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Chapter 1: The Dragon's First Cry
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In Hillcrest town where mountains high

Touched the stars and brushed the sky,

The villagers lived a peaceful way,

Tending their fields day by day.

But one dark night, the skies turned wild,

The winds did scream, the clouds reviled.

And from the jungle, sharp and deep,

A cry rang out—no time for sleep.

It wasn’t wolf or boar or bear,

But something lost, alone, in fear.

Young Elias heard it first,

His heart beat fast, he feared the worst.

His father said, “Stay safe inside,

Don’t chase the storm, don’t let it guide.”

But villagers came, both brave and wise,

With worry clear in all their eyes.

With Mira kind and Jakob strong,

They took their torches, marched along.

Through wind and rain, through forest tight,

They searched and searched into the night.

Then in a clearing, cold and wide,

They saw a beast with wounded pride.

Its emerald scales were torn and red,

Its wing was bent, its spirit fled.

“A dragon!” Jakob gasped in awe,

With trembling hand and dropped jaw.

But Mira knelt with steady grace,

And gently touched its frightened face.

“It’s hurt,” she said, “not here for harm,

Let’s bring it somewhere dry and warm.”

And so they worked with hearts so true,

With herbs and cloth and healing too.

They made a bed of straw and hay,

And watched the dragon night and day.

Though scared and small and bruised with pain,

The dragon felt their love remain.

By morning’s light, with golden glow,

The dragon stirred and let them know—

A bond had formed, a spark had stayed,

From kindness freely, gently paid.

And in that barn of wood and light,

A legend slept through peaceful night.

For in their hearts and in their care,

The dragon found true friendship there. 
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Chapter 2: A Friend in the Barn
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The dragon rested day and night,

His eyes still filled with fear and fright.

But Mira came with healing care,

And left sweet herbs and warmth in air.

Each day she whispered soft and low,

“You’re safe with us. We want to know—

What hurts, what helps, what makes you strong.

You’ve been alone for far too long.”

He blinked at her with wary eyes,

Still puzzled by their gentle tries.

No roaring flames, no battle cries—

Just kindness under cloudy skies.

The children peeked through wooden cracks,

With apples tucked inside their sacks.

“Will he breathe fire?” young Elias said,

As straw flew gently near his head.

Jakob laughed and brought him fruit,

“Let’s see if dragons like it—cute!”

The dragon sniffed, then gave a chew,

And slowly trust and wonder grew.

No longer did he flinch or hide,

When Mira came to sit beside.

His wing still sore, but pain grew light,

He even stretched it in the night.

His tail would twitch when kids would giggle,

And once it gave a playful wiggle.

The barn felt less like lonely wood,

And more like home—and that felt good.

He watched the world from stable doors,

The sky, the fields, the forest floors.

And deep within, a spark began—

A silent glow, a secret plan.

For kindness bloomed where fear once lay,

And magic stirred in quiet hay.

No longer broken, bruised, or grim—

The dragon found a home in them. 
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Chapter 3: Fire in the Wind
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The dragon’s wings grew strong each day,

He stretched them wide in morning's ray.

The villagers watched with hopeful eyes,

As healing met the open skies.

But something more began to rise—

A warmth that sparked behind his eyes.

Not just his strength, but something new—

A magic waking, breaking through.

One sunny day near Mira’s barn,

A wild boar charged without alarm!
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