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    To the little dreamers out there, keep on enjoying the adventure
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CHAPTER ONE
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Once upon a time, there lived a beautiful princess in a faraway land. Her beauty was of no match. She lived in a beautiful castle at the edge of a dark forest. But the tale of this beautiful princess was a sad one. She was trapped in the castle all alone. Every night, travellers heard her singing a mournful tune. She wanted someone to save her. Whenever she sang, the forest came alive. Some said you could hear the birds join her in chorus as she sang. The legends have it that she was a golden eyed princess, but nobody knew for sure. The tales of the numerous brave knights who had fallen at her castle were astonishingly many. None who tried to rescue her, had ever returned alive. 

The entrance to the castle was guarded by a huge dragon. The few brave people who had ventured to sneak a peek had run away in terror, never to return again. Nobody knew the tale of how this beautiful princess wound up in the castle. Some said she had been cursed by a wicked witch. Others claimed she must have angered the spirits.

Jason on the other hand, didn’t quite believe any of these stories. As he tended his father’s sheep, he would daydream about riding on a horse and killing the dragon.  Then he would marry the princess. One time, Jason had told his family his intention and he had been ridiculed by his brothers. He had vowed to prove everyone wrong. His father had simply said he had a lot of imagination. 

As he tended to the livestock, he would sometimes visit the old lady at the outskirts of their village. It was through her that Jason learnt more of this tale. You see, the old woman had lived there for a very long time. When Jason asked his father how old he thought the old woman was,  he had shrugged and said nobody knew. His dad had warned him about going to see her, but he always sneaked off when his father was busy in his smithing shop. Jason didn’t understand why the villagers didn’t want anything to do with the old lady. He liked her a lot. Plus, she told fine tales of heroes and knights. 

And so it came to pass that one day, Jason after leading his sheep to graze on a hill, ventured over to the old woman. He didn’t know her name, and she never gave it. He gathered up courage and asked the one question that had been bothering him all day.

“How did the princess end up in the castle all alone?” Jason asked, looking towards the big cauldron simmering with stew. The old woman, back arched, bent over and took some of the substance in the pot. Jason shivered when he saw the colour of the stew. There was no way he was going to eat that. Thank the stars she didn’t invite him. Just smelling the aroma was making him nauseous. 

The old woman sat on her stool and gave him a strange look.

“It must be lonely up there,” Jason said, half expecting the old woman to respond. She was uncharacteristically quiet today, he thought. Or she had run out of tales to tell him. He rather enjoyed her tales, although her cooking was bad. 

“Do you want to save her?” The old woman croaked, staring at Jason steadily. 

Jason had always wanted to be a hero. His daydreams were full of adventures. This was his chance to make his father proud. He nodded his head, eager for the old woman to give him a secret weapon.

She padded over to a corner of her room and began to search for something. Wands, swords and helmets came flying out as she continued burrowing deeper into her pile of junks. His dad would be amazed at the junk the old lady kept. It must cost a fortune. Finally she stopped, picked up an object, dusting it off with her tattered dress as she muttered something to herself. She sat down again and handed it over to Jason.

Jason frowned, staring in confusion at the object in his hand. It was a mirror. When he looked at his reflection, he expected something to happen but nothing did. When he stared at the old lady, he saw a playful smile on her wizened face.

“It’s just a mirror,” Jason said, glancing at the old woman.

“Not just any mirror, my little knight. It’s a magic mirror which shows you who you truly are.”

“But I see nothing when I look in it,” Jason replied.

“What did I tell you about the story of the princess and the ogre?” The old woman asked, a twinkling in her eye. 

Jason beamed as sudden realization dawned on him. “I guess I’ve got to give it a try then.”

The old woman simply smiled, showing her yellowish teeth. Jason grimaced, but managed to give a halfhearted smile. It was time for the adventure of his life.
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And so it came to pass that young Jason made preparations to embark on his fateful adventure. He slung a pack over his shoulder. It contained the magic mirror and some bread, water and cheese he needed for the journey towards the lone castle. At dawn when his dad and his brothers were asleep, he unstrapped his father’s horse and galloped towards the castle. It took the better part of the day, but he finally approached the castle. When he reached the castle, he got down from the frightened horse and paused, eyeing his surroundings carefully. He began to walk towards the castle, feet crushing burnt bones underfoot. Jason tried not to look. His heart was thumping in his chest. He rounded a curve and eased into the main path leading to the castle and stopped dead in his tracks. 

The dragon was right there in front of  him, sleeping. Jason felt his chest tightening. He turned round slowly and to his utter dismay saw his horse galloping away. Jason remembered the words of the old woman. Never show fear in the face of trouble; brave knights never back down. How could he forgive himself if he run away now? So he did the only thing that came to mind. He shouted at the dragon.

“I challenge the great dragon!” Jason said in a voice meant to be brave but came out like a squeak.

At first nothing happened.  Jason grinned, knowing the dragon wouldn’t stir. He moved
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