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WARNING:

This book contains
 THREE newly discovered
 DEADLY DRAGON
 species (and an egg)

YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED
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This book is dedicated to SIMON
 with so much Love
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[image: A sketch of Fishlegs wearing a horned helmet and glasses, holding Horrorcow, a small spotted dragon with short wings and spikes.]
This is my best friend, Fishlegs, and his dragon, Horrorcow (Horrorcow is Vegetarian)

[image: A sketch of Camicazi with long, flowing hair, wearing a dark outfit with a belt standing beside Stormfly. Stormfly lies curled at her feet with horns and wings.]
This is my best friend, Camicazi, and her Mood-Dragon, Stormfly (Camicazi is quite cheeky)

[image: A sketch of Snotlout wearing a helmet and furry outfit and posing near Fireworm. Fireworm has a long snout.]
This is my cousin, Snotlout, and his Dragon, Fireworm

[image: A sketch of Dogsbreath wearing a horned helmet and standing beside Seaslug. Seaslug has a textured body, large nostrils and short horns.]
Snotlout’s friend, Dogsbreath, and his dragon, Seas hug

[image: A sketch of Adelaide with curly hair and a frowning expression. Her arms are crossed, and two braids stick out sideways from her head.]
Snotlout’s little sister Adelaide

[image: A sketch of Tuffnut Junior wearing a horned helmet. His eyes are narrow, and his mouth is downturned.]
Tussnut Junior

[image: A sketch of Speedifist wearing a helmet with multiple horns. Short curls extend below the helmet.]
Speed fist

[image: A sketch of Stoick the Vast with a small helmet. His face emerges from a large scribbled beard.]
This is my father, Stoick the Vast, Chief of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe

[image: A sketch of Gobber the Belch wearing a horned helmet, with a beard and bent arms. A small dragon stands between his feet.]
And my teacher, Gobber the Belch, who has just started a Viking and Dragon Training School on Berk

[image: A sketch of a dragon flying with a helmeted character sitting on its head. The dragon has netted wings and a long tail.]
[image: A sketch of a stick with a net bag and a pile of books beside it. One book is titled ‘Art of Battle,’ and it has a crest.]
Books for school work and notes about dragons

[image: A sketch of a Viking child in a horned helmet and fur clothing, holding up a hand.]
I’m a bit worried I might come bottom in everything in the Viking and Dragon Training School…

[image: A sketch of a backpack with buckles and loose items sticking out.]
School backpack

[image: A sketch of a helmet with a mesh face covering. The helmet has a rounded top and pointed side horns. Text reads, ‘Helmet for protection from extra large dragons.’]
Helmet for protection from Extra Large Dragons

[image: A sketch of a scaly firesuit lying on the grass. The textured surface features overlapping oval shapes. Text reads, ‘Firesuit for fiery situations.’]
Firesuit for fiery situations




PROLOGUE IN WHICH IT LOOKS LIKE CAMICAZI IS GOING TO BE VERY LATE FOR SCHOOL

Somewhere very dark and wild and wet, Camicazi was frightened.

Camicazi didn’t scare easily.

She was a small Viking Hero from the Bog-Burglar Tribe with the cheek of a hundred foxes, the strength of a person twice her size and wildly tangled hair like an exploding bramble bush.

But now she was cold, wet, hungry and terrified.

Two weeks in almost total darkness, waves crashing against the walls around you, with no idea where you are, will do that to a person.

Is this the end of the world? thought Camicazi.

Her Mood-dragon, Stormfly, was so scared she had curled up inside Camicazi’s waistcoat and was refusing to come out.

Biting her lip, Camicazi climbed her furiously swinging home-made ladder, trying not to lose her grip on the slimy rope as she clambered towards a gap in the darkness, the only sliver of daylight she had seen in the last fortnight.

‘You can’t keep a Bog-Burglar under lock and key!’ said Camicazi firmly to herself, to keep her spirits up.

Once she reached the gap, she looked through it with longing at the stormy world outside. With trembling fingers, she took out a bottle from her backpack. The bottle had a note in it. She posted the letter through the gap.

‘Please, Freya, Great God of War, Love and Death,’ said Camicazi, closing her eyes and praying. ‘Please, please help me… And if Freya can’t help me… Hiccup, I know you’re only a boy, so that’s a big disadvantage… but will you?’

She started to climb down her ladder again. A great tidal wave of water came roaring out of the darkness.

Camicazi let out a scream, as her foot slipped.

And she was hanging, by one hand, looking into the great dark drop below.

Yes.

It really did look like Camicazi was going to be extremely late for school.

If indeed she was ever going to get there… 




1. SOMETIMES IT MIGHT BE BETTER FOR A HERO NOT TO GET OUT OF BED

Meanwhile on the Isle of Berk, it rained and it rained and it rained.

It rained so hard that the little Hooligan village had grown tired of waiting for the gods to stop crying, for Thor’s sake, and the rain to end.

Two nights before April Fule’s Day, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third had the most terrible nightmares.

Hiccup was the only son and Heir of Stoick the Vast, O Hear His Name and Tremble, Ugh, Ugh, Chief of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe. He was a skinny, ordinary-looking boy and a most unlikely Viking Hero.

Hiccup dreamt he was out in the Open Ocean in a boat that was sinking… and he couldn’t find his friend Camicazi, however hard he shouted, ‘Camicazi! Camicazi? Where are you?’

But when he awoke, sweating, it was all just a dream.

The wind was howling hard outside, yet he was warm in his snug bed of furs, his dragon Toothless asleep at his feet.

For a while Hiccup wallowed in the lovely warm feeling of being safe after all. But he could not rid himself of a nagging worry. It felt like one of those days when it really would be better not to get out of bed.

And as soon as Hiccup put a shivering foot out of the nice warm snuggly furs and down on to the cold earth floor… he stepped straight on to something wet and squidgy and perfectly revolting.

‘Oh yucky!’ he groaned, trying to wipe it off, and he threw back the covers where Toothless, his little green hunting-dragon, was snoring contentedly, toasty warm and comfy, bluey-grey smoke huffing out of his little green nostrils.

Toothless was the smallest, cutest, most wriggly, Common-or-Garden hunting-dragon that anybody had ever seen.

He was also the naughtiest.

‘Toothless!

Wake up!’

scolded Hiccup in Dragonese, which is the language that dragons speak to one another.

For Hiccup was a Dragon-whisperer.

He was one of the only Vikings who could speak and understand this fascinating language.

Toothless opened his eyes, yawned twice, saw his Master’s red, cross face and said quickly, ‘T-T-Toothless not done it.’

‘Not done what, Toothless?’ stormed Hiccup.

‘W-W-Whatever it is,’ said Toothless, opening his greengage eyes innocently. ‘Toothless n-n-not there. Toothless out f-f-flying. Toothless somewhere else entirely. Issit about the c-c-cake? Cos Toothless d-d-definitely not eat that cake.’ Toothless shook his head solemnly till his horns wobbled. ‘Toothless H-H-HATES scrummi-delumptious cakes. Iss prob’ly Fiddlesticks.’ (Fiddlesticks was the cat.) ‘Fiddlesticks is ever so g-g-greedy… ’

‘It’s not about the cake, Toothless, it’s about THIS,’ said Hiccup, crossly pointing at the remains of a small brown poo on the floor and the bottom of his foot.

Toothless peered over the side of the bed and gave a start of guilt. ‘Oh, that’s not T-T-Toothless, not Toothless at all… Ooooh, look you’ve stepped in it! Iss funny!’ He rolled over in such shrieks of giggles, you could hardly see him through the smoke puffing from his nostrils.

‘It’s not FUNNY!’ howled Hiccup. ‘I keep telling you and telling you, poos go outside!’

Toothless tried to look serious, but every now and then he puffed out a giggle of smoke like a hiccup. ‘Yorright, snot f-f-funny… But is not T-T-Toothless. Is not Toothless at all…’

‘If it wasn’t you,’ asked Hiccup, ‘then who was it?’

Toothless looked him straight in the eyes. ‘Was Y-Y-YOU,’ he said firmly.

Words failed Hiccup. ‘So you’re trying to tell me,’ he said eventually, ‘that I pooed on my OWN floor without realising it?’

‘That’s right.’ Toothless nodded earnestly. ‘In your s-s-sleep.’ Toothless gave his wings a shake, and flapped up into the air and out of reach. ‘T-T-Toothless f-f-forgives you,’ he said kindly, from a safe point up on the ceiling.

Now, you would have thought that this whole mishap would have been a warning to Hiccup. If the first act of your day is to step in dragon poo, perhaps you should take it as a sign from the gods to go back to bed and stay there.

And, in fact, on such a cold, windy, rainy morning, Hiccup might normally have taken his porridge back into bed to eat it. But it was a little smelly in the bedroom even after Hiccup had cleaned up the poo, so he stayed at the breakfast table, shivering and listening to the wind blowing outside.




2. HICCUP’S HORRORSCOPE IS THE WORST OLD WRINKLY HAS EVER SEEN

As Hiccup was sitting at the table, his grandfather, Old Wrinkly, hobbled into the room. Old Wrinkly was a soothsayer who could look into the future, but he wasn’t very good at it.

‘Little grandson,’ he wheezed, looking very worried indeed, and sitting down next to Hiccup. ‘I have been looking at your horrorscope* for the day, and you need to stay indoors, it’s looking like an extremely Unlucky Day for you.’

Old Wrinkly showed Hiccup his horrorscope.

BAD, said the horrorscope. Truly Terrible.

‘I’m not surprised,’ said Hiccup gloomily. ‘The first thing I did today when I got out of bed was to step in some dragon poo…’

‘C-C-Cat poo,’ corrected Toothless from underneath the table.

‘But I can’t stay indoors, it’s the first day of school,’ said Hiccup. ‘Gobber the Belch will give me really bad marks if I don’t turn up.’

Gobber the Belch had turned the Hooligan Young Warrior Training Programme into a Viking AND Dragon Training School, open to all the young Warriors from Tribes across the Archipelago, where they would learn the skills to be really great barbarians and dragon sidekicks.

‘Surely Gobber the Belch will have cancelled school today?’ said Old Wrinkly in surprise. ‘There’s a Force Nine gale blowing out there!’

While Hiccup and Old Wrinkly were speaking, the door of the room flew open with such violence that it nearly fell off its hinges. In stomped Hiccup’s father, Stoick the Vast.

Stoick the
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