
The Boy Who Followed the Dragons

Now and then someone spotted a dragon. It was usually flying high in the sky, but no one knew 
where it was going to or why. Occasionally a dragon could be seen perched on a peak, resting or 
attending to its wings, or feeding on a cow that it had taken.

Sometimes a sighting of a dragon would be considered good luck, and sometimes it would be 
considered bad luck. Not that it made any difference in the end.

Patrick, or Paddy to those few friends he had, was obsessed with dragons. He read all the dragon 
fan magazines and watched all the films that contained dragons. He corresponded with other dragon
fanciers but was often disappointed by their lack of knowledge.

“Dragons do not have four legs!” he wrote to one fan magazine. “If they had four legs and two 
wings, that would give them six limbs, since wings are modified limbs. They are not insects! They 
have two wings and two legs. Four limbs.”

Nevertheless, people kept drawing dragons with four legs and two wings and it infuriated him. But 
no one had ever photographed a dragon, at least in enough detail to show the number of legs. Eye 
witnesses without cameras described, in Paddy’s opinion, beasts which couldn’t possibly exist. 
Three eyes or more. Crests like antlers. Glowing eyes, and breath of fire.

He considered the reports and divided them into categories. He set aside those which to him seemed
fantastic, but he didn’t reject them totally.

Then there were those that were made by farmers and shepherds, who described how sheep and 
cows were taken by dragons. In general, they described the dragons as descending on bat like 
wings, and snatching and carrying off cattle in their jaws.

There were the reports of dragons perching on peaks, and these almost all described the dragon in 
an upright posture, like a bird. There were reports from pilots who had seen them from the air, and 
they described them as bird-like or bat-like.

Then there were the Kings. The Kings (and some Queens) retreated to The Castle, and reportedly 
changed into dragons, which then flew off. Paddy was troubled by this. If Kings had been changing 
into dragons for as long as recorded history, then dragons should be as common as sparrows, he 
thought. But they were rare.

It didn’t fit, but he had to accept it as fact. There were even blurry photographs. The only alternative
was that the Crown had been faking the transformations for centuries, and that was not possible or 
credible. However, the descriptions did fit with Paddy’s opinion that dragons had four limbs, 
comprised of two legs and two wings.

Paddy’s room was covered in posters of dragons, news articles about dragons and various drawings 
of dragons. He had books about dragons, magazines about dragons. He wrote articles for the dragon
magazines, theorising all sorts of things about them.

For his articles, he wondered about their diet, how they reproduced, and what they were doing when
they were seen flying through the skies. He knew that they ate meat, since the occasional cow was 
reportedly stolen by a dragon, but he was unsure if they also ate vegetable matter. He assumed as 



did most people who were interested in dragons, that they laid eggs, as many reptiles do. Paddy 
didn’t consider them to be reptiles, but to be a related class of creature. In this belief he was in a 
minority, and this often caused heated discussions in the dragon fan magazines. He was also wrong. 
Dragons are a class of reptile.

Two things puzzled him about dragons. The first was the relationship with humans if any. There was
the King thing, of course, but folk-tales were full of heroes slaying dragons. In most cases the 
question was, why? Often the dragon was supposed to be devastating the area by killing cattle, it is 
true, but in the modern era such dragons as took a cow or a sheep always moved on. Sometimes the 
storybook dragons amassed great amounts of jewellery and precious items. Paddy thought it 
unlikely, as what use were jewels to a dragon? So the question remained : why were humans so 
obsessed by dragons? Why were folk-tales full of them?

The second was how they managed to fly. A dragon would be a heavy beast, about the same weight 
as a man. Dragon wings would have to be huge to support their weight and the bones that formed 
the structure of the wings would have to be thick and solid, but that would make it impossible for 
the dragon to fold them, and the muscles necessary to drive the wings would be immense.

So Paddy became something of an expert on dragons, even though he had never seen one. He 
searched all the scientific literature and the magical tomes for information about dragons, made 
deductions, compared this document with that grimoire, and in the end, found that people asked him
about dragons rather than the other way round.

It was a great surprise and a shock to his father and mother when Paddy disappeared. He’d 
announced to them that he was “going to check out something out about dragons,” and that he 
would be back in a couple of weeks. Since he was twenty-three, and had done this once or twice 
before, his parents weren’t concerned, but when he had been away for a month, they started to get 
worried.

They employed a private investigator to try to find him. The PI found that he had travelled south to 
a provincial town, and then told locals that he was going on a hike to the south-west and no one had 
seen him since. The PI eventually found his camp, but he hadn’t been there for a long time, so the 
PI returned Paddy’s camping gear to his parents.

They employed a magical investigator next, but when he was given some of Paddy’s clothes to 
touch he was confused and surprised.

“Are you sure that these are his clothes? Are they perhaps new and unworn? Second hand?” he 
asked.

“No, those are Paddy’s clothes. He’s definitely worn them, ” answered his father.

“That’s strange. I can’t detect him anywhere. Where did you say he was seen last?”

Paddy’s father told him. The MI went to the area to check it out.

“I can see traces of whoever wore these clothes down there,” he reported, “but then nothing.”

“Is he dead?”



“No, I would have found traces of him, his aura would still be around for years. No one can just 
vanish. Except it seems, your son.”

Paddy’s parents hoped against hope that Paddy would suddenly return, but as time went on that 
hope faded. Then all of a sudden one day, after about a year, Paddy came back.

The phone rang one day, and Paddy’s mother answered it.

“This is the police. We have found your son. He’s in a bit of a state. Disoriented. But he’s safe.”

“Oh thank, thank you. Where is he? Can we see him?”

The constable on the phone told them that he was at a place many kilometres from home and far 
from the place where he had disappeared.

“We’ll send him home, but he will have to go to the hospital there. He’s got a bad cut on his cheek, 
and a couple on his body. Oldish wounds, but not disfiguring. He says that he was fighting for the 
Queen, and goes on about flying and dragons and stuff. I think he’s in shock.”

Eventually Paddy returned home to them. He’d have a scar on his face for life, but it wasn’t too 
noticeable. He decided to grow a beard and cover it. He went up to his room and looked at all his 
dragon posters, his notebooks, and magazines. He sighed and started to clear them out.

“I don’t need them any more. It’s mostly rubbish any way,” he explained, and cut all ties with the 
dragon enthusiast communities.

So what caused this change of heart? This is what happened to Paddy when he followed the 
dragons.

***

Paddy was poring over some appearance statistics, plotting them on a map using his computer. He 
wondered what they would look like in three dimensions on a globe. He was stunned to find that 
they fell in groups on circles around the globe, and that all the circles met at two points on either 
side of the globe. One point fell in the middle of the ocean, but the other fell on land, way down in 
the Southern Provinces. He called them the Dragon Poles.

He looked in the literature and found that he wasn’t the first person to spot the pattern, but the dry 
scientific paper he read didn’t make much of it.

He had to go and have a look. He HAD to. He sold one of his pieces of dragon memorabilia and 
bought a plane flight to the nearest centre. He told his parents, kissed them, then set off. Fortunately
he was able to take time off from his job. Little did he know that he wouldn’t be back for some 
time.

On the flight down he naturally scanned the skies for dragons and naturally, he didn’t see any. He 
hired a car and drove as near as he could to the Dragon Pole.

“What are your plans, sir?” asked the landlady at the bed and breakfast place that he stayed at.

“Oh, I’m going to do some hiking south-west of here,” he said.

“You’ll love it,” said the landlady. “It’s beautiful out there.”



“Can I leave my car and bags here?” Paddy asked. “I’m just taking my camping gear.”

“Sure dear,” said the landlady. This would be one of the last traces of Paddy that the PI would find.

Paddy set off into the wilderness. He had some maps of the area and was used to camping. It took 
him three days to reach the area that contained his Dragon Pole, and he set up camp there to 
consider his next steps. He had brought along a detector which should indicate if dragons were near 
and a charm which should do the same thing.

He switched on the detector and immediately it indicated dragons in the neighbourhood. 
Unfortunately it didn’t indicate the direction, and a quick look around showed no visible dragons. 
He activated the charm. This time the charm indicated that yes, there were dragons nearby, and at 
the same time, that they were far away. Hmm, confusing.

He cooked himself a meal and pondered. Dragons around and both near and far. What on earth did 
that mean? He puzzled over it as he ate the meal, and hadn’t come to any conclusions by the time he
was preparing for bed. He damped his fire down and darkness closed in.

Something crossed in front of the moon. But it was too quick. Was it a dragon, or merely an owl or 
night flying bird? Somewhat grumpily he settled down for the night.

The next morning, after his breakfast he moodily looked his two instruments. The scientific one still
showed dragons all around. He tried shielding the antenna with some foil to get a direction but it 
didn’t work.

The magical instrument wasn’t much better. It indicated dragons close and dragons distant. He 
suddenly realised that it was showing a direction! But it wasn’t the usual north, south, east, or west 
direction. It was something else.

Without thinking, he took a step in that direction. Suddenly he was on the top of a crag which jutted
out into an incredible valley, deep and forbidding, still shadowed by the surrounding peaks which 
would keep sun light out until the sun was high in the sky.

And the rising sun! It had a halo around it and the halo was pink. Paddy looked at it for a moment 
and spun around. He tried to step back, but stayed on the crag where he had arrived.

A little shocked, he looked around. He realised that he was stuck here, in this other space. Franticly
he stepped backwards and forwards, but he didn’t go anywhere.

“Oh no!” he said to himself.

He sat down on the crag and thought about his plight. He remembered that he’d been trying to find 
dragons when he had stepped into this space. He looked around and there they were! Not far away, 
and rising and falling, hovering on an updraft, and he could hear them calling to one another. They 
swirled in a spiral, then settled onto the rocks.

He bugled a call to them (bugled?) and saw them turn towards him. He dropped into the valley, and 
caught an updraft with his wings (wings?), and soared over to join them. He back-pedalled with his 
wings and dropped down onto a spare rock between them, his claws scraping on the rock (claws?). 
The other dragons made space for him but one or two rumbled at him. One small female dragon 
kept snapping at his feet until he hissed at her.



It’s fair to say that the dragon that Paddy had become wasn’t too worried about having left the 
human space. In fact the essential part that was Paddy shrank and was compressed into a small pearl
that sat in a space just above the dragon brain. The pearl didn’t sever all ties to the dragon brain that
was originally a small part of Paddy’s brain, and was now the major part, but it was only tenuously 
attached.

Paddy, as I will call the dragon that was once Paddy the human, was not immediately accepted by 
the rest of the dragons. A few of the older ones grumbled and muttered at him, and the less mature 
kept challenging him. But then, they challenged each other all the time too. The females, all small 
and immature, were openly hostile to him at first, hissing and pecking at him. Dragons don’t usually
form groups, but Paddy had stumbled into their space at a special time.

Gradually he fitted in. Dragons only formed loose groups at these special times, which often split 
and reformed, so the group was used to welcoming newcomers. As they swept down the long deep 
valleys, to the open plains beyond to hunt, they bonded by doing acrobatic flight tricks, swooping 
mere millimetres from rock faces and diving through narrow gaps and holes in the rock. Shrieking, 
the whole group would play follow my leader through the chasms and ledges that abounded in this 
space.

For the gravity was weaker here, and water ran slower down hill, tumbling in seeming slow motion 
from rocky cliffs to deep pools, fountaining up when the slow moving streams met boulders in the 
river beds. And gravity did not pull so hard on the mountains, which meant that the mountains were 
higher and steeper than in the human space.

Out on the plains the dragons hunted the roving food beasts who ran endlessly from horizon to 
horizon for their whole lives. When the dragons appeared so did a flock of smaller dragons with 
massive muscular jaws, and ground running reptiles with similar jaws. The scavengers.

The part of Paddy that was still human would have realised that he was accepted into the group 
when a small female and another male similar in size to Paddy joined with him in a hunt. The small 
female harassed and slowed the target beast and the male turned it towards Paddy. Paddy dropped 
onto it and broke its neck with a single bite.

The other two dragons joined him in devouring the dead food beast. They pulled the limbs from it, 
stripping the sweet meat from the bones and leaving the bones themselves to the scavengers, who 
hung around and darted in now and then to grab a morsel or two. The dragons ripped open the body 
and feasted on the nutrient rich entrails, the lungs, the liver, the heart and other tasty bits. As they 
filled their stomachs they ate slower and slower and the scavengers became bolder and the dragons 
only occasionally bothered to swat them away.

Finally, they finished eating and almost together they spread their wings to catch the breeze and 
with a couple of flaps rose into the air. They circled upwards barely clearing the air borne rush of 
the winged scavengers diving in to finish off the beast. Squabbles broke out between scavengers as 
they fought over the remains.

On the way back to the roost the dragons stopped off to eat the foliage of some bushes, probably for
some nutrient that they could not get from the food beasts. Back at the roost, they picked a 
convenient rock to perch on and while they didn’t sleep as such, they shut down many of their 



bodily processes, and went comatose. Small parasitic reptiles trying to suck their blood caused them
to grumble and stir and shake during the night. Paddy caught one and chewed it ruminatively.

One morning instead of flying out to the plains the group flew down to one of the pools beneath one
of this space’s slow falling waterfalls. They dipped and splashed and played in the water for a 
while, then flew up and headed along the mountain range. Paddy the dragon was aware that dragons
usually lived solitary lives, though they could often see their neighbours. Paddy the human, what 
there was left of him, wondered why they were congregating and where they were going.

They became aware of other groups also headed in the same direction, all breaking off their trips to 
chase down the food beasts once or twice a day, making the food beasts skittish and wary. 
Sometimes they had to travel quite a distance into the plains to find undisturbed food beasts.

A mountain came into view and Paddy the dragon knew that it was their destination. It had a tall 
spire of rock at the summit, much higher than would be possible on earth and the foot of the spire 
seemed to be surrounded by mist. As Paddy’s group got closer, the mist resolved into a cloud of 
dragons, all milling around the ledge at the base of the spire.

The group drew closer and the dragons could be seen to be congregating in dozens of places. At the 
centres of the clouds were mature female dragons. They were not happy, snapping at their 
surrounding clouds of eager males. Immature females were being shoved aside in the melees and 
took up perches on ledges part way up the spire.

Mature female dragons, larger than the males, started to take off surrounded by many males. Some 
males dropped away and others rushed to catch up. One or two of Paddy’s group of males left to 
join the fray, while the immature females in their group were pushed aside and took up station up on
the spire with the other young females.

Paddy lost track of his group as it splintered, his former companions chasing different females. He 
scouted around some of the females and got pushed aside by other males. Another female took off 
taking another crowd of males. All was confusion, with males flying up and down, changing their 
minds from minute to minute.

Paddy was dragged up a few times, but circled back down again. The sky was full of female 
dragons each with their horde of males, and it would seem from a distance as if puffs of smoke were
being emitted by the base of the spire.

Chaos still reigned but the press was reducing, with fewer females furiously fighting off the males, 
before taking flight. New females were coming out of the tunnel at the bottom of the spire, larger 
than the other females and several shades lighter. Paddy’s dragon mind said “Queens”, though 
dragon Queens were not solitary rulers, like ant or bee queens. They were just long-lived mature 
females with vast experience.

Each Queen carried off her cloud of suitors, and the remaining males milled around waiting. 
Finally, the largest female yet came out of the tunnel. She was almost pure white and her weight 
was at least half as much again as Paddy’s. Paddy’s dragon mind said “The Queen”.



The Queen flapped her enormous wings and took off with around three hundred males following 
her, including Paddy. There were still around a thousand or so males left behind, either because they
were sick, or they had missed their chance to take part in the contest this time.

Paddy flew up with The Queen and her escort, avoiding the males who were injured in the melee 
and were descending to the ledge or who didn’t have the energy to continue and who fell away. He 
used any thermal lift that he could find and screamed with joy as he picked one that few others did 
and rose up near to front of the chasing pack.

There was a group of about a dozen males who were cooperating in keeping the rest at arms length. 
Paddy bullied his way into the group, sustaining a few scratches in the process and displacing 
another exhausted male.

Paddy and his fellows steadily rebuffed the other males and eventually they all dropped away. Still 
they rose, until The Queen’s rise slowed to a stop. One of the largest males darted in and grabbed 
The Queen, and they tumbled through the air, mating as they fell. The other males followed their 
fall.

The successful male let The Queen go, and she rose through the air again and the successful male 
spiralled down back to the spire from which they had started. Then The Queen’s rise slowed again 
and Paddy tried to move in. He was beaten to it by another male. One of the other males dropped 
away exhausted at the same time, and the remaining males again followed The Queen and her latest 
suitor down as they tumbled and then flew up again.

Again Paddy tried to move in but was pushed aside by another male. He was slashed across the face
for his trouble. The Queen and the new male tumbled away, and the group followed. The new male 
then dropped away and so did two of the remaining suitors.

By this time, Paddy was nearly exhausted. They all rose again and this time Paddy timed it right, 
and clasped The Queen, and they tumbled as they mated, while Paddy trumpeted his triumph. Then 
he let go of The Queen and tumbled exhaustedly for several hundred metres before he could halt his
fall. He circled tiredly down to the spire and found a perch fairly close to the tunnel beneath the 
spire, nearly missing the landing from exhaustion.

Not long after Paddy landed, The Queen landed, snapping at the few remaining suitors who still 
followed her. She retired up her tunnel and all went quiet. Many of the males and most of the 
females had left. A few of the other Queens still clung to ledges on the sides of the spire, tired after 
their flights.

Paddy looked at the sun and saw that it was starting to descend. He flew off back along the 
mountain range and drank at a waterfall. He stopped at a mountain meadow and tore up vegetation 
displacing the small animals living in it. He then headed out onto the plains. He spotted some 
commotion down on the ground and dropped down to see what was going on. Yes! The remains of a
food beast were being squabbled over by scavengers. He chased them off and ate as much as he 
could tear off, but there wasn’t much left on the carcass. He cracked a few bones for the marrow, 
then tiredly flew back to the mountains to roost.

In the morning he had some luck when he was able to join up with a small group heading the same 
way as him. He and two other tired dragons managed to bring down a food beast. It wasn’t a clean 



kill and something in him disliked that intensely, but the meat was sweet and the blood was warm, 
and he began to feel better.

He stuck with the group for a while, and then the group started to break up. He headed into the 
mountains and found a peak that looked good. He trumpeted to see who was around, and got replies
from a few places around him. It would do. Not too close to others, not too isolated.

He rested for the next night, the next day, and the next night. When day next came he was about to 
call and head down to the plains when two humans appeared on his peak. He snorted in surprise and
annoyance.

“He’s nearly forgotten that he is a human,” said the female. “His last human traces would have 
disappeared in a few months. We were just in time.”

“I’ll sort it,” said the male, and made a gesture.

Paddy was a human again.

“What? Ah!” he said staggering.

“We’ve been looking for you. We had to come back in time, and it’s very exhausting,” said the 
female, grumpily.

“Don’t be hard on him, my dear,” said the male. “It’s not his fault.”

“Ah,” said Paddy, trying to remember how to talk. “I came here and I couldn’t get back. I followed 
the dragons. Who are you?”

“I’m the Boffin, and he’s the Mage.”

The names didn’t mean anything to him.

“I mated with The Queen,” he said.

“Yes, dear, we know. That’s why we are here. The Queen will lay an egg and that egg will contain 
your offspring. The trouble is, that offspring will be human, a little girl. In the future, we rescued 
her and took her back to human space. The dragons asked us to. But we had to come back for you, 
just in case it happened again.”

“Why did... Why didn’t you just go back to when I stepped over and bring me back then? Why did 
you let me stay here for so long?”

“Your little girl. She would have been wiped from existence if we had done that. We couldn’t do it. 
We’ll take you back with us, but it will be hard for you. You will be confused for a while, as you’ve 
been a dragon for so long. In human space it’s been a year, but here, it’s been a couple of weeks. 
Don’t talk about it too much or people will think you are crazy. You will keep your wounds, and 
will have scars, but they are not disfiguring. OK?”

“What are the Dragon Poles? I never did find out.”

“Oh, they are the points in the two spaces that are always in sync on the dragon planet and the 
human planet. Think of the surfaces of the two planets as two concentric glass spheres and an axis 



running through the two spheres at the dragon poles. All points except the two poles can move in 
circles around one of the two poles, but it’s like the poles are locked together.”

Paddy thought about that, then shrugged. “I sort of see that, but why do the dragons move on great 
circles passing through those poles when they are in human space?”

The Mage looked at the Boffin.

“We don’t know. We think that it is a ‘shortcut’ of some sort. The dragons only go to human space 
when they are travelling. That’s a very good question.”

She continued, “You know, you didn’t need to travel to the Dragon Pole to step across. You could 
have done it anywhere. The key was to do it without thinking. That’s why you found that you 
couldn’t step back.”

“But you are here to take me back.”

Paddy looked around. In a human sort of way, he’d enjoyed his time here. In the dragon way, which
was fading from his mind, he’d been a good dragon. Dragons felt joy over a clean kill, a swooping 
twisting flight through the canyons and valleys, and a successful mating. Oh and a good splash and 
shower under a slow falling waterfall.

“Let’s go before I beg you to let me stay,” he said.

The Mage and the Boffin held his hands.

“Step forward.”

He did so, and found himself on a high moor, not far from a small town. He staggered under the 
unaccustomed gravity. He felt an urge to spread his wings. But he didn’t have any.

“We’ve made it so that you will not jump off of things for a while, in case you try to fly. Try not to 
talk too much about being a dragon. We can’t stop you doing that. You will be confused for a while, 
and we’ve tried to help you with that. We’ll let you go and make yourself known to the constable in 
the village, now. If it is any consolation, things will turn out just fine.”

“Do I get to see my daughter?”

The Boffin looked at the Mage.

“Yes, we will be in touch. We’ve given her to a Queen to adopt.”

“Good,” said Paddy. “She is the daughter of a Queen, after all, and I don’t think that I’d be a good 
parent at the moment. Dragons don’t look after their offspring for long. The males are often not 
involved at all.”

Ten years later, the Mage and the Boffin appeared in Paddy’s apartment. He’d had received a note 
that they were going to “drop in”.

“Wow, when you say ‘drop in’ you really mean it,” he joked.

“How are you, Paddy?” asked the Boffin, though they actually knew, because they had followed his 
career.



“Fine, though I suspect you know,” said Paddy. “I should be elected mayor next year, and my wife 
is expecting our second baby in the spring. No wings expected,” he joked.

“Can you come with us, for a few hours?” asked the Mage. “We’d like to introduce you to your 
daughter from the time when you were a dragon.”

“Sure. My wife is at her mother’s for the weekend, with our daughter, so that I would be free to go 
with you.”

The Mage, the Boffin and Paddy held hands, and then they were outside a castle.

“Are the King and Queen expecting us?” asked Paddy. “Have you told them about, you know, how 
their daughter came about. They know that I am happy about them adopting her?”

“Yes, don’t worry, it’s all arranged.”

They walked through the gates of the castle without being challenged, and a page showed them into 
a pleasant sitting room. King Edmund and Queen Charlotte were waiting. Also in the room was a 
small girl.

“May I present Princess Patricia, sometimes called Princess Paddy,” said the Mage.

“Hullo, ma’am,” said Paddy to Princess Paddy.

“Hullo, Paddy,” said the Princess. “Are you really my daddy?”

Paddy looked at King Edmund and Queen Charlotte, and they nodded.

“Yes, ma’am, I am.”

They shook hands, and as they touched something passed between them. Paddy and the Princess 
saw the landscape of the dragon space. In the foreground a dragon stretched and flapped his wings.

“Oh,” said the Princess, “that’s pretty. I’d like to go there.”

The others in the room looked bemused.

“We got a glimpse of dragon space,” explained Paddy.

Paddy stayed for most of the afternoon, talking to the Princess, about being a Princess, dragons, and
all sorts of other things. Finally, it was time to go.

“You know I have to go, Pat,” said Paddy. You couldn’t have two Paddys, and they had settled on 
that.

“Yes, Paddy. But can you come back and visit, please?” the Princess asked.

“Of course. I’d love too. Goodbye for now, my dear.”

He hugged the little Princess and left with the Mage and the Boffin.

“OK?” asked the Boffin.

“Yes, very OK, thanks. She’s lovely, isn’t she?”

When the Princess was older, with the permission of her adopted parents, and the approval of the 
Mage and the Boffin, Paddy took the Princess to the dragon space, “on holiday” as they called it, 



and they, as dragons, flew the valleys and canyons, hunted, killed and ate the food beasts, ripped up 
huge mouthfuls of tasty bushes, and splashed in the waterfalls and the pools beneath them. Dragons 
are solitary creatures, but they were much closer than normal dragons.

The Princess eventually married a local boy and invited Paddy to the wedding. The King gave the 
Princess away, but only because Paddy deferred to him. The King had wanted him to do the task. At
the reception afterwards the Princess drew Paddy aside for a minute.

“Paddy, my dear father, our trips are over.”

“I know, my dear Pat. I know. It’s been fun.”

“Oh yes! But I will get back there eventually, so the Boffin and the Mage tell me.”

Paddy knew what that meant and didn’t reply. He remained a friend of the Princess, and was close 
to her throughout her life. He was “sponsor father” of her children. We would say “god father”. He 
was at her eldest daughter’s wedding, although he was frail by then. When he died, the Princess was
a mourner at his funeral.

She was over sixty when she started to eat voraciously and rapidly gained weight and slept a lot. 
She knew what it meant. She called the Mage and the Boffin, and they supported her and her family
as much as they could. They transported her to a high tower and stood guard as she transitioned to a
dragon. They watched as the new dragon flew into the heights and bugled. She got a response and 
followed it, stepping through to dragon space as a new immature female with a whole new life in 
front of her.

“That’s a happy ending,” said the Boffin.

The Mage nodded. “Yes, a satisfactory resolution, my dear. I checked her children and as far as I 
could tell, they are unlikely to pass over when they get older. This was a one off. Shall we go 
home?”

The Boffin kissed him. “Yes, dear, but we must visit dragon space again soon. It’s so beautiful.”

***
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