

      

         

            

         

      


   





[image: ]










 


PROLOGUE BY HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDOCK III


 


Courage.


You, dear reader, will need courage to read on.


This is NOT the last of my memoirs. But the story has become darker now, so dark that I need all my courage just to write it.


I am looking back to that time when I was thirteen years old and an Outcast.


The Red-Rage had taken over all the dragons in the land and the Dragon Rebellion had begun. The Great War between humans and dragons had started.


The Vikings were being led by that dreadful villain, Alvin the Treacherous, guided by his even-more-dreadful mother, the Witch Excellinor.


The Dragon Furious was in charge of the dragon forces, and his aim was nothing less than the extinction of the entire Viking race.


And the Dragon Furious was winning.


The Vikings’ only hope was for a new King to be crowned King of the Wilderwest. A King who, according to ancient prophecy, would have all ten of the King’s Lost Things.


Nine of the Lost Things had been found. Only the Dragon Jewel, the most important, remained Lost.


The Dragon Jewel had the power to destroy dragons for ever ... it was the only thing the Dragon Furious was afraid of.


Alvin the Treacherous had eight of the Lost Things.


I, Hiccup the Outcast, had only one: my little hunting-dragon called Toothless. But I also had Grimbeard the Ghastly’s map that showed the way to where the Jewel was hidden.


And so I, ‘Enemy Traitor Number One’, was being hunted through the Archipelago, by both humans and dragons alike. A proclamation calling for my death hung on hundreds of burnt-out tree trunks.


My thirteen-year-old self was all alone apart from three dragon companions.


My Tribe had been driven out of their home on Berk by the Dragon Rebellion.


My father Stoick and my friend Fishlegs had been turned into slaves and sent to the Amber Slavelands.


You see why I call these my darkest times?


I had to have hope that things would turn out well in the end, that the small things and the happiness of peacetime would return. I had to remember this through the teeth and fire and talons. 


I had to have Courage.










THE PROPHECY OF THE KING’S LOST THINGS


 


The Dragontime is coming


And only a King can save you now.


The King shall be the


Champion of Champions.


 


You shall know the King


By the King’s Lost Things.


A fang-free dragon, my second-best sword,


My Roman shield,


An arrow-from-the-land-that-does-not-exist,


The heart’s stone, the key-that-opens-all-locks,


The ticking-thing, the Throne, the Crown


 


And last and best of all the ten,


The Dragon Jewel shall save all men.










1. THE WARRIOR


One cold moonlit winter night in the Forgotten Forest, a gigantic Warrior sat high and still in a treetop, like an Angel of Death.


The Warrior was out hunting. It had been on the trail of the Outcast for many days. It was intending to kill this Outcast, this enemy of the Wilderwest.


Its metal visor was down. Its sword was ready in its hand, looking for the kill. It was still as a statue, only its bright blue eyes looking down on the path winding through the woods far below it.


In those times, the humans and the dragons were at war, so it was strictly forbidden for humans to ride dragons any more.


But surprisingly, this Warrior was seated on the back of a dragon, lying lazy but alert along the length of the tree branch. The dragon was an Air Dragon of the purest silver; very, very rare and very, very dangerous.


It too looked down at the snowy path below, only its pointed tail moving, slowly and rhythmically, like the tail of a cat.


All was quiet. After a little time, a noise was heard. The Warrior had closed its eyes, but now, buried in the black visor, they snapped open.


Way in the distance, a human was moving along the path through the woods.


The human was ‘The Outcast’, the Enemy, exactly the person that the Warrior was waiting to kill.


The Warrior gave a grunt of satisfaction, and sat up a little straighter.


When you looked at this Outcast close-up (which the Warrior couldn’t, not from that distance) he was not at all what you might imagine an Outcast to be. He was very different from the clever confident figure he cut when he was releasing dragons from right under the Visithugs’ noses two hours ago.


He was a young boy called Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, about thirteen years old, very skinny and ordinary-looking, with the dark purple mark that the humans called the ‘Slavemark’ – a tattoo in the shape of a dragon – burning blue-black on one side of his forehead.


Hiccup had been sleeping rough for six months now, in treetops, or in caves, and all he’d had to eat in that time was berries and nuts and food stolen fearfully from sleeping Viking villages.


Risking his life day after day undoing the dragon-traps the Vikings had been setting for the dragons, and constantly running away from the humans and the terrifying hunting-dragons of the Dragon Rebellion had really taken it out of him.


 


So there in the moonlight, Hiccup looked like what he was.


Afraid, alone.


He was dressed from head to toe in a dragonskin fire-suit, ripped and tattered by brambles and branches. He was muddy and dirty, the strain and fear of being hunted showing in the stiffness of his body, and the anxious tic in his eyes.


He had a black eye, and he was limping, as was the riding-dragon trotting along beside him. The Windwalker was exhausted, which was why Hiccup wasn’t riding him, and puffing out great wafts of tired steam.


Around Hiccup’s head fluttered two tiny hunting-dragons. One very old one, the Wodensfang, with wings all tattered and torn. One very young one, Toothless, a bright grass-green – the naughtiest, most fidgety dragon in the whole of the Archipelago.


They were talking together in soft whispers in Dragonese.


‘I’m telling you, Hiccup,’ the Wodensfang was saying in a light quavery voice, ‘your Quest is very simple. ‘You have to find the Dragon Jewel, go to Tomorrow, get yourself crowned King of the Wilderwest, and then the Tomorrow Men will tell you the secret of the Dragon Jewel and you can stop this stupid war, and save the dragons and the humans from extinction.’


‘Did you s-s-see me?’ squeaked Toothless. ‘Did you see me dive-bombing that Visithug? Wasn’t I clever? Wasn’t I brilliant? Wasn’t I m-marvellous?’


 ‘Yes, you were marvellous, Toothless,’ replied Hiccup, ‘but can you keep it down a bit. The forest dragons are hibernating at the moment, and we don’t want to wake them up.’


He rubbed the back of his neck, and sighed, because he was missing everybody so much. Being an Outcast was very, very lonely.


‘The thing is, Wodensfang, nothing is ever that simple. People actually have to want me, a slave, an Outcast, to be King. You have to have actual human followers, not just you three. And I have to have all of the Lost Things, and Alvin the Treacherous already has eight of them.’


‘You’ve got m-m-me!’ squeaked Toothless, landing on Hiccup’s arm. ‘I’m one of the Lost Things, and I’m the best one!’


‘Manners,’ reminded the Windwalker gently. ‘Don’t forget, Toothless, no boasting ...’


‘OK,’ said Toothless, his brow furrowing. ‘Toothless is the best one ... p-p-please?’


‘The map says that the Jewel is in the Amber Slavelands,’ said the Wodensfang. ‘Why aren’t we there?’


 ‘Because instinctively I don’t think the Jewel is there,’ replied Hiccup.


‘That is because your heart is not yet in that Quest,’ replied the Wodensfang, solemnly. ‘At the moment, you are on a different Quest, the Quest to find your friend Fishlegs. Admit it, that’s why we’re here.’


It was why they were there. The Hooligans were supposed to have hidden out in this country after Berk was burnt out by the Dragon Furious.


‘OK,’ admitted Hiccup. ‘I am worried about Fishlegs, he’s always sort of relied on me.’


Fishlegs was a ‘runt’ who had been washed up on the beaches of Berk thirteen years ago. He had no parents, so it was Hiccup who looked after him and stopped the other Hooligans from bullying him.


‘And this is getting in the way of your true Quest,’ interrupted the Wodensfang, ‘which is to find the Dragon Jewel.’


‘Not entirely,’ said Hiccup, ‘because I still don’t think the Jewel is in the Amber Slavelands, whatever the map says.’


They had walked such a long way now, that they stopped right underneath the tree the Warrior was sitting in. Hiccup got out the map.


The map was quite complicated. It showed a nice distinct picture of the Amber Slavelands, and there was a maze of mirrors and Prison Darkheart, and there, in the heart of it, was the Dragon Jewel, helpfully pointed out with a large arrow and capital letters.


The three dragons peered at it over Hiccup’s shoulder. So too did the Warrior and the dragon perched high, invisible and menacing in the treetops above Hiccup.


‘Look,’ said Hiccup, pointing to a large fish at the top of the map – a fish so long that it took up the entire space from left to right. ‘What is that?’


Trust sea-faring creatures like dragons and Vikings to know their fish species.


‘It’s a member of the herring family,’ said the Wodensfang.


‘And what colour is it?’


‘R-r-red!’ said Toothless proudly. ‘Ask me another one! I know all the colours,’ he confided to the Windwalker.


 ‘You see,’ said Hiccup, ‘in the human world a “red herring” is another way of saying a false start, or a wrong direction. My knowledge of Grimbeard the Ghastly is that he was a tricky man, and this is his way of saying that the Jewel isn’t in the Slavelands at all. What do you think, Wodensfang?’


The Wodensfang was the only one of the four of them old enough to have actually met Grimbeard the Ghastly, more than one hundred years before. So now he looked back through time to remember that dreadful man, and what that look told him was that Grimbeard was the trickiest trickster since the great trickster god Loki put his Particularly Tricky Hat on.


‘Hmm ...’ said the Wodensfang. It did seem exactly the sort of thing that Grimbeard would do. And suddenly a maze of mirrors seemed an unlikely thing to be finding in Prison Darkheart, which was probably furnished on the basic side.


Then the Wodensfang raised a cunning eyebrow. ‘But it could be a double-bluff ...’ 


‘So,’ said the soft gentle voice of the raggedy Windwalker, ‘if the Dragon Jewel isn’t in the Amber Slavelands, where then exactly is it?’


‘That’s why it’s not so simple,’ said Hiccup, waving wide his arms. ‘It could be anywhere!’


At that moment, there was a definite rustle from above, as the hidden Warrior and the hidden dragon craned forward with interest to see what was written on Hiccup’s map.


The effect on the four companions below was immediate.


The Wodensfang shot up a foot in the air, its tattered ears turning electrically rigid and purply red and pointing first west, then south, then east, then north.


‘Danger!’ squeaked the Wodensfang in the loudest whisper he could whisper. ‘Danger! Quick! Hiccup, get your helmet on!’


‘Oh ... no, guys, really ... it’s far too big ... I find it easier to fight without it ...’


But the dragons ganged up on him, three to one.


‘You need it!’ whispered the Wodensfang. ‘Remember back on Danger-Brute Island when you nearly lost your ear? And that poison dart that just missed you when you were undoing the Visithug dragon-traps?’


 ‘And what about the Head-lopping incident with the Head-loppers over in Nowhere?’ The Windwalker padded anxiously back and forward.


‘A helmet wouldn’t save you from having your head lopped off,’ argued Hiccup.


‘The Wodensfang is r-r-right!’ agreed Toothless, who was agreeing with the Wodensfang more and more these days. Squeaking, the Wodensfang and Toothless lifted the detested helmet from the back of Hiccup’s rucksack and tenderly jammed it on his head.


It was an old Visithug one that they had burgled a couple of weeks ago, and it was a very bad fit.


 ‘It’s really uncomfortable,’ grumbled Hiccup. ‘Plus the big feather thing-y makes me very memorable. I’m supposed to be undercover you know. An Outcast has to melt into the background ...’ 


‘Sssh ...’ The Wodensfang put his wing to his lips. 


‘I told you,’ said the Wodensfang, ‘I’ve had this really bad feeling that the Dragon Furious has sent some new dragon to assassinate you ... Something really terrifying ...’


‘Yes, Wodensfang,’ said Hiccup. ‘You’re always getting these feelings, but listen, it’s all gone quiet.’


‘That’s the thing about this new dragon, though,’ whispered the Wodensfang. ‘It’s almost undetectable. It’s one of those tracker dragons.’


The four companions stretched their ears out into the white muffled world of trees-and-snow.


Nothing.


‘Maybe it was a false alarm,’ whispered Toothless.


Up in the treetops the Warrior and the dragon sat still as stones. Not a leaf moved, the forest seemed to hold its breath ...


And then ...


RROOOAOOWW!


With a scream as loud as a charging baboon, the Warrior hidden in the tree-canopy above exploded into action, erupting from the foliage and descending from above in a shower of leaves and broken branches like some swooping noble nightmare of revenge.


Sssssppppppppppooooooooow! Zzzzziiiiiiiinggggg!


If Hiccup and the Windwalker hadn’t been living on their nerves for the past year, they might not have dodged backward so fast, and Hiccup would have been deader than a dodo.


For the Zzzzing! that zinged past Hiccup’s nose was the zing of an arrow that missed him by inches and buried itself in a tree trunk a couple of feet behind him.


CLANG! The dodging backwards brought his visor clanging down, where it jammed tight shut.


Uh-oh, thought Hiccup, who was an intelligent boy. This person wants to kill me.


BONG! BONG! BONG! Three more arrows came raining harmlessly off the detestable helmet. 


Thanks, guys. The helmet was a good call, thought Hiccup as he jumped onboard the Windwalker, who shot off through the trees.


And then he couldn’t believe his eyes when he looked over his shoulder and saw the dragon that was following them.


Oh for Thor’s sake. 


You couldn’t mistake that particular dragon. 


It was the Silver Phantom. 


Even though it was the dead of night, every silver scale was lit up and shone brighter than was strictly possible in real life. The Silver Phantom seemed to give off its own light, like the moon. Its scream was so high and so loud that it felt as if it was setting fire to your ears.


And as it screamed it poured out a jet of bright blue flame that blasted the trees in front of it, burning their leaves as bright as green stars before dropping to the ground in powdery black smithereens.


The Silver Phantom was absolutely unmistakable. 


It was unique.


It also just so happened to be the riding-dragon that belonged to Hiccup’s mother.


Which meant that the Warrior currently re-loading her Northbow and taking careful aim at Hiccup while guiding the screaming Phantom by the strength of her Warrior knees alone – that particular Warrior, was in fact ...


 ... Hiccup’s own mother Valhallarama.
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2. A FEW LITTLE COMMUNICATION PROBLEMS


‘STOP! MOTHER! IT’S ME, HICCUP!’ shouted Hiccup.


But of course the visor on the beastly helmet was down, and so it came out more like:


‘Mff! Mff! Mff!’


Hiccup grabbed at the visor and tried to yank it up, but it was jammed absolutely tight shut. It would not budge.


Oh for Thor’s sake.


This was not a good situation. Apart from anything else, Valhallarama was a truly magnificent Hero, one of the very, very best, so they were in big trouble if he couldn’t tell her who he was.


The thing was, Valhallarama was away questing a lot.


Hiccup was never quite sure what she was questing for exactly, but his father, Stoick the Vast, always assured him it was very important.


As a result Hiccup hadn’t seen her in a very long while, perhaps for as long as two years now. So she very well might not be aware that her only son was the one who was now known as the Outcast and the Enemy of the Wilderwest. Let alone that Stoick was now a slave, and Hiccup had the Slavemark himself, and a whole load of other things Hiccup was hoping to explain to her gently in a quiet moment.


He had hoped that if he ever did get a chance to explain the whole thing to her, about how what he was really trying to do was save all the dragons from extinction, she might be one of the few people who would actually be on his side. (Hiccup had a hopeful nature.)


Because Valhallarama loved dragons. 


Hiccup knew she loved dragons. 


At least, he thought he knew she loved dragons.


It suddenly occurred to Hiccup, in that moment as they were screaming through the forest at breakneck speed in the dead of night with his mother shooting arrows at him almost continuously, that perhaps he did not really know his mother all that well.


She had been away questing a lot.


The Wodensfang and Toothless were both exceptionally speedy so they were flying not at their top speed but on either side of Hiccup’s head, like twin dragonly guardian angels.


‘You have to admit he is a marvellous Warrior,’ quavered the Wodensfang admiringly.


 ‘How big do you think he is? Six foot three? Six foot four? I don’t think I’ve seen a better Warrior since Squidshanks the Frightening ... It was a bit before your time, maybe six hundred years ago ...’


‘She’s a she! Not a he!’ Hiccup shouted back.


But through the helmet it just sounded like ‘Mff! Mff! Mff!’


We’ve all been in this situation. Well, maybe not precisely in this situation. But we all know what it’s like to have something important to say to a loved one, but something seems to be getting in the way.


The truth is, it is often difficult to explain things to a parent. And most definitely it is particularly difficult when your mother is hunting you at top speed through a dark forest under the impression that you are the Enemy of the Wilderwest.


The Windwalker had grown into an exceptionally fast dragon, and it was smaller than the Phantom, so its more manoeuvrable size meant it could just about keep ahead, flicking through the maze of trees.


But still the Phantom was gaining.


‘He’s going to catch us if we stay down here,’ said Toothless. ‘Why d-d-don’t we go up?’


Over the past three months they had often eluded dragon pursuers by climbing up into the higher air, too high for other dragons to follow. Most dragons prefer shallow air, the air nearest the ground. Very few can operate in the higher atmosphere.


Apart from the Silver Phantom.


Hiccup wanted to tell them that this would be pointless. The Phantom was an Air Dragon. They were among the best flyers in the dragon world, and they flew the fastest and the highest. Valhallarama had trained herself not to pass out. But of course he couldn’t tell them that because of the jammed helmet.


The Windwalker slightly mistimed a slalom, swayed crazily, and the pursuing Phantom caught him by the leg, but didn’t quite get a good hold, so the Windwalker wriggled desperately out of the grip and shot upwards in a blind panic.


‘Oh no ...’ breathed Hiccup, desperately trying to get him to fly downwards again, but the Windwalker was crazed with fear and panicking madly, so he just climbed up and up and up.


Hiccup looked down. The forest was already a dark smudge beneath them.


And out of that smudge burst the Silver Phantom, shooting upwards in a glorious silver arc.


Up, up, it soared with two mighty swoops of its silver wings. It was way too fast for the poor Windwalker, and leapt o-o-o-over their heads in an athletic silver leap, and as it leapt, Valhallarama leant over and plucked Hiccup from the Windwalker’s back with her left arm.


Down swooped the Phantom, with Hiccup swinging from his mother’s arm, back through the canopy of trees, landing on the forest floor.


Still holding Hiccup by the scruff of his waistcoat, she bounded from the Phantom’s back, leant Hiccup against a fallen tree trunk, removed the map from within Hiccup’s waistcoat and threw it to the Silver Phantom.


Oh for Thor’s sake, thought Hiccup. I really should have hidden that map a bit better. What was I thinking? Some undercover Outcast I am ...


In a pouring silver motion, the Silver Phantom caught the map in mid-air, and then shot up, up, out of the trees and away.


While Valhallarama was momentarily distracted, Hiccup wriggled out of his waistcoat and ran out of reach. Valhallarama drew her sword, the mighty Nevermiss, with a great swaggering swish.


Hiccup drew his own sword.


He was beginning to feel a little hurt that she still hadn’t recognised him. He was her son, after all. You’d have thought some kind of mother instinct might have kicked in by now.


But then Valhallarama really hadn’t been around that much, thought Hiccup bitterly, trying to ignore the rising lump in his throat as he remembered how many times he’d written to her as a child asking for her to come back home for some reason or another, and how many times she’d written back to say how important her Quest was.


More important than me, thought Hiccup. No wonder she doesn’t recognise me. I haven’t seen her in two years.


Valhallarama lunged at him.


Hiccup met the lunge directly and replied with one of his own, rather more courteous and less deadly, but a joy of sword-work nonetheless.


He could see the surprise in Valhallarama’s bright blue eyes above him, which was a source of satisfaction, however difficult the circumstances.


It is always gratifying when your mother realises you are a worthy opponent.


Because swordfighting was the one thing he was really gifted at. And over the past year he had had pretty much twice-daily practice against people and dragons who weren’t just fooling around, they really and truly hated him and wanted him dead.


So it was a hymn to the gods of war to watch him now, like listening to a singer with the voice of an angel.


Plus he was left-handed, and a good leftie always has an advantage over a good rightie.


However his faithful dragon companions weren’t leaving anything to chance.


 


They had now arrived on the scene, and the Wodensfang, his eyes lit up with surprising excitement at the battle, considering his great age, shouted, ‘Number 4, guys! Number 4!’


Number 4 was one of the many manoeuvres they had worked out during an exciting year of fighting in forests, among other places, and it was one of the more successful ones.


‘Mfff, mfffff, mfff, mfff, mmmmmmmmmfffff!’ shouted Hiccup desperately. (Which meant: ‘Guys! Please, no, guys! We don’t want to kill her! This is a big misunderstanding! She’s my mother!’)


But his dragons had absolutely no idea what he was saying, so they put Number 4 into action.


The Windwalker bounded around the two fighters, barking excitedly, to confuse them.


And then Toothless dive-bombed Valhallarama’s head, biting into her metal arm (giving himself a gum-ache), while the Wodensfang set fire to the bottom of a tree just behind her.


Even Hiccup’s incredible swordfighting skills were challenged by this, because he was having to defend himself from Valhallarama while trying to manoeuvre her into a position out of the way of that tree when it fell down on top of her.


Oh for Thor’s sake, this was impossible! That six-foot-three female metal mountain would just not budge.


He parried her lunges with a Grimbeard’s Grapple, Flashburn Fancy and two Points of Order before realising she was never going to move, and for such a very small dragon the Wodensfang was making good progress with that tree trunk – it was already beginning to wobble, and visible flames were lighting up the grass at the bottom.


Desperately, Hiccup defended himself from the Nevermiss’s most brilliant fencing-work with his left hand, while trying to yank off that horrible jammed-tight tin-can of a helmet with the other.


‘TIM-BERRRRRR!’ sang the Wodensfang and Toothless in joyful chorus together. The burnt-through tree was swaying madly.


Hiccup gave one last beyond-hope pull and the helmet finally shot off his head with a violence that made his ears tingle.


He shouted at the top of his voice, ‘Mother! Don’t attack! It’s only me, your son, Hiccup! And get out of the way of that tree, which is about to fall on your head!’


But most unfortunately, totally unconsciously, he shouted those words in the tongue he had been used to speaking in for the last year (he hadn’t had any human companions you see). Not in Norse, but in Dragonese: 


‘Mi mamma! Na bitey! Issa lonely me, ta dissappointa Hiccup! Plus outadaway da leafdangle which yappen lowdown ta brain-boxer!’


So much for letting her know gently in a quiet moment. Life is sometimes much more messy than that.


Valhallarama’s blue eyes practically fell out of her visor, popping with amazement. She went absolutely rigid with shock, in the slightly ridiculous and undignified pose of Mid-Looping-Loot-Bubbles, one of Flashburn’s more showy-off moves which should really only be attempted by someone about ten years younger and half the girth of Valhallarama, formidable action-woman though she was.


No wonder she was surprised.


For in one gob-smacked, sword-arm freezing second, she had learnt:


1. That she had just been attempting to kill her only son by accident. 


2. That said son was in fact the Outcast and Enemy of the Wilderwest, whom everybody (not just the witch) said was the one who set free the Dragon Furious and started this war between dragons and humans.


3. That the same son appeared to have the Slavemark on his forehead. 


4. That the same son appeared to be fluent in Dragonese, a language that had been banned. Not that anyone but Hiccup could speak it anyway.


This was a very great deal to take in, in just one moonlit moment. 


The one piece of information that she wasn’t able to take in, because it was spoken in Dragonese, was the one that would have been most immediately useful to her.


The information that a tree was about to fall on her head.


CRAAASSSHHHHH!


The tree snapped off at the trunk and ...


BOOOOOIIING!!!!


 ... It landed plum on Valhallarama’s metal head. 


And then bounced off it on to the ground. 


Valhallarama stood absolutely stock still for one second. 


She re-arranged herself into a more dignified position. 


And then she swayed gently on the spot ... 


And ...


CRAAAASSHHHHH!!!


She went down like the tree trunk itself.


 ‘NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!!’


Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear! 


Hiccup hopped anxiously from foot to foot. 


‘B-B-BINGO!’ shouted Toothless. ‘GOOD SH-SH-SHOT WODENSFANG!’


And then he flapped down and shouted insults down her visor.


‘YOU B-B-BIG HUMAN BULLY!’


Hiccup tried to wave him out the way, and Toothless thought he was reminding him about manners.


‘SORRY, YOU GREAT METAL M-M-MOLLUSC! PARDON ME, YOU LUMPING L-L-LARDBOTTOM LEADBELLY! EXCUSE US, YOU TERRIFYING TIN OF T-T-TESTOSTERONE!’


 ‘Manners,’ said Toothless smugly to Wodensfang.


‘Yes, well done, Toothless,’ congratulated the Wodensfang brightly. ‘Lovely apologising.’


Hiccup pushed Toothless off and snapped open his mother’s visor.


Oh thank Thor, she’s breathing ...


She was breathing but she was out for the count, and there was a big fat lump on the front of her forehead. Unfortunately the Windwalker, seeing that the terrifying Warrior was still breathing and whipped up into a state of hysterical panic by the fighting, tried to get Hiccup to ride him out of danger.


And when Hiccup wouldn’t listen, he lost it entirely, and picked Hiccup up in his claws, despite him desperately struggling and shouting, ‘Nooo!!! It’s my mother!!! It’s my mother!!!’


Wodensfang and Toothless flew on either side of his head making soothing noises, thinking that he was the one who had taken a funny turn on account of all the fighting.


It took him ten minutes to get through to them what had happened even without the helmet to shout through.


After catching their breath, Hiccup insisted that they went back to where he thought the fight had taken place, but there was no sign of any unconscious mother, just a deep indentation in the snow where she had fallen beside the still smouldering tree-trunk.


Where had she gone? Had the Razorwings got her? Or had the Silver Phantom returned and carried her to safety?


They searched the forest for the rest of that night, but they never found her.


 


Eventually in the early hours of the next morning, Hiccup pushed aside some brambles and crawled into a cave he had been using as a hide-out for some sleep. The warm wet shaggy body of the Windwalker beside him, and his two friends Toothless and Wodensfang snuggled on his chest were always a source of comfort.


He might be an Outcast, but at least he had his dragons with him. Not like Fishlegs, who was entirely alone.
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FEAR FACTOR:
ATTACK;
SPEED:

SIZE:
DISOBEDIENCE

Some of the Air Dragons fly at such high
altitudes that humans have never even
seen them. A Silver Phantom is one such
dragon: glimpsed very rarely at
astonishingly high distances, these sorts of
dragons are sometimes known as ‘ghosts’
and some people doubt they exist at all.






