
FATHER DRAKE’S TALES


Copyright Therese A. Kraemer 2015


Spangaloo Publishing 


––––––––

Illustrated by Therese A. Kraemer

Standard Copyright eBooks are strictly protected works. You must not perform any actions, including copying, printing and distribution without the author’s written or printed consent (the author may have already granted certain terms in a statement within a book.) Some of our eBooks are cleared for persona printing if this option has been enabled. The sale of Copyright works in any form is illegal.





My thanks to my publisher James Blanchette for making all my dreams come true. 




Contents

KINGDOM OF CRYSTALS

PACO AND LEONARDO

THE PRINCESS CAT AND LITTLE FOOT

CARMELA CAMEL AND HER YELLOW BONNET

THE NECKLACE OF TEARDROPS

MARGARET, THE FORGETFUL ELEPHANT 

QUIBLEY QUAIL LONGS TO SAIL

HORSES DON'T HAVE WOODEN HEARTS

WHITE SHOULDERS, BLACK BEAR, AND THE FOUR WINDS

THE DAY THE ELVES WENT ON STRIKE

GOD’S FAVORITE CREATURE

NO NECK NELLIE 

GARRICK, THE MISFIT DINOSAUR

THE SPOTLESS LEOPARD

THE DRAGON AND THE FLY

BRAVE LITTLE MISFITS

THE SHY CONDOR

THE MONSTER WITHIN 

RUBBALION 

FALLING ANGEL

HORSE SENSE

About the Author

Other Books




[image: kingdom1-1]



KINGDOM OF CRYSTALS 


Long ago when dragons and wizards lived on the land, a beautiful white castle nestled itself amongst green grass and willow trees. The moat circling the castle was so clean you could see the gold fish as they swam by, and a large brick wall surrounded the dwelling, protecting it like a mother’s arms. Inside the castle lived the most powerful wizard of all times, who raised his only child, a beautiful daughter, Alisha. At sixteen, she was the loveliest creature in the whole kingdom.

Alisha’s father pampered her with everything her heart desired and was not denied a single thing. She was a good girl but somewhat spoiled. Alisha was happy in her kingdom, content with her quiet life and spent most of her time in her garden. She had a beautiful garden, the loveliest and most colorful in all the land. 

Alisha was proud of her flowers, and her favorite was the red rose with its velvety soft petals and its sweet smell. Alisha could have any flower in the garden except for one. A special rose stood alone on a tiny hill by the east wall. This rose was not like the others but cut from red crystal. It was a special stone carved into a delicate rose that shone brilliantly in the sunlight. This flower was the only thing forbidden to her.

“But, father, why can I not have the crystal rose? It’s by far the prettiest of all my flowers.” Alisha had asked this of her father once when she was a small child.

“No my child!” her father shook his head sadly. “To pick that rose would only cause great harm to you and all who live in the castle. This is all I can say about that subject. You must be a good girl and listen to me. The rose must never be touched. Do you understand your father?”

Little Alisha nodded, “Yes, father.” She was rewarded with a big hug. 

How could he explain to a small child about the curse that went along with the precious flower? A curse even he, the greatest wizard couldn’t remove. Wiping his brow, he knew his daughter would mind and she did. As time went by she completely forgot about the rose and soon the flower was hidden from sight by other flowers growing wildly around it. 


Years flew by and on her seventeenth birthday Alisha was gathering flowers for her hair. That night she was going to attend her birthday ball; it was to be the grandest party that was ever held in the kingdom. Without thinking, she wandered close to the crystal rose. Her fingers were lazily feeling the softness of the flowers when suddenly she brushed against something sharp. 

The crystal rose scratched her delicate hand.
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––––––––

“Ouch!” she snapped annoyed thinking it was a thorn. Slowly, pushing aside the plants she saw the crystal rose. “Oh, I had completely forgotten about you. You certainly would look lovely in my hair tonight.” Forgetting about the promise she made long ago she pulled the rose from the soil. Unexpectedly, the sky darkened, lightning flashed and wind picked up speed blowing kaleidoscope petals all around. Alisha shuddered in fright. “What have I done?” she gasped. 

Standing motionless with the rose in her hand, thunder cracked overhead startling her and making her drop the rose on the stone path. It shattered. Alisha turned to run but couldn’t move. Darkness descended and she and the whole kingdom went into a deep sleep.


Five decades after the strange occurrence people still talked about how one day a dark curse fell upon the kingdom causing the castle to turn to crystal. It still stood in all its beauty; a wonder for all to see, but no one ventures too close. What happened to the wizard and his daughter was still a puzzle. Most speculate that they were also crystallized, including the dragon in the nearby cave.

More time passed. The art of sorcery was no longer handed down from father to son. The last wizard was Kev’s grandfather, Rowel. Since Kev was a lad he often questioned his grandfather about the mystery of the crystal palace. He felt his grandfather knew a lot more than he would admit.


“Grandfather, you know I’ll not stop with my questions, so why don’t you tell me? You’re the only sorcerer left, and you were a young man when the curse fell over the castle. I believe that you know more than what you’re letting on. I can see the trouble in your eyes when I speak to you about it.”

Rowel sighed. “I guess it’s time for the truth. You’re a young man now; I think you can handle it.”
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The wizard appeared tired but Kev couldn’t recall a time when his grandfather didn’t look weary and troubled. There was always sadness in the old man’s eyes.

“Come, sit, my story starts when I was but a lad and I have much to tell you, my son. There was once a young sorcerer who was very much in love with a beautiful maiden. This maiden was the stars and sun, everything to this lad in love. He lived only to gaze upon her beauty, and when she smiled his way, it was as if angel’s wings fluttered against his heart. She was a rare flower in the garden of life.”

Rowel stopped to catch his breath for his chest was heavy with pain in remembering. “Now, he continued, “this young man tried every trick in the book to win her love but it was to no avail. Her heart belonged to Seth, a sorcerer of greater powers, almost as great as mine,” he added with pride, but his heart knew the truth. 

Sadly, he revealed, “One day the announcement was made. Seth and the fair maiden were to be wed. A week before the wedding the heartbroken wizard molded from a special brew a beautiful crystal rose. It was as red as a ruby and when it caught the sun, it shone as millions of brilliant stars. Its rays were almost hypnotizing. The rose was sent to the maiden as a wedding gift from an unknown admirer. But what was not known to anyone, except the broken-hearted man, was it held a curse. If the rose was broken, all who had the misfortune to be inside or near the castle would turn into crystal stone.”

Kev gasped at his grandfather’s words. “Who’d do such a thing?

Rowel raised his hand silencing his grandson.

“When one is in love, one cannot explain his actions. Don’t judge too harshly, son.”

Kev shuddered when he saw the pain in the old man’s eyes. “What happened next?”

Taking a deep breath, the sorcerer went on. “The gift was sent to the castle but Seth, being wise, stopped it; he felt a great fear that day. That morning, Seth used his powers for reading the future and he looked into his brewing pot, stirring the magical liquid to swirl about. It gave him a glimpse of the days ahead and he saw his bride receiving a gift, a beautiful glass rose. But as she picked it up a sharp edge made her drop the flower. Thunder clouds rolled in causing great lightning bolts. The potion bubbled over and the images were gone. Stirring quickly, he saw again that his future bride had crystallized into a statue. 

“Seth panicked knowing he had to get the rose and destroy it, but no, he recalled again the image. It was when the flower fell and broke that the curse was released. It must remain intact. What to do? Seth paced the floor, there wasn’t much time. A potion! Yes, that’s it he thought scratching his head. But he knew of no spell to break the curse. For the first time in his life Seth was mystified. He searched his books from cover to cover, nowhere was there a potion to release the curse. At first he didn’t notice an old book lying in the corner covered with cobwebs. When he did, he jumped from his chair and picked up the discarded volume. Blowing off the dust, he skipped over pages until he found what he was looking for.
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“Egad!” he shouted. With shaking hands, he read, and then collapsed wearily into his chair. In bold letters it read, NO ANTIDOTE TO CURSE! The rose must remain intact. The only thing for him to do was to get the rose before his bride. He waited patiently and when it finally arrived, he carefully took it to the garden and planted it by the east wall amongst other roses. He then gathered his servants and told them they were forbidden to touch the crystal rose making sure they all knew of the spell. His subjects were loyal and they could be trusted. No one in his right mind would dare chance the curse. That night in his chambers he told his bride of the crystal rose. She was shaken by what could have occurred.”

“So that’s what happened,” Kev sighed and stated, “The rose was picked,” he surmised and then asked, “After so many years of never being touched, who would do it?”

“I don’t know son. Someone apparently thought the curse was nonsense. Even you don’t believe in all my magic,” he scoffed.

“Grandfather,” Kev said feeling a bit insulted. “I believe in your magic, I just don’t want to learn it. Well, it doesn’t matter who did it, there’s no way of undoing the curse.”

“But there is,” exclaimed Rowel.

Puzzled, Kev looked at him. “But, I thought you said...”

“No, I said the curse couldn’t be erased but there’s a potion to make things right once it had been released. If Seth had turned the page he’d have seen it. But haste made him careless.”

“Grandfather, how do you know all of this? Why didn’t you tell me the truth before?”

“Because,” sighed the old man feeling ashamed. “I was the young man who was so in love.”

Kev was shocked, but he loved his grandfather and he understood why he did this. He said, “There are rumors that the young daughter may have picked the rose. What do you think?”

“I’m sure of it,” answered Rowel. “They say Alisha was very spoiled. She must have ignored the warning or the temptation was too much for her. Curiosity may have won out.” The wizard slumped in his chair feeling very drained. Carrying this burden in his heart for all those years had taken its toll. “I’m sorry I did this. I never meant to harm an innocent child. I must have been out of my mind to do such a terrible thing.”

Kev went to him and put a loving arm around the old man wishing he could ease some of the pain. “Maybe, we can put things right again,” Kev said. “Do you know how we can release the curse?”

The old wizard was reluctant to respond. He knew his grandson wanted the answer, but should he tell him? It was very dangerous to try and undo the wrong. He also knew Kev was very determined and would not give up until he got his answers.

“Yes,” Rowel sighed heavily.

“Grandfather, you must tell me. I want to free the princess Alisha and all who are captured by the curse of the crystal rose.”

“Okay, but it won’t be easy. There are dangerous perils that you must overcome. Are you sure?”

“Yes, grandfather.”

Kev listened very carefully to the instructions his grandfather gave him. There were many items needed for making the potion. Two days later Kev was on his way with the promise to set things right. 

The first thing he had to do was find the dragon that dwelt in the cave. That part might be easy, but getting the jade eyes was where the danger lay. The dragon was also crystallized but he was still dangerous. He had been warned to be careful not to look directly into the green beast’s eyes, for doing so would also turn him into crystal.

“Be watchful,” Rowel had cautioned. “Although he’s crystallized, it’s said that many men who entered the cave never returned, and the few who were fortunate to escape told that if the eyes don’t get you, his flames will. Somehow, the dragon is still able to release his deadly fire.”

Kev was armed with a sword and shield. The cave was dark and damp and he lit the torch that hung by the entrance. With no idea what he was to do when confronting the beast he took a deep breath and walked the inclined trail. Down further and further he went until the air turned cold and dense. Dripping water was heard all around him and the murky air caused him to wrinkle his nose so he’d not sneeze and warn the dragon.

Further and further he descended wondering how far he had to go before finding the crystal monster. He started to doubt the whole thing when he tripped and fell hard on his stomach. “Oomph!” he cried and looked at his feet to discover what tripped him. “Egad! It looks like a tail,” he gasped nervously. Slowly, he followed it as it wound around a turn in the cave. Suddenly, he was up against a mighty giant of a beast. 

This task is going to be impossible, he feared.

Quietly, he crept around hiding himself behind the shield. Slowly, he peeked being careful not to look directly into the dragon’s eyes. But to Kev’s surprise, the eyes were closed. He kept the shield in front of him and left the sword in its sheath, for it would serve no purpose against the green monster. Again, he took a quick look. 
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Ugly creature, he thought, but his carelessness almost cost him his life, for the crafty dragon knew the intruder was near. The monster waited for the lad to let his guard down, then he’d flash open his eyes, but Kev’s instincts were very keen and he ducked behind the shield when the dragon’s eyelids fluttered. This angered the beast and he snorted fire through his nostrils. The flames bounced off Kev’s shield and hit the dragon. Harder and harder the flames came. Kev trembled under the heat, but he kept his shield in front protecting him from real harm.

The fire continued until suddenly it stopped. Was this another trick? Kev waited, all was quiet. Slowly, his head peeked over the shield and he blinked, not believing his own eyes. The dragon was gone, but in its place was a mass of melted green crystal floating down a cliff like a green stream. All that was left, lying in the muck were two jade eyes now completely harmless.

The gods were with him. The eyes were placed in a leather pouch and he continued on to his next task. Would his luck continue? Getting crocodile tears was not going to be easy.


Deep in the forest beyond the cave, crocodiles lived in the muddy swamp. Finding them took a few hours. They were lazily snoozing in the water; all looked menacing, except for one old croc lying in the grass. Kev approached the old one hoping he was in a good mood. Crocodiles get mighty angry when wakened.

“Err, excuse me, sir,” he said bravely. With a snort the old beast opened one eye, then the other. Kev held his breath. There was no emotion in the croc’s eyes and Kev knew with one snap of the beast’s mighty jaw, he’d be dinner. He grunted nervously and said, “I’m sorry to wake you from your nap, but I came because of an important matter.” 

The croc rolled his eyes and sighed. “Well, what ‘tis it ye want, laddie? What ‘tis it ye cum fer? Make ye point quickly. I’ll no b’ wastin’ all ‘tis warm sun fer nothin’.”

“I must have some of your tears,” explained Kev.

“Me tears, ye say? Well, me ol’ eyes ha’ been dry fer many years. Ken no b’ helpin’ ye, Laddie.”
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Kev sighed. “What about your friends in the water? Can they help?”

The old croc yawned. “Nay, ‘tis doub’ful, laddie. I’d b’ thinkin’ those young’uns rather b’ eatin’ ye, no sheddin’ tears fer ye. I’m afraid ‘tis b’ no helpin’ ye, laddie.”

“What will I do? Now I can’t help the poor maiden who has been frozen for fifty years.” Kev shook his head sadly. “Tsk, tsk, what a shame.” His shoulders slumped. “Such a lovely girl too, so young,” he sighed and sat on a tree stump looking so forlorn.

The old croc hearing the sad story began to sniffle. Without realizing it, his eyes began to water for the first time in many years.

“You’re crying!” yelled Kev as he excitedly jumped off the log.

“Well, I’ll b’,” smiled the beast. “Quickly, laddie, catch ‘em, fer I no b’ sheddin’ ‘em again...ne’er again.”

Kev placed a small vial under the crocodile’s eyes and caught a few tears. “Thank you for your help.”

“Glad t’, laddie. Surprised meself.”


An old troll’s gold tooth was next on the list. And he lived in the dense part of the forest; dark and gloomy where the sun never seeped through the thick trees. Moss hung everywhere and no sounds reached Kev’s ears. This place was as dismal as the cave. Large toadstools shot up here and there. Kev couldn’t understand why anyone, even a troll would live here. He parted the thick underbrush as he waded through. His feet got tangled in twine and his nostrils were assaulted by nasty smells. 

It took Kev quite a while to find the tiny hut buried beneath all the growth. He swallowed hard and knocked on the wooden door. No answer. He knocked again; still no answer. Kev sighed. “Just my luck, the troll’s not home,” he murmured to himself.

Kev turned to go when suddenly a squeaky voice rang out.

“Who’s there knocking at my door? Go away; I don’t speak to people anymore.”

Kev was startled by the screechy voice behind him. He looked over his shoulder and was surprised to see a small person no taller than three feet grinning toothlessly at him. Then, poof! He was gone.

“Wait a min...”


[image: kingdom7-1]Poof! The creature appeared again standing on a rock to Kev’s side. He continued to grin, and Kev’s breath slowly left him as he realized the troll had no teeth. Poof! The creature was gone. Poof! He was hanging upside down from a tree limb. Poof! Behind a tree. Poof! Poof! Poof! Poof! Sitting on a rock. Poof! On the roof. 
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The troll was a mangy old coot with long grey hair and tattered clothes. It was then that Kev saw a string of rotted teeth dangling around the troll’s neck. In the middle of the string
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