves because humans had forgotten the importance of friendship and respect. Some even claimed dragons were nothing more than stories created by ancient villagers who wanted to explain the mysteries of the world.

However, there was one young girl who refused to believe the dragons were only a legend.

Her name was Lina.

Lina was twelve years old, and she was known throughout Willowmere for her curiosity. While other children collected ribbons, toys, or shiny stones, Lina collected maps, old books, and mysterious objects she discovered during her explorations.

She had a small wooden shelf in her room filled with things she considered treasures: a cracked compass that no longer pointed north, a strange blue stone she found beside the river, dried leaves from trees that no longer grew near the village, and dozens of handwritten notes about the history of Elderglen.

To Lina, every discovery was a piece of a puzzle.

Her grandmother often told her that curiosity was a gift.

“Many people look at the world,” her grandmother would say. “But only a few truly see it.”

Lina remembered those words whenever others laughed at her questions.

Many villagers believed the old dragon stories were childish fantasies. Whenever Lina mentioned dragons, some adults smiled kindly and told her to spend her time studying more practical things.

“Dragons disappeared centuries ago,” they would say.

But Lina always wondered:

How could so many people remember the same story if there was no truth hidden inside it?

One rainy afternoon, while exploring the attic of her grandmother’s cottage, Lina found something that would change everything.

The attic was a place she loved. It was filled with forgotten memories from generations of her family. Old paintings hung from the walls, wooden boxes sat beneath dusty blankets, and shelves overflowed with books that smelled of paper and time.

Lina searched through a pile of old maps when she noticed a small chest hidden behind a broken chair.

The chest was unlike anything she had seen before.

It was made from dark wood and decorated with golden patterns. Strange symbols were carved into the lid. Some looked like flames, while others resembled wings.

Lina carefully lifted the chest and placed it near the window.

“What secrets are you hiding?” she whispered.

The lock was already broken, and when she opened it, she discovered an old leather-bound book wrapped in a faded cloth.

The moment she touched it, she felt something unusual.

The book was warm.

Not hot like fire, but warm like it had been sitting beneath sunlight.

On the cover was a symbol she recognized immediately.

A dragon.

Lina opened the book slowly.

The pages contained drawings of ancient creatures, descriptions of forgotten places, and stories written in elegant handwriting. Some pages showed dragons flying over mountains, while others showed humans and dragons standing together.

Then Lina found a page that made her stop breathing for a moment.

At the top of the page were the words:

The Guardians of the Hidden Crown

Below the title was a drawing of a dragon wearing a magnificent crown decorated with glowing stones.

Lina read the words beneath it.

"The crown shall remain hidden until the hearts of the world are ready. It shall not answer to the strongest warrior, the richest ruler, or the greatest magician. It shall answer only to one who understands the true meaning of courage, kindness, and friendship."

Lina read the passage again.

The crown was real.

Or at least, someone hundreds of years ago believed it was.

She continued reading until she discovered another message.

"When the final dragon returns, the valley shall awaken, and the forgotten bond between all creatures shall be restored."

Lina closed the book and stared at the rain falling outside the window.

The final dragon.

Could one still exist?

That evening, Lina showed the book to her grandmother.

The older woman became silent when she saw it.

“You know this book?” Lina asked.

Her grandmother gently touched the cover.

“I have seen it before.”

“Where?”

“Your great-grandfather owned it. He spent many years searching for the truth about the dragons.”

“Did he find anything?”

Her grandmother looked toward the forest.

“He found clues.”

“What kind of clues?”

“Signs that the dragons were never truly gone.”

Lina leaned forward.

“Why didn’t anyone tell me this?”

“Because sometimes people stop believing in things they cannot see.”

“But what if they are wrong?”

Her grandmother smiled.

“That is the question your great-grandfather spent his life asking.”

Lina looked back at the book.

“What happened to the dragons?”

Her grandmother walked to the window.

“According to the old stories, there was a time when humans and dragons began to disagree. Some people wanted the crown because they desired power. The dragons feared the crown would be used for selfish reasons, so they hid it away.”

“And then they disappeared?”

“Yes.”

“Where did they go?”

Her grandmother shook her head.

“No one knows. But the legends say they left behind guardians who would wait until someone worthy discovered the truth.”

Lina felt excitement growing inside her.

She knew what she had to do.

She had to search the forest.

The next morning, before sunrise, Lina packed her explorer’s bag. She placed the ancient book inside, along with her journal, a small lantern, food, and a water bottle.

She walked quietly toward the edge of the Whispering Woods.

The forest looked different from usual.

The trees seemed taller.

The wind seemed stronger.

And somehow, Lina felt as though the forest knew she had arrived.

She stepped beneath the ancient branches and followed a path covered with fallen leaves.

For hours, she searched for signs mentioned in the old book. She looked for unusual markings on trees, hidden symbols on stones, and anything that might reveal the truth about the dragons.

At first, she found nothing.

Then, near a small stream, she noticed something strange.

A set of footprints.

They were enormous.

Lina knelt beside them.

They were not made by a bear or any other animal she knew. Each mark had the shape of a large claw.

Her heart raced.

A dragon.

It could not be.

Yet the evidence was right in front of her.

She followed the footprints deeper into the forest.

The trees grew thicker, and the sunlight became softer. Birds became silent as she moved forward, as if the entire forest was watching.

Then she found something hidden beneath a group of ancient trees.

A stone covered in moss.

Carved into the stone
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