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The Warm Keeper of Ember Hollow

A cozy adventure about brave bubbles, lost warmth, and being yourself.
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This book is about a young dragon named Pip who feels different—and wishes he wasn’t. But with help from Nana Ember and a brave friend named Mara, Pip learns something important: being different can be a kind of magic. By the end, Pip discovers a new name for himself: the Warm Keeper of Ember Hollow.
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Characters
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	Pip — a young dragon who tries very hard to be “normal.”

	Nana Ember — Pip’s grandmother, wise and a little mischievous.

	Mara — a brave kid from the nearby village who loves asking questions.

	The Smoke Crow — a sneaky troublemaker who starts the big problem.
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Setting
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Pip lives in Ember Hollow, a cozy cave-town tucked inside a sleeping mountain. Dragons there light lanterns with little puffs of flame, toast marsh-root for festivals, and keep the village warm when winter winds howl.
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The Problem
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Every dragon in Ember Hollow can breathe fire—except Pip. When Pip tries, he sneezes a swirling cloud of shimmering bubbles instead. Pip is embarrassed... until a disaster strikes and bubbles turn out to be exactly what the mountain needs.
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Warm Words (Mini Glossary)
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	Vent: A warm “breathing place” in the mountain where air and heat move. Example: “The vent made the hall feel like a hug.”

	Charm: A special object with magic that helps something work. Example: “The Hot-Stone Charm keeps Ember Hollow’s warm paths open.”

	Draft: A sneaky stream of moving air you can feel but not always see. Example: “Pip felt a cold draft brush his snout.”

	Warm draft: A friendly draft that carries cozy heat through tunnels.

	Quiet draft: A creepy, sneaky draft that doesn’t howl—it just takes warmth (and sometimes courage).

	Foam-bubbles: Thick, sticky bubbles that can cling, patch, and protect. Example: “Pip used foam-bubbles like tape on a crack.”

	Bubble-shield: A big, strong bubble that blocks danger for a moment. Example: “Pip made a bubble-shield to stop falling ice needles.”

	Hot-Stone Charm: The warm, glowing charm that helps the mountain’s vents work properly.

	Ember Hollow: Pip’s home inside the mountain—full of tunnels, lanterns, and warm stone.

	Festival Ring: The big open space in Ember Hollow where festivals happen.

	Lantern: A small light that makes the caves safe and cozy—like a little indoor star.

	Cold coin: A strange coin that holds onto cold. In this story, it’s used to pay for trouble.
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Chapter Outline
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	Chapter 1: First Flames, First Bubbles — At the Festival of First Flames, Pip tries to breathe fire like everyone else. Instead, Pip sneezes shimmering bubbles into the lantern light. The crowd laughs, and Pip feels like the only wrong dragon in Ember Hollow.

	Chapter 2: The Jar That Caught a Sneeze — Nana Ember comforts Pip and gives Pip a sturdy jar: “Catch your bubble-breath so we can study it.” Pip discovers bubbles can be warm, cool, sticky, or light—depending on how Pip breathes.

	Chapter 3: Bubble Practice (and a Big Pop) — Pip practices in a side tunnel. A too-big bubble pops with a boom, revealing a strange draft of icy air coming from deep inside the mountain—somewhere that’s supposed to be warm.

	Chapter 4: A Message from the Village — Mara arrives with urgent news: the village wells are icing over, and the mountain’s warm vents are failing. Mara begs the dragons for help before the next storm hits.

	Chapter 5: The Hot-Stone Charm Goes Missing — Elders discover the Hot-Stone Charm (which keeps the vents flowing) has vanished. Feathered footprints and a ribbon of soot point to the Smoke Crow—famous for stealing shiny things and causing trouble.

	Chapter 6: Into the Icy Tunnels — Pip volunteers to go after the charm, even though Pip can’t help with fire. Pip and Mara slip into narrow, low-air tunnels where blasting flame would be dangerous. Pip’s gentle bubbles help them breathe and see.

	Chapter 7: The Bridge of Cracking Glass — They reach a thin ice bridge over a steaming crack that’s turning cold. The bridge begins to splinter. Pip blows a blanket of foam-bubbles that grips the ice like glue, letting them crawl across safely.

	Chapter 8: The Smoke Crow’s Trick — The Smoke Crow taunts them with the charm and lures them into a maze of echoing passages. Pip uses tiny fast bubbles to test airflow and find the real route, outsmarting the false turns.

	Chapter 9: The Wind Shaft — Cornered, the Crow drops the charm into a roaring wind shaft where sparks won’t stay lit. The wind is so strong it steals their voices. Pip must act without shouting instructions—just signs and timing with Mara.

	Chapter 10: The Foam-Raft Rescue — Pip creates thick, sticky foam that clings to the shaft walls, then builds a floating foam-raft that lifts the charm upward. Mara catches it at the edge—just before the raft pops.

	Chapter 11: Racing the Freeze — With the charm recovered, the tunnels still keep freezing. Pip and Mara sprint back as cracks spread and ice needles fall. Pip’s bubble-shields protect them, and warm bubble-breath carries heat forward like a moving blanket.

	Chapter 12: Lanterns of Ember Hollow — The charm is restored and the vents wake up. At a new celebration, Pip is asked to light the lanterns. Pip coats the wicks with warm bubble-foam so they glow safely and steadily. Ember Hollow cheers—because Pip didn’t need fire to be brave.

	Chapter 13: The Crow’s Second Caw — A new cold whisper returns and the Smoke Crow is spotted again. Pip and Mara discover this time the crow is delivering something, not stealing.

	Chapter 14: The Black Feather Letter — Pip finds a feather-written note that hints someone hired the Smoke Crow. The message points toward a sealed “Old Warmth” passage beneath the mountain.

	Chapter 15: Below the Old Warmth — Pip, Mara, and Nana descend into ancient tunnels where warmth used to be born. They face a new danger: not ice, but a hungry draft that steals heat and courage.

	Chapter 16: The Bubble Oath — Pip uses bubble-breath in a new way to seal the Old Warmth passage safely and chooses a brave promise: to protect Ember Hollow by being himself, loudly and proudly.

	Chapter 17: Cold Coins in the Snow — Pip and Mara follow the clue about “cold coins” and find strange metal tokens near the village vents, suggesting someone outside Ember Hollow is paying for stolen warmth.

	Chapter 18: The Frost Market — The trio travels beyond the mountain to a hidden winter market where warmth can be traded. Pip learns some people collect heat the way others collect gold.

	Chapter 19: The Lantern Thief’s Truth — Pip finally confronts the Smoke Crow and discovers why he took the job. The crow reveals a name—and a plan to steal Ember Hollow’s lantern-light next.

	Chapter 20: A Warm Name — Pip uses both courage and kindness to stop the next theft without a fight, and the group learns the enemy’s true goal. Pip claims a new identity: not the dragon without fire, but the dragon who keeps warmth safe.
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Chapters
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Chapter 1: First Flames, First Bubbles

Illustration Notes: The glowing Festival Ring with lanterns and banners; Pip sneezing a burst of shimmering bubbles; Nana Ember in a quiet tunnel holding a lantern and giving Pip a rope-netted jar filled with rainbow bubbles.

Pip stood at the very front of Ember Hollow, right where the cave opened into the Festival Ring. Pip didn’t know it yet, but tonight would change what Pip believed about himself.

Lanterns hung from glittering stone hooks. Banners made of woven ash-leaves swayed in the warm breeze that always drifted up from the mountain’s sleepy belly. Everywhere Pip looked, dragons were smiling—because tonight was the night of First Flames.

One by one, the young dragons stepped into the ring, puffed out their chests, and breathed. Fwoosh! A neat ribbon of fire. Fwoooosh! A proud burst of sparks. The crowd clapped and stomped their feet until the cave floor hummed.

Then it was Pip’s turn.

Pip took a deep breath the way he’d practiced—slow in, slower out. He imagined the warm tickle in his throat becoming a bright, brave flame.

But the tickle didn’t turn into fire. It turned into an itch.

Pip squeezed his eyes shut. “Please be fire,” he whispered, and—

ACHOO!

Instead of flame, a sparkling storm of bubbles burst from Pip’s snout and drifted into the lantern light. They wobbled and winked like tiny moons—soft, round, and completely, terribly not fire.

For a heartbeat, the cave was silent.

Then a few dragons snickered. Someone laughed. Bubbles popped on warm scales with tiny pip-pip sounds, and each pop felt like it landed right on Pip’s chest. Pip tried to smile like it was funny, but the smile wouldn’t stay. Across the ring, Nana Ember didn’t laugh at all. She only tilted her head, watching the bubbles carefully, as if they were trying to tell her a secret.

Pip wished he could scoop up every bubble and stuff them back into his throat. He wished he could turn into a pebble and roll out of the Festival Ring without anyone noticing.

But Nana’s eyes weren’t mean. They were curious and warm, like she was thinking, Oh! We found something special.

Pip stared at the bubbles as they drifted away, popping softly against the cave ceiling. Each little pip felt like it landed on Pip’s heart.

The Elder Flamecaller cleared his throat, pretending the moment had been a planned surprise. “Ah. Yes. Very... bubbly,” he said, waving a claw as if bubbles were the newest kind of spark.

The crowd tried to clap anyway, but the sound came out uneven. Pip didn’t wait to see if anyone would clap a second time. Pip ducked out of the Festival Ring, past the snack table of toasted marsh-root, and into a side tunnel where the lantern light couldn’t follow.

The tunnel was cooler and quieter. Water ticked in patient drops. Far behind Pip, the festival music kept going—drums on stone, stomps on rock, cheers for flames that did what flames were supposed to do.

“There you are,” said a voice like crackling kindling.

Nana Ember waddled into the tunnel with a small lantern balanced on her nose. Her scales were the color of old coals—dark and soft—except for the bright ember-orange freckles along her cheeks. She carried a cloth bag that clinked as she walked.

Pip tried to hide behind his wings. “I ruined it,” he mumbled. “Everyone saw. Everyone heard.”

“Everyone sees flames all the time,” Nana said, sitting with a slow thump. “But bubbles? Those made the lantern light dance. Half the hatchlings looked like they wanted to chase them.”

“Dragons don’t breathe bubbles,” Pip said. “Dragons breathe fire. That’s what we do.”

Nana’s eyes sparkled in the lantern glow. “That’s what most do,” she corrected. Then she reached into her clinking bag and pulled out a stout glass jar with a latch-top lid. The jar was as round as a dragon egg and wrapped in a little net of rope, like it was meant for adventure.

“Here,” Nana said, pressing it gently into Pip’s claws. “Catch your bubble-breath.”

Pip blinked. “In a jar?”

“In a jar,” Nana said firmly. “So we can look at it close. So we can learn what it does. Fire isn’t just heat—it’s a kind of magic. And your breath is doing magic too, Pip. We just haven’t learned its rules yet.”

Pip held the jar up to his snout. His throat still felt itchy, like it was laughing at him. He took a careful breath.

Pffft! A small stream of bubbles slid into the jar and stacked up like a pile of shining grapes. They bumped the glass and shivered with color—blue, green, gold—changing every time Pip blinked.

Nana leaned close. “Now that,” she whispered, “is interesting.”

Pip felt the jar with his claws. The glass wasn’t hot like fire. It was... cozy. Like the stone near a vent on a cold day. Pip frowned and puffed again, softer this time. The bubbles inside turned paler, and the jar cooled, as if it had stolen a sip of night air.

“See?” Nana said, tapping the jar. “Your breath listens to you. Loud breath, quiet breath. Fast breath, slow breath. We’ll practice. Not in front of the whole Hollow—just you, me, and a few brave rocks.”

From far away, the drums changed rhythm. Someone called for the next hatchling to step into the ring.

Nana stood and dusted cave-sparkles from her belly scales. “Go on,” she said. “You don’t have to watch the rest. But don’t you dare throw that jar away. Tomorrow, we start learning what kind of dragon you really are.”

Pip curled his claws around the jar’s rope net and listened to the bubbles whisper against the glass. They glimmered like tiny lanterns all on their own. For the first time that night, Pip didn’t feel only embarrassed.

Pip felt something else too—small, strange, and brave—like a door in the mountain had cracked open, waiting for Pip to step through.

Chapter 2: The Jar That Caught a Sneeze

Illustration Notes: Nana and Pip in a practice tunnel; close-up of the jar showing bubbles of different sizes and colours; Pip experimenting—slow breath makes pale, cool bubbles; fast breath makes bright, warm bubbles; a simple “practice corner” with marked rocks.

Morning in Ember Hollow smelled like warm stone and sweet ash-tea. It was the kind of morning that made most dragons yawn, stretch, and accidentally puff little flames—just tiny flickers, like candlelight.

Pip didn’t puff flames. Pip hugged the jar to his chest instead and listened to the bubbles tick softly inside—like they were saying, “We’re here. We’re here.”

Pip even gave the jar a tiny pat. “Don’t worry,” he whispered. “We’re not going back in my throat.”

“Welcome to my very official training cave,” Nana announced. She swung her lantern in a circle. The tunnel widened into a small chamber with smooth walls and a sandy floor. Someone—probably Nana—had lined up rocks like students in a class. Some had faces drawn on them. One even had a little moustache.

“What if I can’t do it on purpose?” Pip asked. “What if it only happens when I’m embarrassed?”

Nana tapped Pip’s nose with the tip of her tail. “Embarrassment is just a
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Chapter 9: The Wind Shaft















Chapter 10: The Foam-Raft Rescue

















Chapter 11: Racing the Freeze




















Chapter 12: Lanterns of Ember Hollow














Chapter 13: The Crow’s Second Caw





















Chapter 14: The Black Feather Letter












Chapter 15: Below the Old Warmth
















Chapter 16: The Bubble Oath













Chapter 17: Cold Coins in the Snow











Chapter 18: The Frost Market















Chapter 19: The Lantern Thief’s Truth













Chapter 20: A Warm Name




















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
—— David Kinloch

e o





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





