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				 This one’s for all the coffee shops in Pittsboro, North Carolina, where the great majority of the Dragonbreath books have been written. Without bottomless cups of coffee and extra cream, Danny would be much less zany.
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				“Danny,” his mother said, and then somewhat louder, “Danny!”

				“Huh? What?” Danny looked up, startled.

				“I think you’ve watered it enough.” His mother studied the brown puddle that surrounded the tiny pumpkin seedling. “More than enough, really...”

				“Oh!” Danny hastily pulled the hose away. His plant looked like a tiny green island in a sea of soggy dirt. “Did I hurt it? Is it okay?”

				“It’ll be fine. Plants are tougher than they look.”
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				Danny squelched happily through the damp garden soil to hang the hose back up. He liked gardening. Well, he liked some gardening. The exciting bits anyway, like when you got to use shovels and trowels and other implements of destruction to dig holes and trenches and make mounds of earth.

				Harvesting was okay, for the first ten minutes, since there was something at least semi-destructive about wrenching stuff off stems, except that then you had to eat it for dinner and it was all vegetables, sort of by definition. The raw peas were pretty good, when you could crack the pod with your thumb and eat them right there, but you were still dealing with vegetables, and a bad candy bar tended to beat a good vegetable any day of the week.

				He wasn’t fond of weeding either. It always seemed to involve putting his hand on a slug. Neither he nor the slug enjoyed this. It was gross, and not in a fun way, just in a squishy way.

				Ever since his mom had gotten into organic gardening and had turned the backyard into a vegetable garden, there was plenty of weeding to go around and more vegetables than any sane kid could be expected to eat. Some of them were weird vegetables too.
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				Danny sighed. Still, he’d get to grow his own pumpkin. The seed packet had a photo of a pumpkin bigger than the farmer who grew it. How cool was that?

				He wished Wendell the iguana were here. Then if he got slug slime on his hands, he could at least chase Wendell around with it.

				Probably sensing that the natives were growing restless, Danny’s mother looked up from her tray of seedlings. “I don’t think I need any more help today, Danny,” she said, which was parent-speak for “Go find something else to do.”

				“Okay!” Danny sprinted for the patio.

				He got about halfway there, caught his foot on something, and sprawled face-first into the grass.
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				“Danny!” His mother jumped up. “Are you okay?”

				Danny sat up, scrubbing at his scales with his sleeve. “Yeah, I’m fine... I think. Something tripped me!”

				“Tripped you?”

				The two dragons peered down at the culprit.
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				“That’s a big mushroom,” said Danny. It was nearly as large as his head.

				“I’m surprised I didn’t notice it earlier,” said his mother. “And surprised you didn’t smash it when you fell—that must be one tough mushroom!”

				Danny reached out to poke it, and his mother grabbed his hand. “Don’t! Big spotted mushrooms like that are usually poisonous!” She frowned down at the mushroom.

				“There’s another one over there,” said Danny, pointing. “And I think I see one over there too...”
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				“That’s what people used to call mushroom rings. They said the fairies would come and dance in them.”

				Danny wrinkled his snout. “Fairies? You mean the little thingies with the wings on girls’ lunch boxes?”

				His mom laughed. “Don’t make that face—I had fairies on my lunch box too, when I was a girl. But I don’t think they really look like that, if they even exist at all.”

				“You mean they aren’t real?” Danny considered this. “Like really not real, or like mythical-not-real?” Being a dragon himself, he was used to mythical creatures. Some of the people who showed up at family reunions were unusual, to say the least.

				“I don’t really know,” his mom admitted. “Nobody in the family has ever seen one, I don’t think, although your great-grandfather claims they get in at night and steal the spoons.”

				Danny had no problem believing this. Great-Grandfather Dragonbreath was notably eccentric, even in a family that included Danny, and that was saying something.

				“Anyway,” his mother said, “some mushrooms just grow in rings, no fairies required. I’d better go on the Internet and find out what kind it is. If it’s poisonous and one springs up in the vegetable beds...” She reached out with her gardening gloves and grabbed the malicious mushroom by the stalk. It cracked off at the base, revealing squishy white flesh.

				Wrinkling her nose, his mother headed toward the house. Danny cast a last look over his shoulder at the other mushrooms, then followed.
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				Danny woke up in the night and knew that something strange was going on.

				He could hear music.

				His dad sometimes got insomnia and listened to the radio late at night—usually country, which was all about heartbreak and misery and women who done you wrong. (Danny hated country music.) But Danny’s father was out of town for the week on business, and anyway, this wasn’t country. This music was all swirly and skirling and full of pipes. There were no words... about women who done you wrong or otherwise.

				It was kind of interesting, actually.

				Without quite realizing it, Danny had gotten out of bed. He went to the window and looked down into the backyard. The music seemed louder, and he could hear drums now.

				If he opened the window, he might be able to climb down—he was getting too big for the rain gutter to really support his weight, and he’d decided not to do that anymore after the last time, when he’d nearly torn it off the side of the house—but there was something about that music. He wanted to see where it was coming from.

				The back door banged. Danny jumped.

				His mother walked into the backyard. She was wearing a bathrobe, and she was looking around, as if trying to locate the music herself.

				You should come down, the music said, without words. Come closer.

				Don’t be stupid, said Danny’s brain, your mom is standing right there, and if she sees you coming down the rain gutter, you are gonna get in so much trouble—!

				Come down, whispered the music. Come closer, foolish woman who pulled our mushrooms...

				His mom walked forward, into the grass. Danny realized two things, more or less simultaneously—first of all, the music wasn’t talking to him, and secondly, the mushroom ring was glowing.
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				Danny might not be as smart as his friends Wendell and Christiana, but he’d read enough comic books to know that you didn’t mess around with strange stuff that glowed.

				This was a bad glow too. It was greenish gray and it flickered and throbbed. It looked unhealthy, like it would give you some horrible disease if you touched it.

				“Mom!” Danny yelled out the window.

				His mother stopped at the edge of the fairy ring and looked around vaguely. “Danny?” he heard her say. “Danny, do you hear—”

				It was too late. As she turned toward him, her arm passed over the line of mushrooms.

				The music rose to a screaming whine, and something reached out of the fairy ring, closed over Danny’s mother’s wrist, and yanked her into the ring.

				She vanished. The music halted as if it had been cut with a knife.
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				The glow of the mushrooms began to fade. By the time Danny had catapulted across his bed, pounded down the hallway, hurtled the stairs, and skidded through the kitchen to reach the backyard, it was nearly
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