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As she walked along the cold street, the tiny dragon in her pocket stirred restlessly. Daisy 

was cold too. She breathed in deeply to breathe out on her claws. Along with the warm air 

came a little flame. Somehow it felt quite satisfying. Leah felt the burst of warmth too, 

making a mental note to speak to her neighbour, Mrs Hagglebottom, about it. 

What Leah didn’t know about dragons could fill several books. She didn’t know that the 

baby dragon was starting to feel the fire in her belly. It was like growing pains, the muscles 

stretching and extending, burning inside her. 

It was an unusual set of circumstances that led to Leah to even having a pet dragon. But 

somehow, quite normal, all at the same time. The next-door neighbour had offered Daisy as 

a pet to Leah. Leah’s parents, who were never really quite sure about Mrs Hagglebottom, 

agreed – although it is true that they thought Daisy was some sort of exotic lizard.  

On her return home, Leah spoke with Mrs Hagglebottom. 

‘Why does Daisy have such warm breath?’ 

‘Daisy is a dragon, love. Her breath is warm because she is preparing to breathe fire. But the 

reason I have given her to you is that I have seen, in the cards, that you are the chosen one.’ 

‘Chosen for what?’ gasped Leah with amazement.  

‘Chosen to save the dragon kingdoms. So you will need to learn about dragons, by spending 

time with Daisy and me – because we will help you.’ 

The years passed quickly, as they do when you’re busy having fun. Both Leah and Daisy 

continued to grow – Daisy far quicker than Leah – and then one day the elderly Mrs 

Hagglebottom spoke again to Leah. 

‘It is time for you to start your mission.’ 

She invited herself in to speak to Leah’s parents and explain the nature of her quest. Leah 

was to go with Daisy to the home of dragons ... the foot of Mt Snowdon, where the Welsh 

Red dragon lived. Since the time of Merlin, there had been a constant battle with the Anglo-

Saxon White dragon. But this feud had to end, or else the dragon kingdoms would be 

forever in jeopardy. 

The days were still long, but it took Leah and Daisy a month to travel inconspicuously to Mt 

Snowdon to meet Delaria the Red. For another month, they argued all the reasons why this 

whole situation had to end. They sent for Willaria the White, and then much more 

discussion and arguing took place.  

  



 

 

It took all of Leah’s powers of persuasion to convince the two dragons how foolish they 

were making the dragon world seem in the eyes of everyone else. Delaria and Willaria were 

so involved in their own differences that they had forgotten how to agree with anyone, and 

even worse, had totally lost sight of how others saw them. This was the first time in 

hundreds of years that someone had ever had the courage to hold up a mirror and force 

them to have a good, hard look at themselves. 

It was a very painful autumn for everyone. The only comfort was the warm air exhaled by 

the three dragons which kept Leah from freezing in the draughty caves. Having only known 

Daisy, she was perplexed at the inability of Delaria and Willaria to be logical about anything. 

But then she thought about Mrs Hagglebottom, another elderly lady who was also quite 

stuck in her ways, and then she was a little more understanding. 

One day, when the snow had started to fall, she woke early to hear the sound of voices. She 

stayed still when she realised it was the three dragons talking. 

‘I’ve realised that I’ve been a fool,’ said 

Willaria. ‘All this time we could have been 

working side by side to defend the dragon 

kingdoms. I’m prepared to let bygones be 

bygones if you will work together with me.’ 

Leah held her breath ... what would Delaria 

say to that? She did not know what she 

would do if Delaria didn’t agree.  

‘You’re right, Willaria. I think the prophecies of Merlin have all been fulfilled and now it is 

better that we live in a time of peace. It is time for Leah and Daisy to return to their home 

and tell of this quest as the first of many successful ventures.’ 

Leah could feel the celebratory burst of flames from Daisy’s nostrils from where she was 

sitting. If she were a dragon, she would have been doing exactly the same. Their quest was 

complete and it was time to head home, just in time for Christmas with her family. 
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