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p, guarded them as they
. grazed, and brought them back o hirn at the end
of. the day: ‘The boy usually found a shady spot
“ihete he could sit and play his tambouritza, He
loved the old songs that his grandpﬁxrei;tjg"sirbﬁld
sing and play each night. While the sheep fed, he

would sit and play each song over and over again _
play o i Every day the boy returned to the cave. And
" evety day he heard more stories: Stories of knights

' batile, scories of adventure; stories of romance,

until he knew it by heart.

One day, he and his dog took the she_cf) deep
er into the hills than ever before. There they. "

found a hidden valley with long, lus'h__:gr‘a's_é.

When the sheep saw the grass they ran into the

vall‘ey"i#ri;h ‘the dog at their heels. The boy

explgféc_ffché gray hills around him and soon
found a rocky cliff. Against the face of the cliff
there was g-ééﬁe_ js'o.;clark__ﬁthat he could only see a

At the mouth of the cave there

behind him:
-7 *Don't stop playing’” The boy locke
reached for his tambouritza, and wa
run when the voice said, “Please.”

played.

) r_eiched a huge body that was coveted with scales
d, and stretched deep into the darkness.

;n-'sfnoke and framed by'cugvi_hg-horns, the head

at .j_'io#htain range.
into the b gh__‘yﬁlleys to graze.
4 almost all the work.

© After the boy had finished, the voice in the
cave told him a story. Then the boy played again,
and the voice told him another story. And so it
went, all day, story for song, song for story. At the
end of the day the boy was filled with wonder.
The voice in the cave asked, “Will you come
again?” And the boy said,"Yes, tomorrow.’

stories of great humor and great sadness, stories of

kind. )

Soon the rays of the evening sun began to
reach deeper and deeper into the dark cave. As .
the boy watched, he saw the light glint off razor-
like talons and climb up powerful legs. Then it

8 iEinégll}r, the light followed a long, serpent'like
neck thar arched to hold a great head. Wreathed

it
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deagon flew open.

" “Arerit you afeaid of me?* he roared.

- The boy laughed."No?

'Icould tip you apart with my claws.’
" 'The boy smiled. "~

. “Icould :e&i_iéé"yop to a pile of ashes with a

gl breth”
* 'The boy looked deep into the dragon's eyes.

“1 cant be afraid of you,” he said. T know your

storyl”

“The ‘dragon stared deep into the boy's eyes
and nodded.“Will you come tomorrow? .

“Yes.”

Every day, for many days, the boy came back
to listen to the dragon’s tales and share the songs
of his village. One day, as the sun began to set, the
boy picked up his tambourirza and turned to face
the dragon. “Why do you stay hete alone? You
could live in the village. My people would love
your stories.” _

The dragon laughed. “Your people and my
people have been at war for a thousand years. If I
came to your village, the men would all reach for
their swords and spears and there would be a
great battle, Many would die, maybe even I

As the dragon spoke, the boy realized that the

~dragon’s words were true, Fle made himself 2

' p:x_‘_t__)‘ﬂﬁ_séto find a way to help his friend. .

. /That night he listened to his. grandparents -
~ sing"and- play. When the music .stopped, -his

grandméfher said, “Isn't it sad that no one comes.
to visit our village anymote? They all go to the -
village by the river. And we have such good' .
singers, don't you think?” S

“What gfg';yoﬁ"ddiﬁg here at this time of nigh

S Héatfi.ng his grandmother's words, the boy
hadan idea- Mt’hol‘t waxtlng for even a miny

he rg'.n;-td- the mayor's house and pounded o
door. The nayor-answered the door with'a gr

Tsic e ‘that P_cg‘_)ple. have stopped visicin;
our vill =

s'foréotten us. Why do{y'o

. “Lknow Sngﬁﬁe who could bring the people
back. A sc’o_r}ftellér; A truly great storyteller”
The mayor smiled. A storyteller. Yes, every- '
one likes a good story! I'll go and meet this teller
tomorrow and invite him to our village” _
Quickly the boy answered, “No. Thac will
never do. You se¢, he is very shy. He lives ina cave. *.
You will scare him." ; ;
“A shy storyteller? I've never heard of such a -,
thing, How am I going to meet him?” S
“Well, maybe if you wetre blindfolded 'yoﬁ '
wouldn't scare him.” S
. “Blindfolded?!” o LA
“Yes. I'll take you and the village elders to
meet him. My dog and I will lead you there”
The next _mbr;iihg the boy and his dog led tﬁé_
mayor and tl_'i_e_ le[agéz_‘gldf:}:‘s _'to-'thé' dragon’s cave.
Before they reached. the top of the last hill, the -
mayor and all the elders pu ed their blindfolds up
and tied them fast. Hdiding’handé, they followed
the boy. When they reached the mouth of ¢he -
cave, they sat in a circle on the ground. The drags "
on slowly steppéd out into the light and beganco

vell his stories. He told them stories of adventure::

chat stirred their blood, stories of romance t
warmed theit hearts, funny stories that had th
rolling on the grass, The dragon told them sad *
stories that made them cry through thejr_' blind- -
folds. Finally, he told them his own story of lone-

liness. As he spoke, one great tear rolled down his

+* face and landed on the mayor’s hand.
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d he touched the woman next
her blindfold and reached

cle it went, until each person

at the mayor. The mayor looked back. He
saw an Jncient face, creased with untold yeats of
 wisdom,“We have come to ask you an imfjof.tant

questidn," he said.“Will you come tcif jo'ur-y-’vj'i]lag'e
~and be our storyteller?” e
. In an instant, the dragon replied. “Yes. Yes; T

will) ”

“rounding hills. Then he tuened to face the drag-

e bl oded_on 2
Jooked up. With one - sm

The ma}}df_turngd and looke& at 311: the sur— "

« ask one favor?” he said withra

. "Anythmg,” ared the dragon.
. May we have a rde?’ |
The mayot, the village elders, the boy, and
the dog climbed up onto the dragon’s back: He
unfolded his huge wings and Aew them home.-
People came from far and near to hear the
dragonis stories of promises kept and promises
broken. - o : o
) Years. later, when the dragon passed on, he -
didn't die alone ina cave. He died s_p:r_ijbur{ded by :
his friends; his great head resting _c_int’fthé"lap‘of a

“rman‘who had once been a boy ;tnd"ﬁ'aclf sunghxm '

f‘ji's‘q'a‘n-gs';"Ali' the hate and all the feat had djsépf

peared with one tear. L




