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Introduction
Who would have believed that a simple Elphin Rabbit from a little village tucked into a distant hillside, would have had such an amazing adventure?

For Roggie, it was surreal, as he had experienced so much over a relatively short space of time, that it was difficult for him to comprehend just what had happened to him.

His destiny had been to become a King, and now that he was one, his life would never be the same again!

The ancient kingdom of Elphamia, which lay on the surface, was now ruled over by the Self Appointed One. He was a very unpleasant character, and there had been no alternative but to flee from him and his forces, and seek sanctuary below ground.
The Realm of the Dragons, as it was referred to, was ruled over by the kindly Dragon King, and there were not only Dragons here, but also a variety of other creatures too, who now lived under his protection. Amongst them, were the descendants of the survivors of the terrible battle fought so long ago by the Great King and his brother, which had left the kingdom in ruin.

To his surprise, Roggie had discovered that he was a direct descendant of the Great King, and ironically they looked so alike, that everyone had assumed that he was in fact, the Great King returned to fulfil an ancient prophesy.

Now that the prophesy had been fulfilled, he hoped that he could settle down into a life of contemplation, spending a majority of his time in his burrow, tucked into his warm comfortable bed.

However, Roggie’s destiny had other ideas…

One

The precious stones embedded in the roof of the cavern sparkled like stars, reflecting on the waters of the great lake, like a sea of diamonds. It was a very beautiful sight, enhanced by the gentle mist which had now descended over the land, making everything glisten.
The Realm of the Dragons was truly a magical place at night, although being as it was deep within the ground; it was not really a true night. The Fire Lighter had ignited the strange substance which lay embedded in the roof, creating an inner sun, which had shone down brightly throughout the artificial day. Now that it had cooled, everywhere had descended into darkness, as the precious stones shone in all of their glory.

That however, was not the only light, as a fire burned giving off warmth to the three figures who sat around it.

Roggie relaxed into the comforting wings of the Dragon, as George slumped against a nearby tree. The other occupant was Kavisar, Roggie’s friend and mentor. It was remarkable, that all three of them were settled around the dancing flames, when for a time, it had looked as though none of them would have made it.

Kavisar had been rescued from the gold mines, and George had been stunned by a strange weapon hurled at him by an Ogre. That was the first time that either of them had ever seen such a creature, which had been carrying the Self Appointed One on its shoulders.

Roggie had also been knocked unconscious, and if it had not been for the Bears, then he doubted whether he would have made it either.

If all of that had not been enough, when he had entered The Realm of the Dragons, he had been presented with a golden crown, adorned with precious stones, which shone almost as brightly as those embedded in the roof of the cavern.

“What do you think about this?”

He held it out towards Kavisar, who raised his eyebrows.

“Well you are King Elphin Rabbit!”

Roggie had mixed feelings about it. He had seen what effect gold had on the Self Appointed One, whose total obsession with the yellow substance had caused everyone so much grief.

“I am not sure about it.”

Roggie could just not see the attraction. He would rather have had a large succulent juicy pie in his hand, which in his opinion, had a far greater value.

“It comes with the job!”

Kavisar was philosophical.

Roggie put it down on the ground next to the sceptre. That had also caused him nothing but pain - quite literally as it had turned out!

The viscous spikes which had shot out of the ball, had poisoned him, and if he had not found some Dragon’s Blood, then he would not have been sitting here now. Fortunately, it had been in the form of berries, taken from the Dragon Tree, and not from a real Dragon, much to George’s relief.

George however, was still quite poorly, and his wings ached as never before. The strange substance in the incense burner, which had been hurled at him by the Ogre, had struck him on the hind quarters, and ever since then, he had been suffering.

Roggie was really concerned about him, as his health had begun to deteriorate.

“I don’t feel well!”

He groaned, holding his head down.

“I’ve eaten too much!”

That was certainly the case, as the celebrations had lasted well into the night. When they had arrived, a party had been held in their honour, which was when the crown had been presented to Roggie. He was now officially the leader of all those he had helped to escape the evil clutches of the Self Appointed One, and had also been granted a seat at Council.
In times of old, the Great King ruled over the ancient kingdom of Elphamia, which was divided into various lands. Each land had its own ruler, who formed part of the Great Council, headed by the Great King himself. That honour now fell to his direct descendant Queen Afliae, Roggie’s mother. However, the Dragon King was the absolute ruler over The Realm of the Dragons, which was where they were all living.

There had always been a strong bond between the Dragons and the Elves, particularly the Elphin Rabbits. A Dragon and the Dragon Rider shared a sacred bond, where they merge thoughts in a type of telepathy that only the worthy could attain. This bond had great powers, which the Self Appointed One envied, hence his distaste for Dragons. He knew that the Great King’s true power lay in the bond between his people and the Dragons, and by breaking that bond, there would be nothing to stop him taking control.
Roggie felt the comfort of George’s body as he thought about the celebrations, and the other item that he had been given. On a cord around his neck, there hung a plain gold band, which denoted his status as ruler. It was a symbol chosen because it was said to have no beginning or end, and signified eternal justice. He had been proved worthy, although he did not feel as though he really deserved to be ruler.

According to legend, there had been three rings cast long ago and given to the Great King, and his brother and sister by their father. Roggie had been presented with the one given to the Great King, which his sister had taken from him before she fled to the vast cavern. Roggie’s mother had the one handed down from the Great King’s sister, and the other one had gone missing many years ago.

Roggie now had the sacred spear, crown and band, and the sceptre, which had measured his worthiness. He even looked just like the Great King, although none of it meant anything to him. He was just a simple Elphin Rabbit who wanted nothing more than his burrow, warm comfortable bed, and the odd succulent pie!

Rolling the band around his finger, he thought of Kavisar’s words, telling him that over time, they had been supplemented by a more elaborate version worn around the head as a crown.

That was something else which he did not like wearing, and he looked at it, as it sparkled. Roggie had only worn it briefly, and had taken it off when he had danced around a pole, holding a streamer, winding in and out of the other dancers. That marked the end of the ceremony, and the beginning of the festivities.
The food and ale had flowed, and music and dance followed, until everyone was exhausted. George had really enjoyed himself, but now he was starting to pay the price.

Roggie was so pleased to see him so happy, although he knew that there was far more to his illness than mere exuberance.

“Why not try and get some sleep?”

He was trying to be positive, as the Dragon groaned again.

George looked at him with heavy eyes, and settled down by the fire. He knew that Roggie was right, and it did not take long for the bellowing rumbles of his snoring to vibrate the ground that they were all sitting upon.

“He is not at all well!”

Kavisar nodded, sharing Roggie’s concern.

“Maybe we should ask the Elphin Princess for some of her medicine?”

Roggie had been thinking the same thought, and they would do so in the morning.

There was still some ale left, and he filled their tankards, as they both enjoyed spending time together, as they had done on countless occasions in the past. He had lost count of the tales told around the fire in the village they had both inhabited, before the arrival of the Friar and the Men. They were indeed happy times, when he had learnt so many things from the elderly Elphin Rabbit, who had taken care of him ever since he had been found wandering by the wooden bridge near Kavisar's village.

Roggie’s past had been obscured from his mind by the weapon, which had knocked him and George out of the sky when he had been a youngster. Roggie was now an adult, although he was still young, particularly for an Elphin Rabbit.

Fortunately he had now regained all of his memories, as the effect of the Self Appointed One’s weapon had evaporated just like the strange incense contained within it. The Dragon on the other hand, was still suffering, and his symptoms were getting worse.

“I am worried about him.”

Kavisar nodded.

“So am I.”

George looked far from well, and he appeared to have a fever. That was something which was hard to tell, as Dragons were always as warm as a proverbial slice of toast.

“I am sure that the Princess will be able to help.”

Kavisar's words were not as comforting as he had tried to make them sound, for underneath there was a worried tone. They had all been able to leave far too easily for his liking, as the Self Appointed One was not one to let anyone escape his evil clutches.

There was definitely something very strange going on, and the more that he thought about it, the more uneasy he became.

“What happened to everyone after I left the village?”

Kavisar took a deep breath, as Roggie waited for his question to be answered. He realised that he needed to get as much information as he could, suspecting that there was far more to this whole business than met the eye.

“Well, when the Men discovered that there was no gold within the village, they rounded us all up, and marched us off towards the wooden bridge.”

That was where Roggie had been struck by the arrow fired at him by one of the Men, and had fallen into the water. Fortunately for him, it had embedded itself in his trusty spade, which he had hastily shoved into his bag, before he made his escape.

“We then travelled down into the valley, where we ended up at the gold mines.”

Kavisar shuddered when he thought about it.

“That was a terrible place, and one which I never wish to visit again.”

If it had not been for the Dragons, he would have probably died there, and yet seeing one approach, he had thought that his days were numbered. Kavisar, like everyone else had been led to believe that they were evil creatures, when in reality, they were kind and gentle souls.

“None of us ever thought that we would be rescued, and by a Dragon of all things!”

He looked at George, who was snoring loudly as only Dragons can.

“I hope that whatever he has is not contagious.”

Roggie looked at him with worried eyes.

From what he had learnt about the Self Appointed One, he would put nothing past him. Maybe that was the real reason they had all been allowed to escape. Maybe it was all part of a very devious plan?

Roggie shuddered, placing the thought to the back of his mind.

Kavisar was also thinking along similar lines, and took a large drink out of his tankard.

It was a thought that neither of them wished to dwell upon, and it was Roggie who changed the subject.

“Did you know who I really was?”

Kavisar smiled.

“From the moment that I clapped eyes on you, I had my suspicions.”

Roggie looked at him in amazement.

“The village was full of images of the Great King, and it was obvious that there must be some connection.

There was a brief pause, before he continued.

“When I realised that you were lost, I thought that the best thing that I could do was to take you back to the village with me. It was also obvious that you had been injured in some way, as you did not know who or where you were.”

Roggie nodded.

“I asked the other villagers to remove all images of the Great King, as I realised that if you were recognised, then your life may be in danger. The others agreed to keep your secret, although you were treated a little differently to the others.”

Now that he came to think about it, everything did start to make sense to him. He was the only one permitted to keep the Sacred Spear, and had also been allowed to read from The Lost Book of the Pict-Sidhé.
“Why did you not tell me?”

Kavisar sighed.

“It would not have done any good, as you did not know where you had come from. Even when you first saw the image of the Great King in my home, you failed to recognise it.”

Roggie began to understand.

“We all thought that it would be better for you to remain ignorant of the fact, particularly as you seemed so happy.”

Roggie smiled.

“I was, and you all looked after me so well.”

It was Kavisar’s turn to smile, as he thought about all of the happy times that they had spent together.

“If it had not been for you, then none of us would have been rescued.”

Kavisar was very grateful that Roggie and George had found the entrance to The Realm of the Dragons, and been able to persuade the Council and the Dragon King to help, otherwise it would not have been possible.

“You are now a King, and a wise one at that.”

Roggie had his doubts, as he considered himself to be just an Elphin Rabbit from the little village tucked into a distant hillside.

He took another drink from his tankard, as he thought about those far off days.

Roggie could feel a chill, as if the night had suddenly crept up upon him. The fire was still burning, and there was nothing more than the gentlest of breezes. The cavern always had a temperate climate, as it was an artificial world, almost like a womb. All life was protected by the vast amount of rock which shielded it from the outside world, and at first, Roggie could make no sense of what he was feeling.

He reached up, placing the flat of his hand against the Dragon, and his jaw dropped as he realised that George was almost stone cold…

Two
Time seemed to stand still, as the shock of the moment paralysed Roggie’s mind and body, and he could not move a muscle, as he just sat there with his hand on his friend. There was no movement from the Dragon either, and he did not know whether he was dead or alive!

There was a stunned silence, as Kavisar watched the expression of horror on his face, placing his tankard down, and moving towards them.

Roggie tried to speak, but no sound would come out of his mouth. Neither of them had noticed that the bellowing rumbles of George’s snoring had ceased, as they had been so busy talking.

Kavisar also placed his hand on the Dragon, and instantly felt the coldness of his scales. He knew that he would have to act quickly, and before he knew what he was doing, he was rushing towards the Elphin Princess, who was asleep within a gathering of her people.

Fortunately, they were not very far away, and with his lungs fit to burst, he stumbled towards her.

“Quick, George the Dragon is very poorly.”

His anxious tones awakened her, and as she opened her eyes, she could see him standing there, completely out of breath.

“Please hurry, George is stone cold.”

Without thinking, the Princess grabbed her bag from beside her, stumbling to her feet, as the other Elves slept on. They were scattered all over the ground, as they stepped over them, hurrying back towards Roggie.

When they arrived, Roggie had his arms wrapped around the Dragon’s neck, with tears welling up in his eyes.

The Princess placed her hand on his cold face, realising that something was very wrong. She checked his breathing, and fortunately he was still alive, although only just!

Opening her medicine bag, she rummaged around for some herbs, not quite knowing what to do for the best.

“Please go and find the Dragon Healer, whilst I do what I can.”

Kavisar, rushed away, waking one of the younger villagers. He was still suffering the effects of the celebration, so he tried another, and yet another, until he found someone who had recovered.

“George is very ill, you must find the Dragon Healer, and bring him back as soon as you can.”

The villager sprang to his feet, dashing off in the direction of the Palace, as the Unicorn suddenly appeared out of nowhere. It stopped, lowering its head, and the villager instinctively threw himself over its back. He was not accustomed to riding a horse, as there had been none in the village, let alone a Unicorn. Somehow however, he managed to scramble into a seated position, as the Unicorn galloped off at great speed.

The Princess took some herbs out of her medicine bag, and placed them on the ground in front of her. She had never tried to heal a Dragon before, as they were quite different from any other creature that she had ever encountered.

They were obviously very large, and were covered in tear drop shaped scales, which ran all over their bodies. From just one look at George, she could tell that he was very poorly, as his scales were dull and lifeless. Normally they would have appeared shiny, with the edges overlapping, and she could remember how they made a slight scraping sound whenever he walked.

The Princess had also noticed that he could make them stand up when he washed, or cooled off. They were now clasped tightly to his body, as he was almost stone cold, and she did not have to be an expert to know that there was something seriously wrong with him.

Normally, she could apply herbs to the skin, but there was no way of getting through his scales. She could have also administered them through the mouth, but his huge jaws were closed, and there was no way that she could open them. Even if she could, then she did not know what she could have given him.

“How long has he been like this?”

Roggie frowned.

“He has not been well since he was hit by the incense burner hurled at him by the Ogre. The Self Appointed One must have put something very harmful to Dragons into it.”

The Princess looked worried.

“He complained about feeling poorly, and then I encouraged him to go to sleep.”

Roggie looked distraught.

“His wings ached and he could not feel them, now he seems to be totally paralysed.”

Whatever the strange substance was, it had certainly had a very detrimental effect to his health.

“I just don’t know what to do!”

The Princess also looked distraught, as she clung to him with tears in her eyes. She was worried that if she did manage to give him something, then it might make his condition even worse. They were in a real dilemma!

All that they could do now, was to wait for the Dragon Healer, and hope that he arrived before George got any worse.

Fortunately, they did not have to wait for long, as Kavisar signalled the Unicorn's approach. An elderly Elphin Rabbit clung to its neck, as it dashed towards them. He had been summoned from the Castle by the villager, and now he rode towards them carrying hope as well as his medical bag.

The Unicorn ground to a halt, and he climbed down.

“What seems to be the trouble?”

The Princess briefly explained, as the others looked on, waiting to see what the Dragon Healer was going to do. He shook his head, as he had not seen anything quite like this before.

“Can you help me open his mouth?”

That was going to be easier said than done, as his head was very heavy, and they all had to struggle to move the jaws. Inside looked very red, and as the Dragon Healer leaned over George's lower set of teeth, he began to shake his head.

“It does not look good!”

He pulled back, pointing to George’s throat.

“He has a bad virus, as you can see by the way it is all red and swollen.”

None of them had ever seen the inside of a Dragon’s mouth before, and had to take his word for it.

“Can you see that black lump?”

He pointed to something on the roof of George’s mouth.

“That is what he uses to make fire, and the gland consists of mainly phosphorous. When a Dragon digests its food, it is broken down, and the methane gas produced is stored in a sack inside its stomach. When it belches, it releases the methane which is ignited by the phosphorous. This is how they breathe fire.”

Well, at least that was one mystery solved, but what they all wanted to know was if he could be cured?

“I’m afraid that whatever was in the incense, has reacted with the phosphorous, so he can no longer breathe fire. It has also infected his whole body, and I am at a loss as to what to give him!”

A total look of dismay spread across all of their faces, as it looked as though they were going to lose their friend.

“There is only one person that I know of who may have the answer, and that is the Wise Old Griffin.”

Three

A large shadow fell across the ground, as the light from the precious stones embedded in the roof of the cavern, was obscured by a Dragon, as it waited patiently for its Rider. Every morning, the allotted pair would ascend towards the strange substance which was spread out all over it, in large deposits.

No one knew for certain what it contained, although amongst the alchemists who dwelt in the cavern, they suspected that it was a mixture of phosphorus, zinc and other unknown elements. All they knew for certain was the fact that when it was heated by Dragon Fire, it glowed. That was the all important thing, as without the light from the inner sun, all life would perish.

Mounting the Dragon, the Dragon Rider prepared himself for takeoff, as he had done on countless occasions. It was a very strong bond, which connected the Elphin Rabbits who rode the Dragons, with the Dragons themselves. For generations, they had worked together, and it was deemed to be a great honour to be chosen as a Fire Lighter.

The Dragon moved forwards, flapping his giant wings, feeling a slight twinge as he slipped into the air. He put the sensation down to old age, as they had both been undertaking the same ritual for many years.

The Dragon Rider also noticed that something was not quite right with his old friend, as he felt a little cooler than usual. He could not quite put his finger on it, although he also suspected that the pair of them were getting towards the end of their working life.

They rose up above the sleeping settlements, and out across the waters of the great lake. It was a truly beautiful sight, and always filled them with a sense of wonderment. Onward and upward they soared, until they came within sight of the layer of thick rock which held up the mountain high above. It was quite an art, picking the exact spot to ignite, and when they had located it, they circled ready for the Dragon to breathe fire upon it.

The Dragon prepared himself to belch out the methane gas held in the sack within his stomach, as the Rider held on tightly. For some reason, the Dragon hesitated, feeling a sensation of soreness in his throat. Then with a loud rumble, the methane shot out, igniting as it thrust its way towards the rocky surface. They then quickly turned away, as everywhere was filled with brilliant light.

Timing was of great importance, as neither of them wished to be burnt by the reaction, or indeed dazzled by the light which they had created. It took a lot of training for this task to be carried out correctly, and as they swooped down, the Dragon felt another twinge in his wings.

Making the sharp turn, he felt a little light headed, and the Dragon Rider noticed that he was not flying in his usual manner. He slapped a comforting hand on the side of his old friend’s neck, as they glided back down to the grassy plain far below. He would be glad to be safely on the ground, as he felt a spasm running along the Dragon’s spine.

The closer they got to the grassy plain, the more unwell the Dragon seemed to become, as the feeling of numbness spread out over his wings. The great lake was now rushing up to meet them, as they swooped down towards it. The Dragon was now swinging gently from side to side, and the closer to the lake they got, the more he began to loose his balance. The Dragon Rider also felt a coolness spreading through the Dragon's body, and he was now very concerned about his friend.

The grassy plain was clearly visible, as it stretched out before them. Normally, it would have been a gentle approach, coasting down to come to rest on the thick grass. However, this was not a normal approach, as their angle was far too steep.  The Dragon tried to correct himself, but for some reason, his wings would not respond to his mental commands, and instead of rising up slightly, they suddenly dropped like a proverbial stone.

The Dragon Rider nearly fell off, as the Dragon managed to pull his head back, levelling off slightly. It was a real roller coaster of a ride, as they dipped again, before levelling off, much to the Dragon Rider’s relief. He knew that they had to get down soon, as he could feel his friend struggling to keep in the air, as they made a sharp turn.

The Dragon’s head spun as they went into a corkscrew, and then when it looked as though they were going to crash, he somehow managed to pull clear, swooping up, before diving back down again. This time, his feet brushed the ground, scraping up clods of turf, which showered out in all directions.

The Dragon seemed to be in a daze, but his instinct took over, and with help from the Dragon Rider, they bounced along before finally skidding to a halt, much to the relief of them both.

The Dragon then sank to his knees, as the Dragon Rider slipped off his back onto the thick carpet of grass. Fortunately, it had cushioned their landing, and as the Dragon Rider picked himself up, the Dragon gave out a giant groan, collapsing in a heap on the grass.



