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The Book of the Pragon

by Sandy Feinstein

Morgan Library MS Teleri VI
acq. 16 September 2009

The Book of the Dragon

I’'ve never thought of gardening as a treasure hunt. Hoeing and sowing aren’t games, at least
that’s what my father says when I try to balance on the string that marks his rows of peas or lettuce.
The garden could be a circus I think: rabbits running in and out, woodchucks diving into holes, ants
piling up mounds, and me on the high wire. A circus with lots of animals, but not a pirate ship or
ancient tomb or cowboy heist. I never confused any of the vegetables with jewels or gold, no matter
how yellow the squash or red the tomatoes.

My favorite job is to pick what grows because I'm allowed to eat what I find. Berries before
the birds get them, peas before they pop, tomatoes before they rot, sometimes the stems of lilies and
mint leaves. I don’t know why I agreed to weed—I was probably just sick of being inside and
needed an excuse to go outside.

Whatever the reason, I began to weed my corner of the garden where the green tomatoes
were getting big and heavy. I lifted them from the ground where they lay and leaned them against a
couple of stone slabs, tying the less weighted branches to dried out bamboo. I needed to get under
them. I thought there might be weeds beneath the green fruit, and I was on a mission. When I get a
thing in my head, I do it all the way.

I have cute purple gloves, but I didn’t wear them. Which was stupid because the cucumber’s
prickly stems rubbed my fingers raw. But I kept on anyway. I found one plant as stubborn as I am.
Bamboo. Bamboo shoots sprout straight up like grass. They’re not hard to see, so they seem easy to
get at. If you think breaking them off takes care of the problem, you’d be very wrong. They’re the
WOrst.

Grab a shoot of bamboo and try to find its root. It’s not like a dandelion with dirty hairy
strands that spread out like frizzy hair. Bamboo roots grow sideways. You pull its taut root only to
find more of it and still more of it. I’'m not strong enough to yank it all out at once, so I just pull it
little by little, following the root to its end. It was taking a long time.

The sun was in one part of the sky when I began pulling the bamboo at the edge of the
garden. If I look up, there’s got to be a reason, and the only reason would have been getting to the
end of the root. When I finally did look up, I had no idea where I was, and the sun had moved low,
eye level. It made the ground at the end of the root seem to glitter when I pulled it away.

The sun went a little lower, but the hole where I’d pulled the root from still glittered. I stared
at the hole, wondering what to do. One thing I don’t like about weeding is all the squishy worms. I
don’t use a trowel because I hate cutting them in half by accident. Not wearing gloves, I was being a
little more careful than usual. But I didn’t see any worms. The earth was dry.

I extended my index finger to try to touch the shininess. It felt solid, though more like dust
than dirt. My finger glowed with teeny bits of what looked like mica and other teeny bits that looked
like gold. I forgot about the worms and dug.
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As I dug deeper, the little slivers of silver and gold got bigger. My hand scraped against first
pebbles then rocks. I picked one up, and it was blue. I picked up another, and it was red. A sapphire
and a ruby? I pulled out diamonds and emeralds and bigger and bigger chunks of silver and gold.
Still, I kept digging. The hole was almost as big as me and looking darker and darker. I could feel all
sorts of things, but I had no idea what until I pulled something out. I wondered how much is in
there?

The sun was no help either. The sky was already dusky. I should have been scared, but I
wasn’t. I'd left a trail—a long line of all that pulled bamboo. I still had to see the rest of what was
under the root’s end. Suddenly, a little light appeared, just for a moment. Then another. Slowly, a
display like small Christmas lights blinked on and off. Fireflies. I tried looking in the hole by their
light.

There were golden stairs with a zillion jewels all the way down. I didn’t try to go down those
stairs yet. I just leaned over the edge of the hole and stared. I noticed that at the very bottom was
something that looked like a jewel box. Was it really a box? Only one way to find out.

I stuck a foot down hoping to find a safe place to put it. I poked in all directions, toward the
stairs and away from them. Sometimes I hit something hard, and then I’d hear the tinkle of metal,
pebbles and rocks falling. The stair seemed just out of reach. I didn’t want to go in if I couldn’t get
out again. If there were just something to grab onto and pull myself out with, something that would
keep me from losing my way, too.

That’s when I got up, felt around for the end of the bamboo I’d already pulled, and looked
to see if there was anything to tie it to. How could I not have noticed all the trees? Staring at the
ground while weeding, that’s how. It was only as I watched the fireflies flicker on and off that I
realized how many trees there were, and one not very far from where I stood. I took the end of the
bamboo and counted off ten paces to the nearest tree. I wrapped it around the trunk and triple
knotted it. Then I walked ten paces back to the hole.

I'lay down on my stomach at the edge, holding the bamboo in my hands. I put one hand
below the other on the bamboo, almost the same way I had yanked it to get to the hole in the first
place. Slowly, slowly I let myself down until I could feel something under my feet. It was the stair.

The fireflies flickered, each blink revealing a huge mound of gold and jewels. I held onto the
bamboo and walked down the stairs very carefully. Tripping down all those sharp little rocks, pretty
as they looked, would hurt I thought.

The thing that looked like a box wasn’t so far down. It had lots of big jewels on it, too. It
also had a clasp. It looked like a gigantic claw or tooth. I wondered if I should try to open the box

down there in the hole or pick it up and take it with me. It was hard to see. So I took the box.
» » » » » » »

I remember when I first unclasped the claw and opened the box. Inside was writing. The
writing was gold and silver. It was beautiful. I couldn’t read the writing though. The words were
scrunched together, making it hard to separate one from the other. There was something that looked
like a 3 among the letters and something else that looked like a b sitting on a p. Not one exclamation
point or question mark or comma and not very many periods either. The sentences, if that’s what
they were, seemed to go on forever.

The pages were all loose, too. They weren’t paper. They weren’t white but a pale blue. They
seemed more like clothing, maybe a scarf or a shirt.

The handwriting on the first page looked like that of a child, the shapes of the letters weren’t
uniform, the o of the b and p and d and g and q and o varied in size and shape. The words didn’t
always go in a straight line across the page either.
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After the title was a long sentence. It said,

As old co pe Princess of Rochellia Nova, Granddaughcer of be King and Queen of Krakovia and
Kievska on her [-aper’s side and Granddaughcer of pe King and Queen of Romaney and Perse on

her CDO{DCR'S side, having deen capcured and held by be OR&QOH of Oakwood lsle, here records ics
hiscory as required Oy be cerms of her imprisonmentc.

There were so many things I wanted to know, and I couldn’t figure out how to find the
answers, except by reading more.

It soon became clear that the book wasn’t written like a normal book. I mean apart from the
loose cloth sheets, the gold and silver writing, the strange letters, and the long sentences. The story
was interrupted on almost every page by a heading: SAY PIS

“Say” what? Bis? Pis? Make a § for Is? I kept reading. From the sense, I worked out that the
word was “THIS” and the odd-looking letter was “th”. Once I realized that, it wasn’t all that hard to

read if I read aloud, or at least moved my lips as I read.
* * *

SAY PIS

Proem
Dow ic is my own Faule chac I am here and doing cthe bidding of a Omgon?

1 was ouc in pe castcle gardens when | saw the precdiesc dird: dlue and purple and green and red,
like & ORI3hc painced duncing. | wasnc supposed co leave the cascle keep, excepe wich my
nursemaid or cucor. Puc pe bird hopped ri3hc in Fronc of me. Ic hopped a Few sceps away when |1
callsed co ic. So | Followed. (Uhen ic wentc chrough che poscern gace, | squeezed chrough the dars
aFeer ic. T would Fic or hop and 1 would skip and jump. Pe castle goc a licele Farcher away a
liccle Farcher sall uncil Finally ic disappeared. Buc pe bird had alic on a mound of dirc. 1 said dad
Oird see wihac you made me do.

Suddenty in & Fash of color be dird Flew up up up, and 1 looked up, coo.

1 lost si3hc of e precey liccle bird.

Inscead, | saw a huge wing. Ic was accached co an even digger dody. lc looked noching like any bird
1 had ever seen. Chen 1 saw ics head, which was poinced and had (ocs of ceep. Ic opened ics mouch.
1 did not know whac co expect. Cercainly noc.

“You. Who are you?”

“l am a princess.”

“Pac means you, JIRiNcess, are now My prisoncr.”
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1 am supposed co wrice down exaccly whac we said duc 1 cannoc remember Cvekgbing and | am
sure all {3&( rReally maccers is che quesdion che Okagon asked and whac came aFcer ic.
“Can you read and wrice?”

“OF course,” | said, bough 1 am Foreed o confess | had only learned my leccers and had moscly
WRICTEN pRINcess...princess...princess...hundreds of cdimes.

“Good. Jou will wirice (Dy hisconzg. (When you Finish, you can go home. Uncil pen you will de my
pRisONeRr.”

“Whac will 1 wrice wip? Whac will 1 wrice on?”

pe Oragon benc down and puc ics huge scaly paw inco & dig mound and pulled ouc one gold rock
and one silvery one. Wich be Free paw ic scracched cwo smallish holes in be side of a doutder and
puc be golden rock in one hole and be silver in be o{aeR. Pen wich one slow bRC&b oF Flame From
becween all those ORagon (CCb be solid mecals oozed inco liquid gold and silver. Pen be Ochgon
scared ac me. Ac my drooch and my cloches. 1 was wearing my Favorice dress wich a pale blue
mancel. De towered his head and nodded coward che drooch and my dress and said

“Use bem wich {Dese."

1 tooked down and up. I unpinned my preccy brooch. 1 scuck pe wire thac had been holding my
mancel cogecher inco che silver liquid. | denc over co pick up a dried leaF by my Foox.

IIN O ”
“Co pracdce.”
P

uN o ”

1 held cighc co my mancel and cried noc co cry. Ochgon {eaned down again and dic an almosc
perFece liccle square ouc of ic.

“Use bac."

“(Uhatc am 1 co wrice?”
» » » » » » »
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SAJ p1s

Primo

“l was an egg. | was inside a hard shell. | have Forgoceen whac ic Fele Gke. | cannot even remember
dreaking prough ic. e Firsc memory | have is be istand. No one else was on pis istand so | was (efFc
here or 1 Fell From be sky onco Ic. 1 do noc know how 1 goc here because no one ever cold me.

“l Rememder once when | saw & doat near my cove. A sailor poinced ri3hc ac me and said OR&QOY}.
1 had my head on a big doulder. | slipped dehind be rock and heard anober voice say dragons are &
mgb which seemed o be a way ofF saying | was noc real ac all. P&( is why 1 have zo have my scory
wriccen down.

“Pac is wihy 1 am celling you my scory and you must wrice ic down as 1 say ic. Wibouc parencs
and wipout Friends no one knows abouc you and you don'c know adouc yourselF. | am here and 1
have a scory and | want ac least one princess co know | exisc.

“l am not a precend dragon.
"Dy island exists, and che sea exiscs, and be mound wich my treasure exiscs Right here.

“So pac is where 1 degin.”
» » » » » » »

SAY p1S

Secundo
“l had o learn how o do everyching myselF. 1 didn'c know {DCRC was cmg{aing straNge OrR unusual in
pac. Dy Firse memory was deing hungry. Dy second was oF trying co scop pac Feeling.

‘I cried everybing. 1 licked che place where 1 was dorn. Ic casced dry and diccer. | niddled o clump
oF grass. | bic bushes. | tried derries and peaches and apricocs and apples and some leaves. Direh
and minc were okay. Anise was desc. Ic is scill my Favorice.

“One day 1 heard SDLAC and curned <o see a shell crack open and ouc come noc someone who
{ooked (ike me buc an oozy liquid. | cried pac. 1 liked ic. Buc 1 had no idea how 1 would gec more. |
wried a bic of my shell, which was cerridle.

“l s00n learned eggs ofcen Fall out of trees. (Uhen ey did, 1 tapped up what came out. Pere were
(ocs of birds and locs oF egys.

“l scopped being hungry when 1 ace.”
* * * * * * *
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SAY p1s

‘Cerdo
“l kept rying bings. Ac Firse my legs were weak and | sore of cumbled when 1 moved so 1 only
explored near where | was dorn.

“l did not like cumbdling. lc made me dizzy. Somecdimes 1 would roll inco & sharp scone OR TREE ROOT
and ba( hure. Buc my legs were small compared co {ae resc of my dody. Somecimes 1 became so
Fruscraced 1 would Kick and Fall down.

“Once while Kicking angrily 1 Fipped over dackward and gecdng up again was a prodlem. (Dy cail
had sofcened pe Fall and 1 resced my head on ics dip. 1 looked around. 1 saw dirds in be air and on
pe ground and in be wacer. Unadle co scand 1 wacched pem.

“Cvery dird moving on che ground gripped wich ics toes and picked up one Fooc From the ground
just & liccle and sec ic dack down a liccle Forward of where ic had jusc deen. I did pe same wip
che ocher. Rocking a liccle back and Foreh and side co side pey wenc Forward slowly. Somedimes
chey seemed o skip or rRun buc bey never kicked. (Uhen pey wanced o go really Fasc pey Hew.

“l saw no Birds napping on bCiR cails but none had a cail like mine. Dirds used cails o dalance on
{DC ground and in be Ak and even in bc WATCR.

“AFcer rolling side co side For awhile 1 decided co try co use my zail co gec up. Ic was digger and
scronger ban my legs. | concencraced really hard and pushed my cail coward pe ground while
Keeping {DC cip pressed against my head and pushing ic bc OIZ)CR way. Suddenly 1 was dack on my
Feec.

“Once | was up, 1 tried moving my cail dack coward pe ground and side o side as 1 picked up one
Foor just a liccle off che ground and puc ic down a liccle Forward of where ic had deen. 1 did be
same Luib {ae obeR. | pracdced all day by walking in a dig circle scarcing From where | was near be
sea. Around and around in smaller and smaller cireles 1 wenc undl 1 Found myselF in be middle of

my woods. | sac down. 1 was very dred.”
» » » » » » »

SAY p1s

Quarco

“ had learned o walk by being sall and wacching. lc had seemed nacural co kick dut wrong o
Fal. Dow unexpecced o learn co walk by Firse doing noping. 1 wondered iF 1 could learn co swim
bac way.

‘] walked straight co pe shore wipout cireling decause | wanced co get co wacer quickly and
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walking in cireles had caken a long cime. (Uhen 1 got co sand 1 sac down and ooked out co sea.
| wacched birds and on {DC wacer and curcles 60d. | nociced {ae wacer birds all held bCiR cails up
out of be wacer unless pey dove, which noc many of bem did. ch also keptc peir wings Folded ac
{DeiR sides. | could not see whac beg did wich bCiR Feec.

‘I had seen a lizard waddle along shifcing ics weighc in one direccion and pen pe oper on ics way
o be wacer. So | cried lying down and cwisting prough che sand, buc my head and my wings
made me Feel so heavy | could hardly move. [inally, 1 Figured as long as | was already lying down 1
mi3hc as well Keep going & liccle Farber inco pe wacer and look around.

“l tiFced my wings a liccle To make myselF Feel G3hcer, ben swished my cail Ri3hc and {efFc undil my
mouch couched wacer. AFcer a gulp of saldiness, | kepc my moup closed and dreaped brough my
nose. Not good Ci{aeR. 1 cried holding my bRC&lZ) and discovered | was precey good ac bcx(.

‘] scill had co gec my whole head under wacer. | wasn'e sure iF 1 would de adle co see anyping once
1 did duc 1 lowered my Face all pe way in. Once 1 goc used co pe sensacion and accuscomed my
cyes co pe inidal sting 1 saw locs of Feer: Ouck Feer in pairs and curcle Feee in Fours and Fish wich
waving Fins, which (ooked a lcele like wings and a licele ke Feer. Cveryone was kicking Feet or
Fapping Fins.

‘I stid pe resc of be way in on e wee sand, careFul First co lFc my head and keep my wings and
cail ouc of pe wacer. Pen 1 Kicked all Four of my Feec and wentc Forward easily. | pracdiced jusc
using my Forepaws and jusc using my dack paws. | could go ac diFferenc speeds depending on how
hard 1 kicked. Dy wings and ail kepc me balanced on the wacer and 1 could also use pem co
change direcdions.

“Pe wacer Tete so good 1 paddied around pe istand cen cimes. (Dy cail degan co droop and it goc
diFficulc co hold my head up. (Dy energy was almostc gone duc | was happy. (Uhen 1 crawled dack

onco dry sand, | closed my eyes. | was so dired.
» » » » » » »

SAY PIS

Quinco

“As 1 lay bere coo dired co open my eyes 1 decame aware of all sorcs of sounds. Lap (ap lap of
waves. (oo woo woo of wind. Ckrills and chirps and peeps of dirds. | cried co underscand pem all.
PC wind and sea seemed only o speak o one ano{aeR. Pe louder be woo of wind be louder che (ap
oF waves. Opening an eye | saw how when be wind dlew (eaves or sand {DC sea made big waves.
Lapping was lowesc when wind hardly seemed o dlow ac all.

“Birds callked co one anocher. Ac First be songs all sounded very differenc yer always seemed co
speak co what was happening near where bcg Flew or nesced. (Uhen a big bird goc close o a
small nesc, be sounds got ouder. (Uhen a gull or cacdird dove For Food and ano{jeR bird wenc For
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{DC SAMe CRUMO, be sound was of one or cwo voices. Some dirds seemed o sing o one ano{jeR in
long elaborace calls as iF showing ofF or wandng accendon. Cven Luib all bar Variety whac was
said seemed co de variacions on Jor Me Me Me or Go Away way way and OANGCR
OANGCR OANGCR. No maccer how elaborace e song, ic seemed co come down co pose pree
MEssAgEs.

“When 1 heard a bird coming my way, 1 Reached ouc my paw and 1 heard ugly sqawks. OANGCR
OANGCR OANGCR. 1 cried o make dird sounds. | sang dadly. 1 wanced co sound (ke a rodin |
had heard singing, duc 1 sounded more (ike a crow or & gull. Cverying | sang sounded Uke a caw

of OANGCR or (e e (Me.

“(Dy legs scill Fele woddly From all pac swimming so | lscened some more. 1 heard a new sound. I
was coming From e wacer. 1 opened my eyes and saw a big wooden vessel, and in ic creacures
made noise. Ic was be Firsc cime | saw and heard humans. PCiR sounds varied. Some wenc on and
on (ike WRrens OR WARLICRS. ObCRS wiere shorc and scaccaco (ike crows OR jays. PC Firsc word 1
underscood was No.

“l sa up and pracciced No No No No No. Pe speakers lec go of beir big wings and ail and pe
vessel cwirled around inco pe wind and waves. ch degan jumping inco pe sea and swimming away
From my island. Pe vessel Floaced coward me.

‘I spenc be resc of pe aFcernoon caking pe vessel apare. Ic was (ke a Fallen cree. Buc ac e very
boccom wiere (ocs ofF shiny bings. 1 made a pile oF all be sparkling scones and gliccering rocks. 1
wasnc sure whac co do wip pem yec so 1 dug a hole and puc bem inside co keep e wind and pe
waves From caking pem dack.

“Pe nexe dme 1 heard human sounds 1 was more careFul co hide dehind a doulder. 1 liscened co
whac | heard and once in & while cook & quick look. | learned a (ot oF words pac way. | also
(carned my name. OR&QOH. Some would not delieve whac beg saw. Some would not believe whac

they heard no maccer who spoke.”
* * * * * * *

SAY PIS

Sixco
“(Dy early history has come o an end.

“Jou can go home nouw.

“Tc will de easy For you co Find your way dack o pe cascle. Just Follow pe root. Jou can see ics
shadow since pe soil is so sandy. IC wacch For & while From here as 1 learn co Fy."
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“You could learn co Hy by caking me home. lc would de good pracdce.”

“Wkice pac down and pis. 1 have heard some sailors say Kings stay dragons. Jour Faper be king
might try co kill me.”

“You cold me oper sailors say you are a myb. IF we leave lace ac nighc during a new moon, | bec
no one in che cascle would see you or believe ic iF pey do. Please please please.”

“Wkice pese lasc words. Liscen. We will sce.”

The Arkenstone
by Daniel Thompson
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