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Hiccup is a Viking, and is on his first year of the Pirate Training Programme, which is a bit like prison but the boys are armed and the food is TRULY DISGUSTING.


Vikings are the Terrors of the Seas, the Scourge of Civilisation, great Barbarian Warriors of the North.


But what Hiccup is is mostly WET.


It rains a lot on the Isle of Berk.


Did you know, there are 101 different words for ‘rain’ in the Dragonese language?


Hiccup knows them ALL.
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This is Hiccup’s dragon,
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He is the smallest hunting dragon anybody has ever seen. And he hasn’t got any teeth. But he can still give a nasty bite with his VERY HARD gums, as you will find out if you ever try and take back the haddock he’s just sneakily stolen from your plate when you weren’t looking.


NEVER try and take back the haddock. You might need all ten of your fingers one day, for swordfighting, or learning to play the harp or something.


Sometimes Hiccup can’t help wishing Toothless was a truly gigantic Monstrous Nightmare kind of dragon… but don’t tell him.
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1. A HUNTING COMPETITION


One summer’s evening, when I was a dragon so young I had left the egg only five or six years before, ten young Vikings from the Tribe of the Hairy Hooligans stood on a wild and lonesome beach on the wild and lonesome Isle of Berk.


These ten Vikings were on the Pirate Training Programme and standing in front of them was their teacher, an enormous hairy Warrior called Gobber the Belch. Gobber had a helmet with horns that curled like a stag, and (like most adult Hooligans), if he met a problem he tended to punch it.
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Perched on the shoulder of each young Viking was a dragon. Some were shielding themselves from the wind with their wings, others were hunched like bad-tempered ravens.


These dragons were hunting dragons, and about the size of dogs. Hunting dragons come in many different breeds. There were everyday Common-or-Garden dragons, with the standard forked tongue and pointy tail, and fat mustard-brown Gronckles with horns like a rhinoceros and teeth like kitchen-knives.


There were a few shiny, slippery Slitherhawks with watchful eyes and short tempers, and a friendly, spotted Basic Brown who was chewing the cud as she sat. There was even one enormous blood-red Monstrous Nightmare, rippling with muscles and extra-sharp talons.


Monstrous Nightmares think they are the best breed of all, and they don’t half fancy themselves and put on airs.


I was there too, snuggled down the shirt of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, the Heir to the Tribe of the Hairy Hooligans, curled up tight under his shirt where it was all nice and cosy.


But nobody was quite sure what breed I was.


I looked rather like a Common-or-Garden with a wart on the end of my nose, but of course, I was FAR too special to be such an ordinary dragon.


I had been asleep for some time, but it was difficult to doze when Gobber was shouting his gob off, and his yelling had woken me up.


‘OKAY THEN, YOU MISERABLE PIECES OF SHRIMP VOMIT!’ yelled Gobber the Belch. (He always talked like that.) ‘This is the HUNTING COMPETITION you’ve been waiting for. In ten minutes’ time it will be completely dark. I want you to set out in your boats, and see how many fish your dragon can catch you in half an hour… This is a test of how well you have trained your dragon by YELLING at it… for in the dark, your dragon will only be able to hear your voice.’


These young Vikings, you see, were learning to be Hairy Hooligans, and Hairy Hooligans trained dragons to hunt fish for them, and pull down deer for them. Basically, we dragons did all the work, while they stood around YELLING at us.


‘Well, Hiccup is going to be even more USELESS at this than he is at everything else,’ sneered Snotface Snotlout, a tall boy with skull tattoos and a face like a pig. ‘Hiccup can’t YELL for toffee.’


This was true.


Hiccup, wasn’t a great Yeller. He was a small, freckly, skinny boy and he was surprisingly polite for a Viking.


But Hiccup had a very unusual gift. He spoke Dragonese, the language we dragons speak to each other.


‘I don’t need to yell, do I, Toothless?’ Hiccup whispered to me in Dragonese. ‘We’re right on top of this hunting business… you’re going to catch more fish than Snotlout has ever seen in his ENTIRE LIFE, aren’t you?’
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‘W-W-Well yeeees,’ said I, a bit uncertain-like, but licking his face. I AM a truly MAGNIFICENT hunter, despite being just a bit smaller than the other dragons.*


However, today I had this feeling that there might be some reason why this might not work… I just couldn’t quite remember what it was…
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2. A PROPER VIKING DOESN’T SPEAK TO DRAGONS


‘SILENCE!’ yelled Gobber the Belch, glowering at us like a bull in a bad mood.


‘I do HOPE, Hiccup, that I didn’t hear you talking to your animal in that filthy language, Dragonese…’ He spat out the word like it was a bad whelk. ‘We YELL at our dragons, YELL at them, Hiccup, and Dragonese is banned by order of your father, Stoick the Vast, O Hear His Name and Tremble, Ugh, Ugh…’


‘Yes, sir,’ muttered Hiccup sadly. He hated anyone mentioning his father. Stoick the Vast was the Chief of the Tribe. He was six foot seven and good at everything, and he expected his son to be the same.


‘Now, let me get this absolutely clear,’ said Fishlegs, Hiccup’s best friend. ‘You want us to go out to sea in our boats when the sun is going to go down in ten minutes’ time and get our dragons to hunt for fish in TOTAL DARKNESS?’


‘You’ve got it, Fishlegs!’ roared Gobber the Belch happily.


‘Ohhhh,’ moaned Fishlegs. Fishlegs was even skinnier than Hiccup, and he had asthma and a squint. ‘There could be all sorts of monsters out there in the darkness… Seadragons… Sharkworms… Darkbreathers…’


‘Oh, DON’T BE SO RIDICULOUS, Fishlegs!’ yelled Gobber. ‘Don’t you know that A VIKING NEVER, EVER GETS FRIGHTENED. Honestly, Fishlegs, sometimes I wonder whether you and Hiccup are Vikings at all…’


Fishlegs and Hiccup looked miserable.


‘Okay,’ Gobber continued. ‘You have half an hour starting from now, and the boys who bring back the MOST fish will be named MOST PROMISING HUNTERS and will have no homework for the next three weeks…’


‘Yaaaaaay!’ cheered the boys.


‘… and the boys who bring back the LEAST fish will be named MOST HOPELESS GOATS and will have to give the Dragon Toilets a thorough clean out…’


‘Yuuuuucky…’ groaned the boys.


The Dragon Toilets were in a big pit just to the west of the village, and they were very smelly and disgusting. I never went there myself – far too pongy and revolting for ME. I always tried to find a nice, warm, private spot to do a poo. In the middle of Stoick the Vast’s bed, for example. Or just behind the door of Valhallarama’s food cupboard.


As you can imagine, this often got my Master into trouble.


‘I will light a bonfire on the beach so that you can find your way home in the dark… RIGHT! ’ boomed Gobber the Belch, ‘FIND YOURSELVES A PARTNER, AND GET GOING! ’


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]









3. SNOTLOUT AND DOGSBREATH


The young Vikings started running towards the six small boats that were drawn up on to the beach.


But before they could get there, Hiccup got tripped up by Snotface Snotlout, and Fishlegs’s face was ground into the sand by Dogsbreath.


‘LOSERS!’ yelled Snotlout as the bullies ran off, laughing.


Fireworm, Snotlout’s dragon, sneered at me before she flapped off: ‘YOU won’t catch any fish at all after what happened THIS AFTERNOON…’


Now, this was giving me a BAD FEELING again.


What had happened this afternoon?


I was still feeling a little confused after my nap and I couldn’t quite remember…


By the time Hiccup and Fishlegs reached their boat, The Hopeful Puffin, the sun was sinking fast and all the other five boats were way out in the bay with their dragons out fishing enthusiastically. Fireworm, in particular, we could see diving again and again.


‘No problem,’ said Fishlegs, in between shivers, as he and Hiccup started paddling out to join everybody else. ‘Toothless can catch them up. Toothless may be a right pain in the bottom, but Waistline of Woden, he can sure catch fish! In the last two weeks I’ve never seen anything like it… he is a truly gifted hunting dragon…’


I ignored the bit about being a pain in the bottom (what could Fishlegs be talking about?) and I started swelling up with pride.


‘It’s t-t-true,’ I said. ‘Toothless m-m-marvellous. T-t-toothless brilliant. Toothless the b-b-best…’


Hiccup said nothing. We had reached the fishing grounds by now. Hiccup rolled up his sleeve and put out his arm. I hopped onto it, still crowing.


‘Toothless g-g-glorious! Toothless h-h-hunting genius! COCKADOODLE-DOO!’ I gloated.


Hiccup interrupted me. ‘Toothless,’ he asked seriously. ‘What DID happen this afternoon?’


I stopped. I looked into Hiccup’s worried blue eyes.


And I suddenly remembered.









4. WHAT HAPPENED THAT AFTERNOON


That afternoon, four hours earlier, I was having a lovely time chasing rabbits, when SUDDENLY from a bush ten metres away there came the sound of slow clapping.


I turned round, and it was Snotlout’s dragon FIREWORM who was clapping.


Fireworm is a bright red Monstrous Nightmare dragon who thinks she is the greatest.


‘Oh, nice chasing, Toothless,’ jeered Fireworm, ‘but why aren’t you EATING those rabbits after you catch them?’


My tummy gave a sad little rumble.


‘C-c-can’t trick ME, Fireworm,’ I retorted. ‘Toothless n-n-not eating cos he’s going to b-b-beat you in tonight’s contest… Fireworm’s gonna be TOAST tonight…’


‘You don’t mean to say,’ Fireworm laughed, ‘that you have allowed Hiccup to BAN you from EATING? I never thought of you as a goody-goody, Toothless…’


I was furious.‘T-t-toothless not a goody-goody!’ I said.
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‘Oh, but you are,’ purred Fireworm. ‘All the OTHER dragons have been eating… Why, Seaslug and I captured a whole load of nanodragons and had a real FEAST this morning… Ohhh those nanodragons were so TASTY…’


I could feel my mouth beginning to water. Nanodragons are a species of tiny little dragons about the size of insects, and they are a real treat for us larger dragons.


[image: ]


I know any humans reading this are a bit squeamish about us dragons eating other dragons…


This is most unfair.


Nanodragons are an entirely different SPECIES to us hunting dragons, as different as a human is to a chicken. And you humans eat chicken, don’t you?


There you are then. There is absolutely no difference between you humans eating chicken and us eating scrumptious wriggly little nanodragons.


‘Were they the c-c-crunchy kind?’ I asked.


‘No, they were the ones with the soft centres that melt in the mouth…’ replied Fireworm, licking her lips. ‘We ate so many we had to put some in a barrel in the Old Wrecked Ship to save them for later… but of course that wouldn’t interest a GOODY-GOODY like you…’


Fireworm laughed nastily and slunk away into the ferns.


I waited till she was out of earshot and then I shouted out: ‘S-s-snob!’


And then I flapped off in the direction of the Old Wrecked Ship. And there I found the barrel that Fireworm was talking about and I am ashamed to say, I ate EVERY SINGLE ONE of those nanodragons. And they were YUMMY.


I ate so many I couldn’t even fly home. I had to WALK back, groaning, and it took me several tries to climb up into my favourite spot in Hiccup’s bed. Once I had managed it I fell immediately into a deep sleep.
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That was where Hiccup had found me, four hours later, and stuffed me into his shirt to take me to the Night Hunting Competition.


THAT was the Bad Thing that had happened this afternoon.
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