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THE STORY SO FAR

‘There were dragons when I was a boy.’

Those were the first words of the beginning of this story.

Once there was a boy named Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, who lived on the little isle of Berk with a hunting-dragon called Toothless, and a riding-dragon called the Windwalker, wild and happy, in a world full of dragons. 

Hiccup was the son of Chief Stoick the Vast, and the most unlikely Viking Hero you could possibly imagine. A skinny runner bean of a boy, who was nonetheless an awesome sword-fighter, and a Dragonwhisperer, one of the few people who have been able to speak Dragonese, the language dragons speak to one another. 

One dreadful day, Hiccup accidentally released a great Seadragon called the Dragon Furious, who had been chained in the terrible forest prison of Berserk for over a hundred years. The Dragon Furious began a Dragon Rebellion that aims to kill the entire human race, and the humans and the dragons are now fighting each other to extinction. 

The dragons have set fire to the little Hooligan village where Hiccup grew up, and the humans have been driven out of their houses and are now gathered on the island of Tomorrow, waiting for the Final Battle. 

There is only one thing that can save the humans now. A new King of the Wilderwest must be crowned on the island of Tomorrow. Once the King is crowned, he will be told the secret of the Dragon Jewel, and this secret has the power to destroy all dragons forever. But a King can only be crowned if he has gathered together the King’s Lost Things, ten objects that have been scattered across the Archipelago and lost for a century. 

Over the course of eleven exciting and long adventures, slowly and painfully, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third has gathered the ten Lost Things together, with the help of his best friends Fishlegs and Camicazi, an ancient old Seadragon called the Wodensfang, and a beautiful three-headed riding dragon called the Deadly Shadow, that can camouflage itself so effectively you think it is invisible. 

But the wicked Alvin the Treacherous (the clue is in the name, really) has stolen all of the Lost Things from Hiccup. Alvin is on the island of Tomorrow right now, and he is about to be crowned King. If Alvin is made King, he will use the power of the Dragon Jewel to make dragons extinct forever. 

Everybody believes that Hiccup is dead, shot through the heart by Alvin the Treacherous’s Warriors, but in fact Hiccup survived, and is lying unconscious on the little beach of Hero’s End, an island a little way from Tomorrow. 

But Hiccup has no riding-dragon, no boat and no Lost Things. And only the one with the King’s Lost Things can land on Tomorrow and live. If Hiccup sets one foot on the beach, the Dragon Guardians of Tomorrow will rise from beneath the sand and carry Hiccup up into airy oblivion ... 

This is a dreadful predicament indeed. 

Today is the Doomsday of Yule, the day of the Final Battle between dragons and humans. 

There is only one day left now, for Hiccup to become the King of the Wilderwest, and to save the dragons. 

One day more ... 

CAN HICCUP SAVE THE DRAGONS? 





THE WORLD NEEDS A HERO 

It was the darkest hour that humanity had ever faced, and a terrible doom had come upon the Archipelago. 

Once, not so very long ago, these little green islands had been bustling and full of life, with a cosy little village nestled on every hilltop. Now, those same villages were blasted all to smithereens, and even the scorched hills themselves had great bites torn out of them, mountainsides up-ended, rivers re-routed, trees turned upside-down with the sap weeping out of them, and great gouges in the face of the earth caused by the raking of angry dragons. 

The smoke of the burning villages and the flaming of the forests had combined with the early morning mist to create an eerie fog, out of which the Dragon Furious and the numberless forces of his dragon army gathered in Wrecker’s Bay loomed spookily like ghosts. The majority were still sleeping, waiting with half-closed eyes and hungry talons for the Final Battle between the dragons and the humans. 

It was Doomsday, and the world needed a Hero. 

Not just any Hero, but a Hero who could change the course of history. 

And there were those abroad, even now, very now, in the palest hours of earliest morning on the Doomsday of Yule, who were out there looking for one. 

Two young Viking warriors, a boy and a girl, were sitting on the back of a beautiful

three-headed Deadly Shadow dragon. Both had ruins and rags for clothes. They were far, far from home, these young Warriors, for the tornado howl of the dragons’ war had flamed their sweet safe homes into ash, and tossed them in the air, and blown them all away to be scattered to the four corners of the earth by the wild winds of the Archipelago. 

Only a Hero could save them now, and they were both afraid – very, very afraid – although the girl was pretending not to be. 

The girl, a ferocious little Bog-Burglar with hair so tangled it was as if it had been whipped up by a whirlwind, leaned over the side of the Deadly Shadow dragon, crying with fierce desperation into the dense and shifting fog: 

‘Hiccup? Hiccup? Where are you, Hiccup? Hiccup, where are you???’ 

The boy who sat beside her was called Fishlegs. He was a raggedy spider of a boy, with burnt curly hair, and smashed glasses perched lopsidedly on his nose. ‘Hiccup is dead, Camicazi,’ he said quietly, with a weary resignation. ‘Everyone knows he is dead. They even saw it happen ...’ 

‘He is not dead!’ replied the little girl, angry because she was frightened. ‘I refuse to believe he is dead! I know he is alive! I know it in my heart ...’  

‘Hiccup? Where are you, Hiccup? Hiccup, where a-a-a-are you???’ 

There were others abroad, out hunting for a Hero. 

Far away in the fog, the Witch’s Vampire Spydragon had escaped from drowning, and spread his cruel bat wings, red eyes gleaming, monkey face snuffling, hunting, hunting for a Hero. But the Spydragon was not hunting blindly in that misty darkness; he was hunting with exactitude, and surety, and precision. The day before, he had bitten the Hero Hiccup with his very own jaws and left two of his favourite teeth in the Hero’s arm, and he could hear those teeth calling to him, somewhere down there in the foggy seas. 

Tick-tock, tick-tock, sang the teeth of the Vampire Spydragon, tick-tock tick-tock, as they lay there ticking in the Hero’s arm, down there in the darkness. 

And up in the misty skies above, the Spydragon’s bat-like ears swivelled to the sound: tick-tock, tick-tock. 

No, no, thought the Spydragon to himself. The Hero is only terribly wounded, he is not dead ... But he is GOING to be dead, oh yes he is, I will make sure of that ... 

The Dragon Furious also knew that the Hero was not yet dead. 

And all through that fog, throughout the entire Archipelago, the Dragon Furious had sent out search parties, hunting, hunting the Hero in the desolation of fog and sea-wilderness. 

Across the Sullen Seas they had flown all the night, with dripping fangs and bright cats’ eyes, north to the Frozen Isle of Nowhere, east to the Bay of the Broken Heart, south to the Flaming Forest, west to the Mystery and the Waterlands, flying like vengeful ghosts and spirits of the past, all of them crying in a bitter relentless chant: 

‘Hunt the human ... Hunt the human...Hunt the human ...’ 

And ... 

‘Hiccup? Where are you, Hiccup? Hiccup, where a-a-a-re you???’     

One of those search parties was a little band of Sand-Sharks. They had spotted the Spydragon tracking someone with his teeth, and they knew who that someone was, so they followed the Spydragon through the fog ... 

‘Hiccup? Where are you, Hiccup? Hiccup, where a-a-a-are you?’      

Oh, the world needs a Hero all right. For in a few small hours, the rest of that sleeping dragon army would awake, and then the inferno would begin. 

But who would get to Hiccup first on the last day of Doomsday? 

Would it be the friends with their helpful hands and loving hearts, or would it be the enemies with their fangs and fire? 

Follow me, reader, if you dare. Take my hand, for we can fly swifter than Vampire Spydragons, and more invisible than the Deadly Shadow; we can follow the sound of ticking teeth faster than they can, and trace the Hero back to where he lies, on the little isle of Hero’s End. 

The little isle of Hero’s End, where things end and things begin ... 

Let me begin at the beginning, even though this is the ending. 





1. HOWEVER BAD THINGS SEEM TO BE, THEY CAN ALWAYS GET WORSE 

On the last Day of Doomsday, known as the Doomsday of Yule, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third lay unconscious on a beach on the little isle of Hero’s End. 

It was a dreadful day indeed, bitterly cold, with the sun struggling to come up over the frozen horizon, and the Winter Wind howling like a hundred banshees, and the early-morning fog so dense and thick with the acrid smoke of War and burning forest that you could barely see your hand out in front of you. 

The fog was a blessing, though, for it hid the blackened devastation all around. It hid the many dragons that had been out all night, hunting for our Hero. It hid the Dragon Furious’s mighty army that was just beginning to wake up and move about in the nearby desolation of Wrecker’s Bay. 

And it hid the Hero himself. 

Hiccup had always been an unremarkable-looking boy for a Viking Hero, with one of those ordinary faces that was difficult to remember. But now he was a truly pitiable sight, like a broken scarecrow that someone has accidentally trodden on. Half in and half out of the water, strewn with seaweed, his clothes ragged and in ribbons about him, two black eyes, face clawed by dragons’ talons, body coated in sea salt. He had been bitten on the hand by a Vampire Spydragon the previous day, so his left arm had swollen up, and his whole left-hand side was a strange purple colour. 

An odd sort of Hero, for the worst crisis humanity has ever faced. 

But he was alive, at least ... just. 

On Hiccup’s chest there perched a very ancient hunting-dragon called the Wodensfang, over a thousand years old, and as wrinkled and tattered as a crumbling brown leaf. 

The Wodensfang had tried to haul Hiccup up the beach, gripping on to Hiccup’s torn collar, and pulling as hard as he could, with his little old tired legs, but the Wodensfang was only the size of a small skinny rabbit, so the sad bedraggled body of the unconscious boy did not move so much as an inch. 

‘Oh dear, oh dear,’ moaned the Wodensfang desperately, warming Hiccup’s heart with the heat of his own body and gently trying to wake him by blowing warm air into his face. ‘This really couldn’t be worse ... they’re going to find us if we don’t get a move on ... and I’m worried the tide might come in and drown you, just to add to our problems ... Wake up, Hiccup, wake up! You must wake up!’ 

The boy’s eyelids fluttered. In desperation, the Wodensfang spat a little seawater into his face. The boy spluttered, coughed. 

‘Oh thank the great Wings in the Sky!’ exclaimed the Wodensfang, so agitated he hopped from foot to foot, rubbing his wings together like a grasshopper. ‘He’s alive and he’s waking up!’ 

The boy’s eyes opened. Or rather, one of them did. The other was so swollen and bruised, he could barely open it at all. 

‘Oh Hiccup,’ crooned the Wodensfang, ‘I am so sorry, boy, but you must get out of the sea immediately ... the tide is coming in ...’ 

Hiccup sat up with a groan, coughing, and put a hand to his forehead which ached as if Thor the blacksmith was bringing down his hammer on it repeatedly from the inside and the outside with such ringing blows that Hiccup’s ears sang with the pain. 

‘Where am I?’ whispered Hiccup, coughing up sea-water and struggling for breath. 

‘You’re on the little Isle of Hero’s End,’ explained the Wodensfang. ‘Your ship sank, with all the Lost Things on it, I’m afraid, so Alvin retrieved them and he has them now, which means we’re in a bit of a hurry, actually—’ 

‘Why was I on a ship?’ interrupted Hiccup. ‘Who is Alvin? What are the Lost Things? Who are you? And, more importantly ... 

‘... who am I?’ 

The Wodensfang blinked at him. 

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Who am I?’ repeated Hiccup.

‘You don’t know who you are?’ squeaked the Wodensfang. ‘Are you really telling me you don’t know who you are?’ 

Hiccup shook his head. 

‘Oh dear oh dear oh dear oh dear!’ moaned the Wodensfang. ‘However bad things seem to be, they can always get worse! The boy has lost his memory!’ 

I’m afraid that the Wodensfang was right. Hiccup had been hit on the head by the mast of the ship as it sank, and he had indeed lost his memory.  

‘I’m sorry,’ shivered Hiccup miserably. ‘I can’t remember who I am, or why I am here, or anything at all.’ 

He struggled to think, but it was as if the choking smoke and fog that was all around them had crept through his ears and into his aching head and turned everything upside down and into confusion. 

All he knew was that he was cold, and sore, and something terrible had just happened, and he was in the middle of doing something very important. 

‘Oh this is a disaster! Not to mention a very long story,’ said the Wodensfang, jumping anxiously from foot to foot. ‘And I cannot emphasise more how pushed we are for time. I am the Wodensfang, you are Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, and you’re a very great Hero!’ 

‘Am I?’ said Hiccup, in surprise, looking down at his ragged, skinny little frame. ‘But that seems so unlikely!’ 

‘Trust me,’ said the Wodensfang. ‘It’s unlikely, but you are. You’re not the normal sort of Viking Hero, admittedly, but you’re very clever and you can speak Dragonese, and you’re one of the only people in the world who can do that. How extraordinary that you don’t know who you are, but you can still remember your Dragonese ...’

      ‘So I can!’ said Hiccup in surprise, replying to the Wodensfang, indeed, in Dragonese. 

‘You’re going to have to concentrate very hard here,’ fretted the Wodensfang, trying, unsuccessfully, not to panic, ‘because we’re in a bit of a dire situation. Look over there!’ 

The Wodensfang, thoroughly agitated, pointed a shaking dragon wing to the north-east. Hiccup couldn’t see out of one of his eyes, which was too swollen to open, but if he tilted his head slightly to the left, and slo-o-o-wly and painfully cracked open the bruised eyelid of his right eye he could just about see out of that one. 

‘I can’t see anything over there,’ said Hiccup. The fog was indeed so dense that you couldn’t really see anything at all. 

‘OK, you’re going to have to trust me on this,’ squeaked the Wodensfang. ‘OVER THERE, on the Murderous Island, the Dragon Furious has gathered together a multitude of dragons so enormous, so ferocious, that the world has never seen anything like it before. He has drawn them together, these wild and lawless creatures, with a single aim ... 

‘And the aim of the Dragon Furious ... is the extinction of the entire human race.’ 

There was a nasty silence. 

Hiccup swallowed hard as all around him the smoke swirled, getting up and into his nose, and making him cough, and the cold sea seemed to have seeped into his very bones, so that he shivered uncontrollably, and he could hear his heart beating: thump ... thump ... thump ... 

‘Doomsday ...’ whispered Hiccup in slow horror, a single dim memory coming back to him, like a Sharkworm fin surfacing in the water, and disappearing again as suddenly as it had returned. ‘Doomsday ... The last battle between the dragons and the humans ... 

‘Are you quite sure about this?’ said Hiccup, peering uncertainly into that smog. 

‘I’m absolutely sure,’ gabbled the Wodensfang in a quiver of anxiety. ‘And you, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, are the Hero who is the humans’ and the dragons’ last and only hope.’ 

‘I am?’ spluttered Hiccup. ‘Me?’ 

He gave a strangled, disbelieving laugh and looked down at his battered body. He had legs like pieces of seaweed, and arms like chicken wings, and his left forearm seemed to have been attacked by something, because it had swollen up to twice the size of a normal forearm. It was also purple, along with the entire left side of his body. 

‘Heroes have to swordfight and throw axes and spears and stuff. What can I do against a dragon army like that?’ Hiccup said in some desperation. 

‘Actually, you’re a surprisingly good swordfighter—’ 

Hiccup flapped his floppy forearm at the Wodensfang. ‘Not right now I’m not! I can’t hold a sword. What am I going to do, flap my opponents to death? Maybe I could dribble on them, that would be scary ...’ 

The Wodensfang ignored this interruption. 

‘We need to get off this island as soon as possible. I’ve been watching the Dragon Rebellion sending out search parties hunting for you all night and— oh! Oh dear!’ 

The little brown dragon gave a short sharp exclamation, his big eyes opened wide, and he looked down at a small brown dart protruding from one of his little skinny shoulder-blades. 

‘Oh! Oh my goodness, I’ve been hit!’ squeaked the Wodensfang. Many species of dragons shot little darts containing a mild poison that sent their prey to sleep. Wodensfang pointed a wing up towards the grasses at the back of the beach. ‘Mayday! Mayday! Dragon Rebellion search party!’ 

Hiccup whirled around. There was nothing to be seen in any direction on the beach, only that thick black smoke and the wind and the cry of seagulls. 

Z-I-N-G! 

Another little dart flew past Hiccup’s nose, missing him by inches. It seemed to be coming from the bluff of the beach behind them. There wasn’t time to think, Hiccup had to react automatically. 

Hiccup leaped to his feet and made the unwelcome discovery that not only was the whole left-hand side of his body an unusual colour, his left leg was as numb as his arm and as floppy as a jellyfish. 

He staggered forward, wobbling like a drunken sailor, fell over at exactly the right moment for another dart to miss him and go sailing over his head, skidded up to the Wodensfang, removed the dart from the little dragon’s shoulder-blade, and stuffed him in the ragged remains of his waistcoat. 

‘Are you all right?’ stuttered Hiccup. 

‘I’m fine!’ squeaked the Wodensfang. ‘A bit of a numbing effect but otherwise fine ...’ 

Z-I-N-G! Z-I-N-G! Z-I-N-G! 

Hiccup rolled behind a large nearby rock. The little darts were coming from up on the grassy edge of the beach, thought Hiccup to himself, his heart thumping with horror. He tilted his head and tried to peer over the edge of the rock through his one good eye, through the smoke and the fog ... 

And then he saw them.

Eyes.

Dragon eyes gleaming in the darkness. Oh, for Thor’s sake.

He was being hunted. 





2. YOU SEE, IT JUST GOT WORSE AGAIN LESS THAN FIVE MINUTES INTO THE STORY 

‘What’s going on?’ whispered Hiccup to the Wodensfang. ‘Who are these dragons? Why do they want to kill me?’ 

The Wodensfang’s eyelids were drooping in a worrying way, as if he was about to lose consciousness. ‘I told you ...’ he squeaked. ‘Those are Dragon Rebellion dragons and they want to stop you from becoming King because you are the Hero who finds the Lost Things ...’ 

‘What?’ yelled Hiccup, as ...

Z-Z-I-I-ING!!!

... many more darts shot briskly past the rock they were hiding behind.

‘Oh dear,’ gabbled the Wodensfang, very, very quickly, for he could feel himself falling asleep. ‘It’s a very long story, Hiccup, but it’s so important that you understand everything ... Where shall I start? A long time ago, on the island of Tomorrow, King Grimbeard the Ghastly killed his son Hiccup the Second, because he thought that his son was leading a Rebellion against him, and imprisoned his son’s dragon, the Dragon Furious, in a forest prison—’ 

‘We haven’t got time for the WHOLE story!’ shouted Hiccup, as darts sang Z-Z-ZING Z-ING ZING over their heads. ‘Just tell me the important bits!’

‘ALL of the bits are important!’ squealed the Wodensfang in a total panic. 

‘I’m going to have to find somewhere a bit safer for us to hide,’ said Hiccup. ‘This rock isn’t big enough—’ 

At that point, so completely out of the blue that Hiccup nearly had a heart attack, something wriggled at the back of his neck and something said in a deep little voice: 

‘Where’s the biscuit?’ 

‘AAARGGHHH!’ yelped Hiccup, flapping desperately at the back of his head, under the understandable impression that something was attacking him from behind, and had got him by the neck.

‘Don’t worry, don’t worry,’ said the Wodensfang soothingly, ‘that’s just another little dragon, you must have put him in your backpack to protect him when the boat sank, but don’t worry, he’s no danger, he’s on our side ... He must have just woken up ...’ 

Sure enough, Hiccup was wearing a small, very bashed-about backpack, and out of the backpack buzzed a small, circular lapdragon that bore a remarkable resemblance to a happy little pig. 

It was a Hogfly. 

Hogflys are the stupidest, most good-natured dragons in the Archipelago, far more likely to lick your enemies than to bite them, and much more of a hindrance than a help. 

‘Woof, woof!’ barked the happy little Hogfly enthusiastically. (The Hogfly was under the impression that it was a dog.) ‘Hello, Mother! Is it teatime? I can help! I can be tremendously helpful!’ 

‘Oh dear ... yes, I’m sure you can,’ said Hiccup, feeling a little hysterical, ‘but in the meantime just stay here with us behind this rock and try not to get SHOT.’ 

 ‘Back to the story,’ said the Wodensfang. ‘Grimbeard the Ghastly repented, and declared there would never be a King of the Wilderwest again, unless the King could be a better King than he was. He created an Impossible Task, by hiding ten Lost Things. Only a true Hero can gather the Things together and become the next King of the Wilderwest ...’ 

Hiccup wasn’t really listening to the story. He was peering over the rock to look up at the bluff of the beach. 

Dark shapes were beginning to slink over the bluff and down on to the sandy beach. They dug into the sand until only the fins on the top of their heads were showing, and then the shark-like fins moved through the sand, as easily as if it were water. Every now and then the creatures would thrust their heads above the sand to fire their drugged darts ...

This is ridiculous! thought Hiccup.

Here he was, with that funny little brown dragon saying he was this great Hero, and Hiccup could feel how weak he was, how defenceless. He could barely move, let alone fight off a pack of shark-like dragons. 

At this point, a memory popped up at him out of nowhere, like an uncontrollable jack-in-a-box. 

Sand-Sharks. 

He knew what these dragons were, they were Sand-Sharks. 

He didn’t know how he knew; he just knew. 

And, as it turned out, he didn’t just know a little bit about Sand-Sharks. 

He knew everything about them. 

He knew that they were pack-animals about the size of a dog or wolf. They could hunt prey much larger than themselves by using their darts to send their victims to sleep. Once they’d shot a number of darts into their target, it would fall unconscious, and they could swarm all over it, and kill their prey without it putting up a fight. 

 ‘Most unfortunately,’ squeaked the Wodensfang, desperately carrying on with the story, even though no one was listening, ‘although you of course found all the Lost Things, Hiccup, Alvin the Treacherous has stolen the Things from you, and he is about to be crowned King, and once he is crowned, he will be told the secret of the Dragon Jewel, which has the power to destroy all dragons forever ... Are you concentrating on this story, Hiccup?’ 

No, Hiccup was not concentrating on this story, funnily enough. 

He was thinking about the rather more urgent problem of staying alive. 

The Wodensfang was still awake, which suggested that it would take at least five or six of those darts to put a sizeable creature like himself to sleep. A little way away there was the broken hull of a wrecked boat, within rolling distance. If he could just get to the shelter of that boat without being hit by too many of the darts, then it would give him some time to figure out what to do ... 

But the Hogfly had other ideas. 

‘Oh look, those dragons are playing Fetch!’ squealed the Hogfly in excitement. ‘Fetch is my favourite game! Much better than Hide-and-Go-Seek! And I’m SO good at it!’ 

Before Hiccup could stop him, the Hogfly dashed out from behind the rock and flew hither and thither, trying to catch the darts in his mouth. 

‘No!’ warned Hiccup in frantic exasperation. ‘No, Hogfly, no! Don’t try and catch the darts! They’re drugged!’ 

But the Hogfly didn’t listen. ‘Lovely darts!’ sang the Hogfly, his curly tail wagging in an absolute blur of pleasure. ‘Pretty little darts! COME to the Hogfly!’ 

‘The darts are BAD, Hogfly, they’re BAD!’ screamed Hiccup, as the Hogfly launched himself at three or four more. Excitement always made the Hogfly buzz louder than normal, and he was so thrilled by this new game that he could not hear Hiccup over the sound of his own buzzing. 

‘Bother!’ squealed the Hogfly, as he narrowly missed another dart. 

‘Nearly!’ screamed the Hogfly, as his little piggy jaws snapped on thin air once more. 

Luckily, not only was the Hogfly not as good at the fetching game as he thought he was, he was in fact supremely hopeless at it. But there were so many darts flying around that it was really only a question of time before he got hit by one. 

‘Ooh, I really am going to get this one ...’ said the Hogfly to himself, narrowing his eyes as he spotted a dart coming right at him, and positioning himself cunningly so that he was right bang on target. 

Hiccup transferred his weight on to his right foot, and with all his strength he launched himself in a Heroic HOP towards the Hogfly, flinging up his left arm in the nick of time so the dart landed in his floppy forearm rather than in the Hogfly, and then landing face down in the sand again. 

‘Mother’s playing too!’ squawked the Hogfly. ‘Good catch, Mother!’ 

The little dragon was so wild with excitement that he blew himself up and floated within an arm’s length of where Hiccup was lying. Hiccup reached up, caught the passing Hogfly by his curly tail, and half hopped, half rolled his way forward, taking himself, the drowsy Wodensfang, and the inflated, over-excited little Hogfly, into the shelter of the broken boat in a hail of arrows. 

Z-I-N-G! Z-I-N-G! Z-I-N-G! 

Three darts buried themselves into the shell of the boat as Hiccup ducked inside it. 

BONG! 

One dart landed on the Hogfly just before Hiccup got him into the broken boat but in his puffed-up, inflated state, it just bounced off harmlessly. 

The boat offered a bit more protection, but when Hiccup put his eye up to a small knot-hole in the hull, he could see the fins of the Sand-Sharks already beginning to circle the shipwrecked boat. Was it Hiccup’s imagination, or did they seem closer than before? 

Panting with fear, Hiccup checked the Hogfly anxiously. ‘Are you OK, Hogfly?’ 

‘I’m fine!’ squeaked the Hogfly happily. ‘One did hit me but I was UP so it just went BONG right off me! Did you hear it? Did you hear it? BONG!’ 

Reassured, Hiccup turned his attention to the dart in his forearm. His whole left hand side was so numb already that it wouldn’t make much difference. 

Rather disgustingly, when he pulled the dart out, he noticed a couple of things already embedded in his arm. The things were white, and looked horribly like teeth. YUCKY. 

‘Wodensfang, do you know why I have two TEETH in my arm?’ asked Hiccup, staring at the teeth in horrified fascination. 

‘Oh yes,’ said the Wodensfang soothingly. ‘I forgot to mention, a tiny extra problem: you got bitten by a Vampire Spydragon yesterday.’ 

A VAMPIRE SPYDRAGON? For Thor’s sake ... Hiccup put his swollen eye up to the knot-hole again. More and more Sand-Sharks were slinking out of the grass on the bluff and sinking down into the sand, their fins creeping nearer, nearer to the shipwrecked boat ... 

Hang on a second! What was that, just to the edge of the group? That wasn’t a Sand-Shark! 

Two red eyes were glowing in the grass, almost like they were levitating, and around the two red eyes there slowly materialised a far scarier animal than a Sand-Shark, a chameleon dragon with the head of a bat and the body of a monkey ... 

Vampire Spydragon, said Hiccup’s brain. 

That would explain why this hunting party had found him so easily. Vampire Spydragons hunt in quite a similar way to Sand-Sharks. 

But instead of using darts, they bite their victims with their teeth, leaving one or both of the teeth in the wound before letting them go. The poison in the bite then slowly paralyses the prey, and the Vampire Spydragon locates its lame and helpless target by the tracking device of its own teeth, which tick like clocks inside the bitten body of the victim.

I’m sorry. It’s yucky, but it’s true.

‘Oh for Thor’s sake, oh for Thor’s sake, this just gets worse and worse ...’

‘Back to the story,’ squeaked the Wodensfang, bug-eyed with alarm. ‘YOU have to get to the Island of Tomorrow, Hiccup, and be crowned King instead of Alvin!’ 

‘Forget about the story!’ snapped Hiccup. ‘The story isn’t important right now! You can tell me the story later—’ 

‘Stories are always important!’ shrieked the Wodensfang. ‘These dragons right here right now are just a minor problem, I’m trying to fill you in on the big picture here—’ 

‘These minor problems are going to kill us!’ panicked Hiccup. 

With shaking hands, Hiccup picked up a couple of stones that were lying underneath the boat, and threw them as far as he could in the direction of the attacking dragons. He could hear the dull thump as the stones landed uselessly in the sand. 

‘YOU HAVE TO LISTEN TO ME, HICCUP!’ begged the Wodensfang, so desperate now, that with an immense effort he dragged himself up Hiccup’s waistcoat and planted himself on Hiccup’s face, putting his wings on either side of Hiccup’s cheeks, and staring into Hiccup’s eyes. 

Now he had Hiccup’s attention. Something about looking into the hypnotic yellow eyes of a Seadragon always commands attention. 

‘If Alvin the Treacherous is made King, he will use the power of the Jewel to

destroy dragons FOREVER!’ shrieked the little brown dragon, in a frenzy of anxiety. ‘So YOU have to stop Alvin! YOU have to go over to the Island of Tomorrow, and YOU have to be made King instead of him! And then YOU can ride out and meet the Dragon Furious and try to persuade him to call off the Rebellion! That’s why it’s so urgent! That’s why we’re in a hurry!’  

‘OK, OK ...’ said Hiccup, stroking the little brown dragon’s back because he seemed so very upset. ‘I’ll do it, I’ll do it ...’

‘And it’s QUITE TRICKY!’ shrieked the Wodensfang. ‘Because you haven’t got a BOAT, or any of the LOST THINGS, or any WEAPONS ...’ 

‘Don’t worry,’ said Hiccup, ‘I’ll do it ...’ 

‘The fact that Fate has led us to Hero’s End is important, Hiccup. I can’t tell you exactly why, but this is where Grimbeard the Ghastly was buried. The humans don’t know you’re alive yet, because Alvin killed your cousin Snotlout yesterday and everybody thought it was you ...’ 

The Wodensfang was sounding very tired now, and he was gabbling away as fast as he could, aware that he was about to fall asleep. ‘In a nutshell, trust NOBODY. They all want to kill you. The Dragon Furious, Alvin, EVERYBODY’S TRYING TO KILL YOU ...’ 

‘I won’t trust anybody,’ said Hiccup soothingly. 

‘And finally, Hiccup, when you get to Tomorrow you mustn’t la—’ 

But the Wodensfang couldn’t say any more. The sleepy substance in the Sand-Shark’s dart was making the Wodensfang’s eyelids droop, and his forked tongue flop in his mouth.

He tried again. ‘You mustn’t la—’

 But it was too late.

The Wodensfang collapsed with his eyes closed before he could finish the sentence.

Which was unfortunate, to say the least, because the sentence he was trying to say was: ‘When you get to Tomorrow you mustn’t land on the beach, because the Dragon Guardians of Tomorrow are guarding it.’ And that was quite an important sentence. 

The Wodensfang was quite right. 

However bad things seem to be, they can always get worse. 





3. THE MINOR PROBLEM 

Five minutes earlier, the Wodensfang had been trying to wake up the unconscious boy. 

Now the positions were reversed. 

‘Wake up!’ whispered Hiccup, gently shaking the Wodensfang and tickling him behind the ears. ‘Please ... wake up! I don’t know what to do!’ 

The drug in that dart hadn’t killed the Wodensfang, but it was strong enough to send the little dragon very soundly to sleep, and he snored on, surprisingly loudly and snortily for such a small dragon, happily oblivious to the impending dragon attack. 

Think POSITIVE, think POSITIVE. 

On the enemy side: thirty Sand-Sharks and one really creepy Vampire Spydragon. 

On Hiccup’s side: an unconscious Wodensfang, a half-numb Hero who could only hop or crawl and who was embedded with a rather revolting tracking device, and one very sweet but extremely stupid little Hogfly panting expectantly in front of him with his tongue hanging out. 

Closer and closer crept the Sand-Sharks.

Closer and closer crept the Vampire Spydragon. 

The nearer the Vampire Spydragon got, the more Hiccup’s forearm burned with pain, as if the teeth could sense the presence of their owner. They quivered inside Hiccup’s arm, and their little serrated edges made this agony for Hiccup. 

And then he could hear horrible sniffing noises on the other side of the boat’s wooden hull. Oh for Thor’s sake, they were so close now he could hear the dragons panting. He had to take one more look. Just in the
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