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I DON’T WANT AN ADORING crowd of nobles, knights, and other annoying suitors distracting me from my mission. I’m Princess Teryn and I’m on a quest to save a dragon, just like a princess in the good old dragon days. You can’t be a true princess without doing something splendid like saving a dragon.

There’s just one little hitch though. I have to find a dragon first. 

And dragons aren’t the easiest creatures to find these days. After searching most of my life I haven’t found so much as a leftover dragon scale! Today marks Dragon Search 199 (I keep careful count in my Dragon Search Journal). 

Will I end up like Sayla, batting my eyelashes and tossing my curly red hair at the slobbering numbskulls around me? 

No! Not I! For last night, I finally found something that will change the course of my entire quest.

A book. 

I never would have found it if the traveling storyteller hadn’t come to our castle and told the legend of the first Dragon Princess, who healed a whole herd of dragons of stomach pains caused by the burning fire inside them. She searched till she found the ancient antidote that not only healed them, but transformed the flame into a misty silver radiance like liquid moonlight.

The storyteller later approached me. It seemed he knew I wanted to follow in the first Dragon Princess’ footsteps. Handing me a grey candle, he proclaimed, “In the old library you will find the book with the answer you seek.” 

So I took the candle and searched the labyrinth that was the castle library. The candle proved a guide to the book—it dimmed every time I turned the wrong way. I soon found it. The book was old, dusty, crumbling and curling at the corners. Flaming red dragons wove around the heading that said in fancy script The Magic of Dragons. There was a dragon medallion dangling from its spine on a silver ribbon.

A thorough search of the book revealed it had the very spell I needed, but I would have to wait for a half moon to appear—which was this very night!

So before it got light, I left behind my mother, father, silly sister Sayla, and her sixty–seven suitors fluttering about her back in the castle. And now I’m searching for the perfect place to say the spell...

I stumble down the castle trail to the woods. Drat these skirts! I’m the clumsiest lass in the entire kingdom of Vallselyn. I pick myself up and hurry down the well–worn trail that leads to a clearing near the lake.

Kneeling beside a mossy stump and shaking fiery hair out of my eyes, I open the book and flip to the section titled ON CALLING TO THE NEEDY. Beneath the heading is written, 

This spell will guarantee a helpless dragon finding you! The directions are simple:

In the time of the half moon, just before the sun rises, you must visit a forest vale near a lake. Hold this book in your left hand and clench the dragon medallion in your right. Then circle a mossy stump three times while chanting this phrase three times:

Dragons drag dripping dragonets down dipping dales.

Then wait for the dragon to come! 

Will it work? I accidentally overslept and it’s only a few hours now till dawn (hey, I needed some sleep for this venture!). But the moon is still up, so I’m close enough, right?

I rise to my feet, muttering the phrase under my breath. I have to be sure and get it right!

Clenching the medallion in my fist, I dance around the stump, chanting, “Dragons drag dripping dragonets down dipping dales.” 

I squeeze my eyes shut and careen around the stump. “Dragons drag dripping dragonets down dipping dales.”

Faster!

“Dragons drag dripping dragonets down dipping dales!”

Suddenly, from the lake behind me a musical voice cries, “Princess! Delighted to meet you at last!” I whip around. A silver dragon rises from the water, shining and dripping in the moonlight.

“I’ve been looking everywhere for you!” exclaims the dragon. Her glowing blue eyes laugh at me. “I need your help.”

“The spell worked!” I clap my hands together, triumphantly.

“Of course it did,” she says. “I chanted princesses play practical pranks on poppies three times in the middle of a forest lake, just as the book says, and here you are!”

“Wait, you need my help?” I gasp.

“Do you think I’d have said that silly phrase if I didn’t?” The dragon wades to the grassy bank and shakes herself, causing giant water drops to splash over me.

“How can I help you then?” I ask, rubbing my face and hands dry.

“My name is Ketera,” she says solemnly. “And I want to be a librarian.” 

I blink twice, dumbfounded. “A—librarian?” I try to swallow a giggle, but it escapes anyhow.

“Lots of the ancient dragons were librarians!” She says defensively.

“Alright,” I say. “I see. How very interesting.”

“You see,” she explains, “I’m the last of my race and I’m very lonely. There is nothing left for me now except to become a Royal Librarian, like all the ancient dragons used to.” 

At last! Her request is odd, but perhaps I can use it to my advantage somehow. How can I save a dragon who wants me to help her become a librarian?

“Princess Teryn at your service.” I sweep her my best professional curtsy. I catch my foot in my skirts and tumble in a tangled heap to the ground. 

Best act as if that didn’t happen. “I wasn’t aware that dragons could read,” I comment, struggling to my feet. 

“I love books,” she beams. “I even wear magic gloves that won’t tear the pages.”

Again I want to laugh. “Gloves?” I say. “How do you—? I mean, well, don’t you tear the gloves trying to get them on?” The picture of this giant creature in a dainty pair of lacey gloves is almost too much. Another giggle escapes.

“They’re magic!” she retorts. “They look like gloves but they’re as tough as iron gauntlets.”

I must remember not to laugh at my clients, I chide myself. She sounds a bit hurt. And anyway, it’s never a wise idea to antagonize a gigantic reptile if one can help it.

“Well, this Librarian request will take some thinking.” I plop down on the stump, squint my eyebrows, and tap my forehead. Ketera hums to herself as I think. 

“I have it!” I exclaim and Ketera jumps. “If we pretend you’ve kidnapped me, my father and his soldiers will follow us.” 

“What good will that do?”

“Well, if I was to fall off a cliff and you saved me, you’d be a hero. My father would give you any reward you asked! Isn’t that clever?” I smile to myself. And if I intervened on her behalf, I’d be saving her from becoming a dragon shish kabob and helping her get her wish!  

“I don’t know.” Ketera frowns. “It sounds dangerous and, well, kind of like lying. Do you know it will work?”

“No, but can you think of anything else?”

“I guess not.” She sighs. “Just don’t go rolling down the mountainside or something. You’re kind of clumsy.”

“No, I’m not,” I huff. Just because I know I’m clumsy doesn’t mean everyone else has to notice! 

She rolls her eyes. “Scramble onto my back then.” She pushes me up with her head, and I trip over her leg, conking my nose. “We’ll fly to Mount Mitoleas.”

“Is that where you live?” I ask.

“Yes.” She jumps into the air, flapping her wings and puffing like a freight train. It must take great concentration to get a body like hers into the air!

We soar over the lake and the castle, just as the sun is rising. Sayla is on the drawbridge, flirting with a gaggle of nincompoops as she twirls her blonde hair. What could she be doing up at such an early hour? No matter. It falls right in with my scheme.

“Good morning, Sayla!” I wave gaily. 

She looks up. Her face turns chalk–white. Three of the suitors tumble off the bridge in shock, and splashing can be heard below.

“Father!” Sayla shrieks. “A Teryn’s kidnapping a—I mean a dragon’s kidnapping Teryn!” 

Sayla swoons (she never just faints) and all the noble milksops try to catch her, each one yelling, “Somebody tell the King!”

We soon reach the lonely mountain that stands near the wildest borders of our land. The landscape is mostly loose, slippery soil with rocks and boulders scattered all around the foothills. It’s a weird setting. One giant mountain all by itself.

Ketera lands on a wide ledge jutting out the cliffside. There’s a steep drop about a hundred yards below that into the valley.

“Are you sure your family knows where we are?” Ketera asks. 

“Certainly,” I say, sliding off her back. “You can see the mountain from anywhere in the kingdom. I’m sure Sayla’s posse of prunefaces noticed us flying in this direction.” I squint at the sun and calculate the time. “It may take them an hour or so to ride here on horseback though.”

So we sit on the ledge and wait. And wait. And wait.

Finally Ketera says, “I think I see something.” Dragons have sharper eyesight than humans. All I see is a cloud of dust. 

“Do you remember what you’re supposed to do?” I ask.

“I think so,” she says a bit nervously.

“You think!” I exclaim. “You better be sure. Remember to catch me!”

She nodded. “Right, right.”

“It’ll work. Just remember to catch me!” By now my father, a tubby little man in armor and riding a black horse, is leading a mob of soldiers and Sayla’s suitors up the rough mountainside. “Yoohoo, Father!” I call, jumping and waving.

“Teryn, my child!” he calls as Ketera moves near the cliff edge. “We have come to save you.”

“I’m all right, Father,” I answer. “I’m only helping a dragon.” 

“A dragon!” He yelps,  noticing Ketera. He fumbles for his sword, but he only succeeds in tumbling off his horse and
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