
There’s a Dragon on the Roof
One day the Mage came in and said “Dear, there’s a dragon on the roof.”

“Is there?” said the Boffin.

They both went outside to look.

“What’s she doing?” asked the Boffin.

“Not much. I saw her as I came up the track from town. She’s not moved much at all.”

The dragon scratched herself behind her ear with the tip of her folded wing. She belched loudly, 
flapped her wings and took off. Flapping lazily she rose into the air and disappeared with a pop. 
Then she suddenly reappeared and circled to land on the roof again. She shifted from leg to leg, 
then repeated the whole procedure, this time without the belch.

“She obviously wants something,” said the Boffin. “I wonder…..”

The dragon took off again and flapped her wings and circled, then disappeared with a pop again. 
She reappeared and landed on the roof.

“She wants us to follow her,” said the Boffin. “I’m sure of it.”

She turned around and drew one of her instruments from her pocket. She pressed a button and a 
shimmer surrounded the house, and the dragon took off with a squawk.

“Oops, sorry dragon,” she said.

“That’s all locked up, and I’ve activated your protection charm to be safe,” she said to the Mage. 
“Let’s go.”

They stepped through to the dragons’ safe place. Actually, reflected the Mage, it was probably their 
original place. Gravity was weaker here, and the light a little dimmer than night time back home, 
but not by much. Two moons moved slowly through the sky and a smaller moon raced past them at 
a much faster pace. Ponderous clouds moved sluggishly across the sky. Stars crawled across the sky
as the earth turned slightly faster than back home.

“Hmm, night time. Do we travel now or wait for dawn?” wondered the Boffin.

“She seems to want us to go now.”

They had stepped across onto a reasonably flat peak and the dragon was perched on a neighbouring 
spire of rock. She took off and flew to another peak further away, then back again. No longer mute 
in her safe place she trumpeted, but neither of them could yet speak dragon.

“Come on then,” said the Boffin and stepped over the edge of the precipice. As she fell she opened 
her wings and changed her fall into a sweeping glide. She caught an updraft and swooped up to land
on a peak next to the dragon.

“I wish she wouldn’t do that,” thought the Mage as he opened his wings and flew across to perch 
near her.



They couldn’t talk or think human thoughts while they had the shape of dragons, of course, but they
could understand dragon. The dragon indicated something very important was happening and that 
they should follow her. They all took off and headed in a direction that the Mage somehow knew 
was roughly north, or would have known if he was thinking the human way.

Gravity was weaker here and didn’t drag the mountains down as much as it did at home, so there 
were high cliffs and deep steep sided valleys, incredibly steep scree slopes, tall spindly spires of 
rock, arches worn by the wind and rocks balanced in positions which would be impossible back 
home.

Water still flowed downhill, of course, but it did so in a much more leisurely way than it did back 
home. It was as if it wore seven league boots. It produced great spumes as it tumbled slowly 
downhill towards the seas and great slow falling fountains when it hit submerged rocks.

The three dragons wheeled and turned through the canyons and gulleys as if they were linked 
together. The Mage could sense the Boffin’s exhilaration as they twisted and turned. She loved this 
place, and the freedom of flight. In the small part of him that was human at the moment he hoped 
that she would not let it go to her head, as the last time that they had ventured into this space she 
had returned home with a shoulder sprain.

They flew through the night. At one point their guide dropped down to an alpine pasture and all 
three dragons tore great bunches of foliage from the spindly bushes and trees. The taste made the 
human part of him think of mint and parsley, with a hint of resin. Small bat like creatures, this 
space’s birds, flew away squeaking as the three big reptiles ripped up their habitat, and wingless 
small reptiles ran like chickens from the destruction. The dragons ignored them.

As the sun rose, its pink halo rose first, then the main yellowish body of the sun followed. The 
ponderous clouds swelled and billowed, rain drifted down rather than fell, dampening the jungles of
the lowlands, falling on the rocks of the highlands and swelling the slow falling streams. The three 
dragons rose over the clouds drawing energy from the sun through their photosynthetic skins. Other 
dragons rose through the clouds to join them and soon a vast triangle of dragons pointed roughly 
north like an arrowhead.

In the middle distance a range of mountains, higher than any that the dragons had passed over drew 
closer. As the morning drew on the clouds cleared and the countryside below proved to be broad 
grassy plains. Herds of animals slowly roamed the pampas, drifting along some unknown migration 
route.

In twos and threes the accompanying dragons dropped down and picked off the odd beast. The 
Mage and the Boffin and their guide dragon swooped low over the herds, automatically working 
together to isolate a single animal. The Mage swooped down and caught it by the neck and shook it 
killing it instantly.

The three dragons ripped into the carcase and scavengers circled hoping for some leavings, some in 
the sky and some on the land. Both sorts showed their reptile heritage. The three dragons ate their 
fill and left the rest of the beast to the scavengers. As they took off, the squabbling started over their
leavings.



They rose into the sky and the arrowhead reformed behind them. The vast number of dragons in the 
escort had made little difference to the immense numbers of the animals below.

Slowly the mountains drew closer and details could be seen. One rocky peak soared over the rest, a 
needle of rock impossible at home. The peak had broad shoulders, subordinate mountains which 
would have been giants elsewhere. The range petered out to the east, but large peaks could be seen 
trending west.

The flying wedge of dragons headed directly for the massive spire. As they drew closer a relatively 
flat area could seen at the base of the needle. Dragons could be seen landing and taking off in huge 
numbers like bees round a busy beehive. Their guide led them through the crush to the centre of 
crowd and they set down on the ledge close to the base of the needle. Dragons were coming and 
going from a hole at the bottom.

Their guide roared and the other dragons scattered. She led them into the hole and their dragon 
night vision cut in. The dragons coming out cowered out of the way as they made their into the 
darkness. The passage opened into a large chamber, carpeted with large tree trunks. Light filtered 
down from somewhere a long way above. As they mounted the pile, the trees became branches and 
branches became twigs.

The Mage helped the Boffin over the edge of the nest. In the centre was a huge dragon, with skin as 
white as snow, almost glowing in the dim light. She weaved her head from side to side but let the 
two humans approach.

“Well, we’re here. Now what?” said the Boffin.

She wasn’t talking to the dragon but she snorted as if in reply and moved sideways on the nest. She 
had six green eggs hidden beneath her body.

The Boffin moved closer and the white dragon loomed over her. She rumbled but let the Boffin 
approach the eggs. They were big; the smallest was higher than the Boffin’s waist. They were all 
vibrating and rolling from side to side.

“Oh, I think she wants us to be midwives, dear,” said the Boffin.

The Mage cautiously approached. He laid a hand on one of the eggs. Suddenly a blow from inside 
the egg pierced it close to his hand and cracks flowed through the shell.

The Mage jumped but stayed by the egg, holding it still. The dragonlet inside hit the shell again and
a whole chunk fell away. The Mage carefully pulled on the cracks in the shell and almost half of it 
came free. He tossed it away behind him and the mother dragon flicked it out of the nest.

“Don’t touch the skin of the chicks,” he advised. “They are still as soft as silk.”

The mother dragon started making a high keening noise. The Boffin was helping another chick from
its shell, and as each chick was freed it made its way to the mother dragon. Each chick shed the 
spike on its snout soon after breaking free.

Finally there was only one egg left. This was rolling around, but not fracturing. Their guide dragon 
nudged them towards it.

“This one can’t get out. It will die if it can’t,” said the Mage.



The Boffin picked up a stick from the nest and whacked the egg which cracked all over.

“Always the physical answer,” sighed the Mage, though he conceded that he couldn’t think of 
anything better.

“Perfectly safe if done scientifically,” said the Boffin.

He joined the Boffin in pulling the egg apart. They exposed the chick in the egg. Except, it wasn’t a 
chick, it was a human baby.

“Oh my,” said the Boffin. “That’s why we were called.”

The dragon rumbled and the Boffin picked up the baby. Then the dragon mother gently nudged the 
Boffin away.

“We have to take the baby away, apparently,” the Boffin said.

The Mage nodded. “Yes, so it seems.”

He laid his hand on the baby’s head. “Hmm. He has a high destiny. Maybe a king.”

“Queen, you mean,” said the Boffin.

“Oh, yes. Silly me,” said the Mage.

They climbed down from the nest and the dragon mother trumpeted. They were still enough dragon 
to understand that she was thanking them, and wishing them well. They turned and did the head 
dipping gesture of thanks as well as they could in human form, then turned and walked back 
through the tunnel. Dragons scattered in all directions as they came out onto the ledge.

“How are we going to get back?” wondered the Boffin. “We can’t carry her when we are in dragon 
form, and it is impossible to walk from here. We need to get back to somewhere near where we 
arrived, otherwise we will be a long, long way from home when we step back.”

“I have an idea,” said the Mage. “I can shrink her to the size of a pea and then you can carry her in 
your crop. When we get near to the place where we arrived, you can regurgitate her and I’ll expand 
her and we can step back. Would that work?”

“Yes, that’s a good plan. But what if she moves from my crop into my digestive system?”

“Oh, well, she wouldn’t be digested, as she would be compressed, so you’d just poop her out.”

“OK, undignified but safe. Let’s do it.”

So the Mage shrank the baby to the size of a pea and the Boffin swallowed her and stowed her in 
her crop. She flapped her wings. The Mage flapped his and they tapped their snouts together then 
stepped over the edge of the ledge. The updraft caught them and tossed them high into the air. Their 
guide reappeared and led them southwards. Their escort of dragons formed up behind them.

Their guide seem playful and led them through narrow canyons and under overhangs, and through 
needle eyes in the rocks, causing their escort to split and single file and re-merge. The Boffin loved 
it and shrieked her joy. Even in the open the escort swirled and twisted in a loose cone centred on 
the guide dragon. It was an aerial symphony of joy. A murmuration of dragons.



At one point they encountered some herds of migrating beasts again, and again they stopped off and
killed and ate a beast to build up their energy levels. Again the scavengers started to arrive before 
they had finished feasting.

As they got nearer to the point where they had stepped into this place, the escort dropped out one by
one, so that eventually there was just the three of them.

They swooped down to tear up some of the tasty vegetation from another alpine meadow. The 
plants were reminiscent of heather, with dark berries and dark leaves, but the plants were tall and 
spindly, like many plants in this place of lower gravity.

Finally they arrived at a point where the guide dragon spun upwards and settled on a peak, just as 
the sun was setting to the west. Everything turned dimly pink as it was lit only by the halo. The 
brighter stars could be seen as the halo glow died down. The Boffin and the Mage settled beside 
their guide and the Boffin walked up to her and laid a hand on her snout.

“Thank you, my dear,” she said “for your invaluable help. I salute you.”

This was as close as she could come to expressing her feelings to the dragon while in human form. 
She hoped that it translated well to into dragon. The guide dragon snorted, which raised the dust 
around them. Then she raised her head and bugled.

“She says ‘Thank you, on behalf of dragon kind’,” said the Boffin. “Or something similar. It loses 
something in the translation.”

The Mage nodded. “The baby?”

“Oh yes. I wasn’t looking forward to this bit,” she said.

She vomited on the ground. The Mage gestured and a pearl rose into the air and he took it into the 
palm of his hand. He passed the other hand over it and was suddenly holding the baby.

“Let’s step across quickly,” he said. “Her normal bodily functions will resume shortly.”

They stepped across. Normal bodily functions were indeed resumed, which fortunately just left the 
Mage a little damp. He passed her over to the Boffin.

The baby started crying.

“What’s wrong with her?” said the Mage worriedly.

“We’ve had all those kids and you still can’t speak baby,” the Boffin laughed. “She’s hungry. And a 
little tired, poor thing. Can you help please?”

“What? Oh, yes.”

He gently touched the Boffin’s breast and the Boffin somehow rearranged her clothing and the baby
attached herself to the Boffin’s breast. They walked slowly home, the baby feeding happily. The 
Mage gestured with his hand and the shimmer that surrounded the house disappeared and the Mage 
held the door open for the Boffin. Still holding the baby she relaxed into her seat with a sigh.



“Nappy,” she said and the Mage hurried to look for some. Of course there weren’t any. He checked 
that the Boffin wasn’t watching and reached through a fold in time to steal a couple of nappies from
when they did have babies around.

“We’ll put her in one of the boys’ cots. I think we’ve still got one around.” She knew exactly where 
the nappies had come from, of course.

“We’re not going to keep her, are we?” asked the Mage nervously.

The Boffin considered pretending that she wanted to, then took pity on him.

“I was thinking of Queen Charlotte.”

“Oh, yes, good idea,” said the Mage.

Queen Charlotte was unable to have babies, and the Boffin was annoyed that she was unable to help
the poor woman using her medicines or even her surgery. The Mage wasn’t able to either, using his 
own special skills. This was the ideal solution.

King Edmund and Queen Charlotte were delighted to take the baby. So delighted that the Boffin 
warned them against spoiling her.

“We wont. I may not be able to have children, but my sister Irene has four, and they’ve grown up 
here at the Palace and are nice kids. I’m sure she’ll help me out and let me know if she thinks that 
I’m doing something wrong. Coochie, coochie, coochie-coo!”

The Boffin assumed that the last bit was not directed at her.

“Charlie and Ed are both sensible people. They’ll do OK,” said Irene, “but I’m going to love being 
an Auntie!”

“One last thing,” said the Mage. “She’s dragon born, and her dragon nature will be suppressed for a 
long time, probably for sixty years or more, but will eventually come out. We don’t know what this 
means yet, so we will check on her often after she turns sixty.”

On the way home, with the horse clip-clopping along at a good rate, the Boffin snuggled up to the 
Mage.

“How long since we last had a baby, dear?”

“Well, Jimmy is fifty next year, and he’s the last.” He put his arm around her.

“Too soon to have another one, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” said the Mage, “but I couldn’t stop you if you really wanted one.”

The Boffin smiled at the way that the Mage’s answer could be understood two ways.

“Don’t worry dear. I don’t want another baby,” she said. “Yet.”
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