
Table of Contents

The Missing Dragon

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10


The Missing Dragon

A chapter book for ages 6–8
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A Dragon Called Pickle

Nora's dragon had one crooked eye and a very grand cape.

The eye was a black button. The cape was a scrap of red cloth. The dragon himself was a green sock that Dad could no longer wear.

“That sock has a hole,” Dad had said.

“That dragon has a mouth,” Nora had said.

Now she slipped her hand inside him.

“I am Pickle!” she roared. “Bring me your toast!”

Dad held up his last bite.

“Even the crust?”

Pickle nodded. Dragons were not fussy about toast.

Today was the library's Story Parade. Children would carry puppets around the garden. At the end, each child could stand on a little wooden stage and say one line.

Nora had practiced her line eleven times.

At home, it came out loud.

At the library, with people watching, it might come out very small.

She packed Pickle in a basket. His yellow yarn spikes poked over the edge. Then she tucked in the paper crown she had made for herself.

“Ready?” asked Dad.

“Pickle is,” said Nora.

Her friend Eli met them at the library gate. He carried a brown paper owl on a stick.

“This is Captain Hoot,” he said. “He knows everything.”

“What is seven plus eight?” Nora asked.

Eli turned the owl toward his ear.

“He says he is on holiday.”

Nora laughed.

The library garden was full of tables, flags, and people. A blue tent stood near the back fence. A big clock hung above the library door.

The parade would begin when its long hand reached twelve.

There was still nearly an hour to go.

Ms. Bell, the librarian, waved from the steps.

“Puppets on the craft table, please! There is time to finish your crowns.”

Nora set Pickle beside her basket. She laid his cape flat so it would not get wrinkled.

Then she and Eli took their paper crowns to the next table. Dad stayed near the steps to help hang a flag.

Nora drew three gold stars. Eli drew a worm wearing glasses.

“It is an owl snack,” he explained.

Nora hurried back for her dragon.

Her basket was there.

Her glue stick was there.

Pickle was not.

Nora lifted the basket. She looked inside it. She looked behind it.

No green sock. No crooked eye. No grand red cape.

“Eli,” she said. “My dragon is missing.”
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The First Clue

Eli looked under the craft table.

“I found a purple crayon,” he said. “And somebody's sandwich.”

“Is the sandwich green?” asked Nora.

“No.”

“Then it isn't Pickle.”

She tried to make it sound funny. It did not feel funny.

They checked between the chairs. They checked behind a box of paper. Nora even opened her basket again.

It was still empty.

Dad came over when she called.

“We'll look together,” he said. “Where did you last see him?”

Nora pointed to the end of the table.

“Right there. His cape was hanging over that side.”

Ms. Bell checked the lost-and-found box inside the door. It held a mitten, two hats, and a lunch box with a dancing banana on it.

There was no dragon.

“I'll ask the helpers,” she said. “You can search the garden with your dad.”

“What if we don't find him before the parade?” Nora asked.

“You can walk with Captain Hoot,” said Eli.

That was kind. But Nora wanted Pickle.

She had chosen his buttons. She had cut his cape. When the glue stuck to her thumb, she had worn him around the kitchen for half an hour.

You could not replace a dragon like that with an owl.

Even an owl who knew everything.

Eli took a small notebook from his pocket.

“We need clues,” he said.

“Do you have a detective notebook?”

“It was a list of things I want for my birthday.”

He turned to a clean page.

“Now it is both.”

Nora knelt by the table. Something yellow clung to a rough spot on one wooden leg.

She leaned closer.

A short piece of yarn.

“Pickle's spikes!” she said.

Eli drew a yellow squiggle in the notebook.

Beside the table, pale dust marked the ground. A narrow wheel track ran through it toward the middle of the garden.

Nora stood up so fast that her paper crown slipped over one eye.

“A cart,” she said. “Someone took him in a cart!”

Dad looked at the yarn and then at the track.

“Maybe,” he said. “Let's find out.”

Across the garden, a little red wagon rattled past the cake stall.

Nora ran to catch up.
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Crumbs and Wheels

“Wait!” Nora called.

The boy pulling the wagon stopped. His name was Ben. Nora knew him from school.

Inside his wagon sat three empty cake tins and a large brown bag.

The bag moved.

Nora held her breath.

A woman reached into it and took out a stack of paper plates.

“More plates, Ben,” she said. “Then you can have a bun.”

“Have you seen a green dragon?” Nora asked.

Ben looked pleased.

“A real one?”

“A sock one.”

“Oh.”

He thought for a moment.

“No. Sorry.”

Nora explained about Pickle and the wheel track.

Ben let them look in the empty tins. One had a few crumbs in the bottom.

“Pickle likes toast,” Nora said. “But he doesn't really eat it.”

“Captain Hoot does,” said Eli.

Nora looked at him.

“Fine,” he said. “I eat it for him.”

Dad crouched beside the wagon. Its wheels were thick and bumpy.

The track by the craft table had been thin and smooth.

“These don't match,” Nora said.

“And my wagon hasn't been near that table,” said Ben. “I've been carrying cake things from the kitchen.”

Eli drew a line through his picture of a wagon.

“Not this cart,” he said.

Nora's shoulders dropped.

Ben held out his hand. There was pale dust on his fingers.

“Was the stuff on the ground like this?”

“Maybe,” Nora said. “Is that flour?”

“Chalk. We drew the start line for the parade.”

He pointed to a bucket near the craft table. Fat white chalk sticks stuck out of the top. A patch of chalk dust lay beside it.

Nora looked back at the ground.

The thin wheel track crossed the dusty patch. Then it faded on the paving stones.

It did not lead to the cake stall at all.

It curved toward the blue tent.

“I saw a silver cart go that way,” Ben said. “It squeaked.”

“How much?” asked Eli.

Ben pulled a face.

“Like a mouse playing a tiny trumpet.”

Eli wrote SQUEAK in his notebook.

Then, from the other side of the garden, they heard it.

Squeak. Squeak. SQUEAK.

“That much?” Eli asked.

“That much,” said Ben.
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The Squeaky Cart

The silver cart was near the library door.

It had two shelves and four small wheels. A few picture books lay on top.

Mr. Moss, one of the library helpers, was pushing it up the path.

Squeak.

He stopped when he saw them.

“Oh, good,” he said. “Someone to tell this wheel a quiet story.”

Nora did not laugh. Not yet.

“Was your cart near the craft table?” she asked.

“Yes. I parked it there while I took some cushions inside.”

“Did you see a green dragon?”

Mr. Moss shook his head.

“Ms. Bell just asked me that. I only had books and blankets.”

He showed them the empty lower shelf.

“I took the blankets to the reading tent. Then I brought these books back.”

Nora looked at the cart's little wheels. They were thin and smooth.

Eli looked too.

“They could have made our track,” he whispered.

There was a metal hook at the back of the cart. A tiny red thread hung from it.

Nora pointed.

“Pickle's cape is red!”

Mr. Moss bent to look.

“So it is. Though we have some red cushions too.”

Nora wanted the thread to belong to Pickle. She wanted that very much.

But wanting was not the same as knowing.

She asked Mr. Moss to leave it there while Eli drew it.

“What happened at the craft table?” Dad asked Nora.

“We put our puppets down. Then we made crowns.”

Nora shut her eyes and tried to see the table again.

Pickle's cape had hung over the edge.

A breeze had lifted the paper scraps. She remembered putting her glue stick on a purple paper square so it would not blow away.

Could the breeze have blown Pickle off the table?

She opened her eyes.

“Was the cart right beside the end?”

Mr. Moss nodded.

“With a blue blanket on the bottom shelf?”

“That's right.”

Nora pictured her dragon tumbling onto a soft blue pile.

“He might have fallen in!”

“And gone for a ride,” said Eli.

This time Nora did smile.

It was a small smile, but it was there.

They thanked Mr. Moss and turned toward the reading tent.

Behind them, the cart gave one long squeak.

“It says good luck,” said Eli.
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