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Dedication

This book is dedicated to every child who has ever felt brave enough to ask, “What if we’re wrong?”

To the quiet thinkers who listen before they judge.

To the dreamers who believe enemies can become friends.

To the kids who stand up for what is right, even when it feels scary.

May you always have the courage of Prince Carl — to speak kindly, to seek understanding, and to choose peace when others choose fear.

To the grown-ups reading along, may this story remind you that sometimes the smallest voice carries the wisest truth.

Introduction

Long before the story truly begins, the Kingdom of Groveheart was known for its green hills, sparkling rivers, and tall stone castle that touched the clouds. The people worked hard, laughed often, and trusted their king to keep them safe.

But beyond the kingdom walls lay a thick jungle filled with mysteries. Strange shadows moved between the trees. Smoke sometimes curled into the sky.

The people whispered about dragons.

Most believed dragons were fierce and dangerous. No one had tried to learn the truth.

Until one curious prince decided that sometimes the bravest thing you can do is listen.
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Chapter 1: The Dragons Next Door
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The Kingdom of Groveheart was known for its green hills, bright farms, and tall stone castle that stood at the center of it all. 

From the castle towers, you could see wheat fields stretching far into the distance. You could hear blacksmiths striking metal in the village and bakers calling children in for warm bread. 

Life in Groveheart felt safe. People trusted their king to protect them from danger.

King Alden ruled from a grand hall lined with red banners and polished shields. He was a serious man who cared deeply for his people. Every choice he made was guided by one question: How do I keep Groveheart safe?

Just beyond the farms and rivers stood a thick jungle. It had always been there. The villagers rarely entered it. They spoke about strange animal calls and dark shadows moving between the trees. 

Some claimed to see smoke rising above the treetops on certain evenings. For years, those stories were only whispers shared around dinner tables.

Everything changed on a warm afternoon when a royal servant burst into the throne room.

The doors swung open with a loud bang. The servant, Thomas, stumbled forward, breathing hard and covered in dirt.

“My king!” he cried. “I bring grave news!”

King Alden rose from his throne. “Speak clearly, Thomas. What has happened?”

Thomas swallowed and pointed toward the jungle, visible through the tall windows. “Dragons, Your Majesty. I saw them with my own eyes. Huge creatures with wings like sails. They circled above the jungle. Smoke rose behind them. There is no doubt.”

A wave of gasps moved through the room. Courtiers whispered to one another. Guards tightened their grip on their spears.

“Dragons?” the king repeated.

“Yes, my king. Not one. Several. They have made their home in the jungle. I fear they plan to move closer.”

The king stepped down from his throne and walked toward the window. He stared at the distant line of trees.

“For years we feared this,” he said. “If dragons settle near Groveheart, it is only a matter of time before they attack.”

Thomas wiped sweat from his forehead. “They are large enough to carry off cattle, my king. Perhaps worse.”

The king turned sharply. “Send word to the captains. Call the hunters. We cannot wait.”

At the edge of the throne room stood a young boy with sandy hair and thoughtful eyes. Prince Carl had been reading near the tall pillars when Thomas rushed in. He had heard every word.

Dragons.

Carl’s heart beat hard in his chest. He had read stories about dragons in the castle library. Some books described them as fierce beasts who burned villages to ash. 

Other books spoke of ancient dragons who guarded treasure and protected forests. The stories never agreed.

“Father,” Carl said carefully, stepping forward.

King Alden looked at him. “Carl, this matter is serious. Return to your lessons.”

“But what if the dragons are not planning to attack?” Carl asked. “What if they only want to live in the jungle?”

The throne room fell quiet.

The king’s voice grew firm. “Dragons are not harmless deer, Carl. They breathe fire. They destroy towns.”

“But we do not know that these dragons will harm us,” Carl replied. “No one has spoken to them.”

A few advisers exchanged doubtful looks.

King Alden sighed. “We will not take chances. Prepare the hunting party. We strike before they strike us.”

Thomas bowed and hurried away to spread the order.

Carl stood frozen in place. Hunters? Strike first? His stomach twisted at the thought. He imagined large creatures hiding among the trees, unaware that soldiers were preparing to attack them.

The king placed a hand on Carl’s shoulder. “I know you are curious. But a ruler must think of safety before curiosity.”

Carl looked up at his father. “What if safety comes from understanding?”

The king did not answer. Instead, he returned to his throne and began giving commands. Messengers rushed from the hall. Captains gathered near the doors. The sound of metal armor echoed across the stone floor.

Carl stepped back, feeling small in the middle of so much noise.

Outside, word spread quickly through the kingdom. Market sellers whispered about dragons flying over their homes. 

Farmers worried about their livestock. Children asked frightened questions. Some people packed supplies in case they needed to flee.

Carl walked through the courtyard later that day and listened to the rumors.

“They will burn our crops,” one baker said.

“I heard they eat horses,” another villager claimed.

“No one has seen them up close,” Carl said, trying to remain calm.

The baker shook his head. “We do not need to see them up close to know they are trouble.”

Carl left the courtyard and climbed the stone steps to one of the castle towers. From there, he could see the jungle clearly. The trees formed a dark wall along the edge of the kingdom. Thin lines of smoke rose into the sky.

Were dragons truly hiding there?

He tried to picture what they might be doing at that moment. Sleeping? Hunting? Caring for their young?

He wished he could ask them.

As the sun began to sink, soldiers gathered in the training yard. They tested nets and sharpened blades. The captain barked orders. Horses were saddled. Everything moved quickly.

Carl leaned against the tower wall and thought hard.

If the dragons were planning an attack, would they not have done so already? Why wait in the jungle?

He remembered a story from one of his books. In that tale, a dragon protected its forest from woodcutters who tried to take more than they needed. The dragon was not evil. It was defending its home.

“What if that is what these dragons are doing?” Carl whispered to himself.

Later that evening, he attended supper with his father. The dining hall buzzed with serious talk. Maps were spread across the long table. The king pointed to the jungle and discussed attack routes.

Carl barely touched his food.

“Tomorrow at dawn,” the king announced, “our hunters will move toward the jungle border. They will study the land and plan the strike.”

Carl’s heart sank. Dawn was not far away.

After supper, he walked alone through the castle halls. Torches cast long shadows across the walls. The castle felt different now, heavier.

He stopped outside the great doors and looked once more toward the jungle. The sky above it was dark. A faint trail of smoke rose into the night.

He took a deep breath.

“This is not right,” he said quietly. “We cannot fight something we do not understand.”

An idea formed in his mind. It felt risky. It felt bold. But it also felt necessary.

If no one else would try to understand the dragons, he would.

He knew where Thomas had seen them. The servant had mentioned a river that curved like a silver snake and a tall rock shaped like a crown. 

Carl had explored near that part of the jungle before, though never deep inside.

Far below, soldiers continued their preparations. None of them noticed the young prince standing high in the tower, making a promise to himself.

Before the moon reached its highest point, Prince Carl decided, he would leave the castle and seek the dragons in the jungle.

And he would do everything in his power to stop the hunt.
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Chapter 2: The Interaction
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Prince Carl had made his choice.

The castle had grown quiet. Guards stood at their posts along the walls, speaking in low voices. Torches burned along the corridors, casting warm light over stone floors. 

Most of the kingdom slept, unaware that its young prince was about to step into the very place everyone feared.

Carl pulled a dark cloak around his shoulders and slipped through a side passage he had known since childhood. It led to a narrow staircase used by servants. 

He moved carefully, listening for footsteps. His heart beat hard in his chest, but his mind stayed steady.

He reached the back gate of the castle grounds. A single guard stood nearby, staring out at the fields. 

Carl waited for the moment when the guard turned to check the torches along the wall. Then he crossed the courtyard and passed through the gate.

The cool night air met his face. Ahead of him stretched the fields of Groveheart, silver under moonlight. Beyond them stood the jungle, dark and thick.

He began walking.

The grass brushed against his boots. Crickets sang from hidden corners. The farther he moved from the castle, the quieter the sounds of the kingdom became.

He thought about Thomas’s words. A river shaped like a silver snake. A tall rock shaped like a crown.

Carl had seen that river once while riding with his father. It curved through the jungle like a long ribbon. If dragons had settled nearby, they would need water.

When
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