
        
            
                
            
        


	 

The Wingless Fairy Series,




Book 8:

Rebecca and the Dragon

 

 

[image: Image]

 

By Margaret Pearce

 

 

 

 

[image: Image]

http://www.writers-exchange.com/

 


 

 

The Wingless Fairy Series, Book 8: Rebecca and the Dragon

Copyright 2017, 2025 Margaret Pearce

Writers Exchange E-Publishing

PO Box 372

ATHERTON QLD 4883

 

Cover Art by: Sandy Cummins

 

Published by Writers Exchange E-Publishing

http://www.writers-exchange.com

 

ISBN: 978-1-922233-70-7

 

The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author's imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission from the publisher.

 


 

 

 

Contents



Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 2

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

About the Author

A Belinda Robinson Novel

Catch Me If You Can

Caught in Willaburra

Jumping Into Trouble Series

Marmaduke

Sherry Sharples

The Altar of Shulaani Series

The Convertible Couch

The Edge of Forever

The Feud of Lovelace Court

The Misfit

The Mystery of the Third Seal

The Scarlett Quest

The Secret in the Compost Bin

The Wingless Fairy Series

Upcoming Books

 


 

 

Chapter 1

 

Rebecca was on her way to school, her school bag over her back and her owl on her shoulder. 

"Do hurry up," she scolded as Sally the horse plodded along. "I'll be late. Why are you so slow this morning?"

"I'm tired," Sally whinnied. "Didn't get any sleep last night."

"Why?"

"I was too scared," Sally admitted.

"Scared?" Rebecca repeated. 

"Be thankful that they weren't interested in you," her owl and once upon a time guard Lord Be Thankful, hooted.

"They eat animals don't they?" Sally said crossly to Rebecca's owl.

"What eats animals?" Rebecca demanded.

"Dragons were flying over our paddock most of last night," the owl hooted.

"Dragons!" Rebecca asked. "Why?"

"If you had attended your lessons when you were in fairyland..." the owl said.

"I would know all about them," Rebecca finished. "So what about dragons?"

"Be thankful that I saw them," the owl hooted. "A female is about to hatch and the dragons are gathering to court her."

"Do they eat animals?" Rebecca asked.

"Be thankful they don't in this world," the owl said.

"I'll make sure all our animals are locked away every night," Rebecca said. 

Sally moved a fraction faster. "You won't forget?" she whinnied. "I don't want to be eaten by a dragon."

"Wish George hadn't left," Rebecca said with a sigh. 

"Even George would have trouble fighting off a dragon," the owl said.

Rebecca's father George had left to work in a mine for the winter. Before he went he had ploughed and sowed the paddocks and vegetable garden and stacked up enough firewood to last until his return. Rebecca's cousin Lianna had also left for the big town near the university as she wanted to be closer to her boyfriend Will Prince. 

"You will try to be a big help to your mother Miranda and keep an eye on your little brother Willyum," George had asked. "You are such a sensible little girl that I depend on you."

Rebecca of course promised to help with the milking and cheese-making as much as she could. Miranda sold or exchanged her weaving for food that they didn't grow, so she spent a lot of time weaving rugs and shawls. So far nobody wanted to buy Rebecca's weaving.

"I didn't know that dragons came to mortals' country," Rebecca said.

"If you had attended your lessons when you were a fairy," her owl hooted. "You would know that the hatching of a female dragon brings them from everywhere."

Rebecca reached school just as Tam was ringing the school bell. Miss Emmy, their teacher stood at the door smiling as she waved everyone inside. Rebecca sprang down, opened the gate to the paddock for Sally and sprinted into the one room school house as her owl flew up into the tallest tree. 

It wasn't until morning playtime that everyone heard Tam's startling news.

"One of Mr Hickson's steers was snatched last night," he said.

"Bit hard to snatch anything as big as a steer," his little sister Janine said.

"This morning I had to take around some medicine Aunt Molly made for Mrs Hickson," Tam continued. "Mr Hickson said there was a great pool of blood but no steer. He went out during the night because the herd was restless. There was one steer missing and lots of blood where it had stood."

"A wild animal," little Janine said.

"What would be big enough to snatch up a steer?" little Jeremy Bidwhite asked. "Maybe it was dragged out of the paddock."

"Without leaving trails of blood?" Tam asked. "Mr Hickson said the herd settled down again so whatever took the steer was long gone."

Rebecca shivered and again reminded herself to lock up the animals before dark. A dragon taking the odd animal was one thing, but more and more dragons flying over raised the odds of other animals going missing.

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

By the afternoon Rebecca had completely forgotten about the odd news of Mr Hickson's missing steer. 

Just before school ended and they had all finished their work, Miss Emmy read a really nice story about a brave knight who saved a Princess and killed a dragon. This reminded Rebecca about the odd puzzle of a dragon eating cattle in the mortal world. 

Little Janine put up her hand.

"Yes, Janine," Miss Emmy said.

"Please Miss are there really such things as dragons?"

"Very unlikely," Miss Emmy said. "They are just fairy tales based on a merging of tokens when everyone lived in tribes."

"What does that mean?" Tam asked.

"If your tribes' token was a lizard and another tribe you joined with had an eagle for a token you would end up with a flying lizard as a token," Miss Emmy explained.

"My Dad said that there were giant lizards in the old days," Tam said.

"Dinosaurs, but not dragons," Miss Emmy said. "Don't forget about learning the new words for spelling tomorrow. Class dismissed."

There was the usual rush to grab books and bags. Every one headed off yelling goodbyes. Rebecca climbed up on Sally and her owl flew down to her shoulder. Sally started the long plod back to their cottage.

"Miss Emmy said that there are no such things as dragons," Rebecca told her owl.

"Something snatched the steer," Sally whinnied.

"Be thankful they rarely come into the mortal world," her owl hooted.

"So what is a dragon doing being hatched on this world?" Rebecca asked.

"Maybe an egg got left somewhere in the back mountains the last time they were here," the owl suggested.

"How long does it take a dragon egg to incubate?" Rebecca asked.

"They are not like chooks," the owl snapped back at her. "Maybe hundreds and hundreds of years."

"Hum," Rebecca said. "Guess I will be extra careful to lock up the animals from now on. I would hate them to be snatched by the no-such-things-as-dragons."

"Be thankful I will keep watch with my friends every night," the owl promised.

"Still, I want to be locked in the big shed every night," Sally neighed.

"I won't forget," Rebecca promised with a sigh.

"Eck, Eck," Willyum crowed at Rebecca as she walked into the cottage.

"He said Ma, ma," Rebecca's mother Miranda reported proudly. "He is learning to talk."

"Wonderful, clever little brother," Rebecca praised and settled in the playpen with him until Miranda reminded her about her chores.

While she milked the cow with her owl in his usual spot on her shoulder, the two house goblins helped by milking the goats and told of the flights of dragons going over during the night. 

"They were flying very high," Golly the house goblin reported. "I can't believe they would risk discovery by killing the stock."

"I will still lock our animals in the big shed though," Rebecca said.

"And I will be very sure to stay around the cottage to protect my family if they do attack," Billy the smaller goblin boasted.

"A steer was snatched from Mr Hickson's herd," Rebecca said. "What else would have done it?"

"It must have been a rogue dragon." The owl sounded worried. "I don't like it Princess."

Rebecca heading back to the cottage with her full pails of milk paused in surprise. Her owl, Lord Be Thankful, once a fairy guard, was so sure of himself and his knowledge that he never sounded worried. If dragons only came to the mortal world once every several hundred years, surely they would be most careful not to risk discovery by mortals.

"All of the other owls and I will watch the sky most carefully tonight," the owl decided. "Maybe that was the last of the flock."

"Something killed one of Mr Hickson's steers last night," Rebecca explained to Miranda. "So, I am locking the animals in the big shed for the night."

"Very sensible," Miranda said. "Thank goodness we have a stout door to bar."

After the animals were safely locked up and the door barred came the part of the evening that Rebecca most enjoyed, watching Willyum have his bath. After that she and Miranda washed and changed into their night clothes and Rebecca went up the steps to her little bedroom. 

Rebecca was woken out of a sound sleep in the middle of the night by Lord Be Thankful tugging on her plaits. "Wake up, wake up Princess," he hooted. "One of the dragons has landed down by the creek bottom paddock." 

"So, our animals are safely locked away," Rebecca said with a yawn and went back to sleep.

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Rebecca woke earlier in the morning than she usually did. She intended to have a look at the dragon at the creek bottoms. She dressed, put on her apron and went outside to unlock the big shed door to let the animals out.

"Morning Princess," Sally said as she headed off to her paddock.

"Morning Princess," the two goats chorused as they followed her.

"Morning Princess," the cow mooed as it ambled out. 

Rebecca ran through the apple orchard and down to the creek bottoms, the house goblins skittering by her side and her white owl flying ahead. Everything looked just the same, the big willow trees hanging over the water with the high bank on the other side. There was no sign of any dragon.

"I heard it last night," Golly said. "It was singing about a magic dragon."

"I didn't know dragons could sing," Rebecca said. "Anyhow dragons are magic so why would it sing about it?"

"Be thankful it is gone," the owl hooted. "We don't want that sort around the place."

"We've got to get the milking done," Rebecca said. 

"Te he, te he," giggled faint voices. "She can't see it."

Rebecca looked down at the creek. Two fairies were jumping up and down on a lily pad, causing the fat frog on it to bounce and tumble. Rebecca looked back up at the high bank on the other side of the creek. The high piled rocks along the line of bank looked different, but why? Were the rocks higher? Did they spread further along the ground than usual? 

Rebecca went across the creek and climbed up to the bank. As she got closer to the pile of rocks a split pupilled eye opened. 

"It's a dragon!" Golly said in horror. 

"Shoo, go away, leave," Billy the smaller goblin squeaked. 

"I've got a bad headache," complained a voice coming from what looked like the pile of rocks.

Rebecca looked more closely. A dragon was sprawled across the rocks, its muddy grey scales blended so perfectly with the rocks it almost couldn't be seen.

"There are laws against eating in the mortal world," Lord Be Thankful hooted. "Why have you broken these laws?"

"That was old Perjury," the dragon said. "Said he was peckish."

"He ate Mr Hickson's steer because he was peckish?" Rebecca asked in horror.

"He is too big and nasty to argue with." The dragon opened its jaw and yawned widely showing lots of big teeth and a thickly coated brown tongue.

"Phew," Rebecca said wrinkling her nose. "Is that fiery dragon breath?"

"Stinking dragon breath," the owl hooted. "You've been eating rotten apples?"

"And they gave me a headache," the dragon moaned. "I was too sick to leave."
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