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			Chapter One

			There were many fields between the village of Ynys and the nearest city in the south. To the north and west, a mountain chain separated Ynys from the rest of the world, and to the east streamed a wide river. The only merchants who ever reached the village were those who passed by boat. As there weren’t any regular markets, the villagers had to provide for themselves. Most of them were hard-working farmers and craftsmen, millers and weavers, butchers and bakers.

			Everyone knew each other in Ynys, and meeting a new person was an event people might talk about for years. So when an unkempt middle-aged man with a stammer came from the mountains, wearing clothes that had gone out of fashion in the village years ago, it didn’t take long before the whispers began. They said he’d started working for one of the millers and lived at his house. That his name was Heath and that he had once lived in Ynys, but that he’d left as a teenager. There were many theories about the why and how, but no one seemed to remember him, so most people believed he really came from far away and spread the rumours himself, thinking that the villagers would be more inclined to let him stay if they thought this was his hometown. According to those who’d taken the time to talk with him, he was full of all sorts of fantastical and amusing tales, so coming up with one about himself wouldn’t have been much of a stretch. Secret societies, whispering spiders, the eerie chime of ghostly songs on the wind in the mountains; nothing was too far-fetched for this man.

			At any other time, such an intriguing break from what was considered normal life in Ynys would have earned months of gossip. Yet Heath had only lived there for five days when there was something even more important on the villagers’ minds. The mayor’s golden chain had gone missing.

			The mayor was not a young person anymore, so at first the more youthful villagers concluded she’d merely put the chain somewhere out of the ordinary and forgotten about it. But after searching her house and garden, it was clear: it must have been a theft.

			Immediately, fingers were pointing at the newcomer. He claimed that he hadn’t even been aware that the mayor owned a chain and that he’d only come here to start a new life, but no one listened to him. Nobody in the village was known to be a thief, so it had to be him. But the mayor would not accuse anyone without proof and called in the help of the local knight to launch an investigation.

			This stocky young man had spent the past year by the side of Lady Edelweiss, the old knight who was respected by everyone for her adventures throughout the kingdom. Visiting places other than Ynys was extraordinary in itself, but she had met an actual king and known him long enough to be knighted.

			Now, however, she was retired and Sir Violet was on his own to handle the village’s knightly business. Considering that Ynys was too small for anyone to try and besiege it—if they’d bother to make the long journey at all—Violet’s job so far had consisted of solving neighbourly fights and finding missing handkerchiefs. Nothing that involved both the mayor and gold and would make the whole village follow his every move. But he felt at ease when he came to the mayor’s house. Determined to handle this as he would any other case, he asked to see the garden.

			Nothing was broken or bent. The earth had been trampled by those who had been looking for the chain, so he doubted he’d find a trace that would lead to the thief, even if he could have remembered Lady Edelweiss’ many lessons about footprints. In all fairness, he had never paid much attention to them.

			But then he almost stumbled. And as he stood back and looked at the ground, he saw that the soil was depressed over an area wider than his legs were long. The impression had the shape of a large paw and there were claw marks. It wouldn’t have taken many lessons to know that there was only one creature that could leave a print like that.

			Violet had heard quite a few stories about dragons and while they didn’t agree on most points, all of them mentioned that their kind preferred to live in caves. So without wasting time, he informed the mayor that he had found a clue, and then left her house and the village. He walked all the way to the mountainside and it took no longer than an hour to find a large cave.

			As he entered, he wished the dragon had chosen a sunnier day. Cloudy as it was, he could only see a couple of steps ahead, and the darkness beyond made it impossible to know how deep into the rock the cavity went.

			He trod onto what felt like thick carpet, and grunted as he stubbed his toe against something hard. A similar growl sounded in answer. For a moment, Violet wondered if echoes could be louder than the original sound, but then there was a rustle and the tinkling of metal against metal.

			“Excuse me?” he called.

			A black mass moved out of the darkness and two yellow eyes fixed on Violet. “Excuse me, you said?” a deep, reverberating voice asked. “What should I excuse you for?”

			“Er . . . ” Violet took a few steps back from the giant, scaly face. “Disturbing you, I suppose. Though actually, I guess that you are the one who owes the mayor an apology.”

			“An apology?” the dragon repeated. “We are meeting for the first time and you are demanding an apology? Is that how your people say hello?” The creature sat on its hind legs, but its head still towered high above Violet’s. It did catch more light now, and he could see the gleam of enormous fangs.

			He wondered if this had been a safe plan, but then decided it would be better to just press on. “Fine,” he said, “I don’t care all that much about the apology. But what I do care about is that the mayor employed me to return her golden chain. I have reason to believe it is in your possession, and I would like to take it back.”

			“Oh, all right.” The dragon sounded rather amused. “I suppose that in a place like your village, that chain really is the only perk of being mayor. Far be it from me to take that joy away.”

			With a loud tinkle of moving coins, the beast shifted and reached behind itself. Then it dangled the golden chain, hooked on a claw that looked at least as dangerous as the fangs, in front of Violet’s face.

			“Here you go. Sorry for causing you trouble.”

			“Thank you.” Violet was not exactly an expert when it came to gold, but the chain seemed to be unharmed. “I will leave you to it, then.”

			“To what?”

			“To . . . being a dragon and doing . . . dragon things.” Violet frowned. “What I meant is, I’ll be off, returning this.”

			“Of course. Have a nice day.” Going by the shimmer of its teeth, the dragon was still smiling.
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			With the chain safely back around the mayor’s neck, a council meeting was called in order to decide what to do about the dragon.

			“I don’t think there is much you can do about it,” Violet mused. “I’ve seen it, and I think it’s a little too heavy to simply kick out of its lair. Besides, it’s not actually in our village. And it was quite polite.”

			“But surely a dragon can mean nothing but trouble,” one of the two council members piped up. “Perhaps this was only the beginning!”

			“We don’t know how long this dragon has been living here,” the mayor countered. “We’ve never even seen it fly over Ynys. At least I haven’t. Now it has stolen one thing and returned it upon a simple request from Sir Violet. I don’t think we have to fear this creature.”

			So, to Violet’s relief, the meeting was over before dinnertime, and the mayor did not assign the village’s only knight to go up against the dragon.

			In fact, from that point on, Violet’s work became even easier than it had been before.

			The next time something went missing was a few months later, and Violet had almost forgotten about the beast. He went through all the usual motions before he thought of visiting the cave, and indeed found the old woman’s ring there.

			After that, the thefts started happening more and more frequently, as apparently the dragon grew increasingly bored. Every time an object went missing, Violet would find it in the same place. Sometimes it required a long argument, but he always managed to return the loot to its owner. In the end, Violet was visiting the dragon every week, and villagers sometimes even forgot to mention what they were missing before they sent him to the cave.
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			The only time he was at a loss was about three years after first discovering the dragon. The item he was supposed to find was the shoemaker’s wedding dress. So far, the dragon had only ever stolen gems and pieces of jewellery, except for a few worthless shiny buttons and knives. But a dress would not gleam in the sunlight. Especially not if it had neatly been stored in a wardrobe, like the shoemaker explained.

			Still, Violet didn’t find it at any of the suspects’ homes and his investigation came to a dead end. He felt very silly as he walked the now familiar path to the cave, muttering to himself that a dragon couldn’t possibly open a wardrobe with its claws.

			But when he entered the lair, his assumptions were proved wrong. There was the dress, displayed on a vaguely human-shaped pile of silver goblets, in a prime spot at the front of the mountain of treasures where it caught the light from the entrance.

			“Seriously?” Violet stared at the dragon. “It’s not even shiny!”

			“It is,” the dragon replied, looking slightly indignant. “Don’t you see all these fine pearls woven into the fabric?” It gently, almost tenderly, ticked a claw against one of them. “And even without those, it would be a work of art. Can’t you see the quality of the silk? How remarkably the skirt has been cut? This dress is definitely worth hoarding.”

			“The actual owner probably agrees,” Violet pointed out, crossing his arms as he looked up at the dragon.

			“Are you sure?” the creature asked. “Are you certain that the owner appreciates its beauty as much as I do?”

			Rolling his eyes, Violet lifted the dress off its improvised mannequin and stomped back to the village.
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			Only a few weeks later, he was visited by the carpenter.

			“Dear Master Spruce, where are your trousers?” Violet asked as he opened the door to see the middle-aged man standing there in his breeches.

			“That’s what I’m employin’ you for, isn’t it? To find out where my bloomin’ trousers are?”

			It turned out that the old Master had gone for a swim in a quiet part of the river, and when he returned, the garment had disappeared. He had first accused his friends of the prank, but they denied knowing that he’d gone swimming at all, and here he was, still trouserless.

			“So what’s so beautiful about these?” Violet asked the dragon, leaning against the cave wall as he waited for the beast to untie the trousers from the ceiling’s stalactites.

			“Oh, nothing, really,” it replied with an unsettlingly wide grin. “This was just funny.”
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			Thus, life in Ynys bumbled on as it always had, but with a little more cursing as people found that one of their belongings had not-so-mysteriously disappeared again. Heath was still working at the mill, no longer accused of everything and anything out of the ordinary; the dragon seemed to amuse itself, and Violet got more physical exercise than he liked, making the long walk to the cave and back so often.

			It had been about ten years since his first meeting with the dragon when he entered the bakery on a fine morning.

			Juniper was, in Violet’s opinion, the best baker in the village. She bought the most delicious spices from the merchants when they sailed past, and he had never disliked any of her pastries. But his absolute favourites, which he came to buy here every morning for breakfast, were the cinnamon rolls.

			Today, however, the shop was empty.

			There was no bread, so freshly baked that he could almost hear the crisp of its crust as it lay in the racks, no pies with a succulent filling of cherries or berries, none of the sweet biscuits the children were so fond of. And most importantly, no cinnamon rolls.

			“Hello?” Violet called, standing on tiptoes, as though the extra height would help him see into the darkness at the back of the shop. “Anyone home?”

			There were distant footsteps and the sound of doors opening and closing, before the baker’s wife appeared from the back room, almost at a run.

			“Sir Violet!” she exclaimed. “I was just on my way to find you!”

			“I’m not later than other mornings, am I?” Violet asked. “Nor earlier. How come the shop is so empty, Holly?”

			The tall woman bit her lip.

OEBPS/image/break_dragon.png





OEBPS/font/IM_FELL_DW_Pica_PRO_Italic.otf


OEBPS/image/DragonOfYnys_FrontCover.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml


  

    Table of Contents



    

      		

        Title Page

      



      		

        Chapter One

      



      		

        Chapter Two

      



      		

        Chapter Three

      



      		

        Chapter Four

      



      		

        Chapter Five

      



      		

        Chapter Six

      



      		

        Chapter Seven

      



      		

        Epilogue

      



      		

        Afterword

      



      		

        Acknowledgements

      



      		

        About the Author

      



    



  



    Landmarks



    

      		

        Cover

      



	  		Title Page





    		Start





    		Table of Contents





    



  



OEBPS/image/titlepage.jpg
The
DRAGON
FYNYS

Minerva Cerridwen

Detroit, Michigan





OEBPS/font/IM_FELL_DW_Pica_PRO_Roman.otf


