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This book is dedicated to all my grand-children,
those already born and those to come.

Many

thousands of years ago, dragons used to live on the land of our ancestors.
Nowadays, they have pretty much left the surface of our planet to live underground,
spending time on aboveground only on rare occasions. With the exception of a small
number of fortunate people, nobody sees them anymore.

One day, when Granael the Dragon was lying in the warm sun near his favourite lake, he
heard cries. Dulled by the heat, he finally shook off of his drowsiness and tried to make
out where they were coming from. It was a bit hard for him to cut short his enchanting
moments on the shore, but he could not resist the mournful cries any longer. It was
heartbreaking for him to hear such sad sounds.
He decided to go and seek the little soul who seemed so unhappy. It was difficult for
him to determine where the cries were coming from, but in the end, he found out. A
child was buried in the middle of a big tuft of grass, his face wet with tears. His cries got
louder as Granael got nearer. Granael had to speak in his sweetest and most high-pitched
voice so as not to frighten the little being further.
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“Hello, my little lad. Why are you crying so? Did somebody hurt you, or are you simply
lost? I know the area very well, and if you need me to take you somewhere, don’t
hesitate. Just ask me. I am a sweet dragon who does not mean any harm to children. My
name is Granael.”
The child did not answer, so Granael pretended to head back to the lake. Seeing that, the
child stopped him.
“Hello, Granael. Why did you call me ‘my little lad’?
Do I really look like a boy?”

“To tell you the truth, I did not see you well enough because you were hidden in the
grass. But now I do see that you are a little girl.”
“My name is Gwennaelle, and when I was playing hide and seek with my brother, I got
lost. We were near a cave. I counted up to a hundred, but then I was afraid to go into the
cave to look for him. So I wandered around, and now I can’t find my way to the cave
again. But you, Granael, do you know where it is?”
“Of course I know where the cave is. I go there every night to keep warm.”
“Don’t you mind being in the dark like that? I am afraid of the dark.”
“At night, it is always dark. Whether you are outside or inside, it is the same, except if
the moon shines. But if you are so afraid, you should sit on my back so that you may
be safe.”
“It is quite high to get on your back, and if I climb on your legs, I might hurt you.”
“You are so light, you can climb on my legs. I am sure everything shall be all right.”
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Gwennaelle complied somewhat reluctantly. In fact, she did not dare to touch the skin of
the dragon. She was afraid of getting injured by his scales. Nevertheless, since she had
asked for help, she could not refuse it. Courageously, she forced herself to climb on his
back. It surprised her that his skin was not as rough as she’d thought it would be.
At a speed that was faster than
Gwennaelle had ever gone before, they
went deep into the bowels of the earth.
At regular intervals, she would call out
for her brother, Erwann.

Because the dragon’s steps resounded so loudly, she had to ask him to stop for a few
minutes to be able to hear a possible answer.
But there was no reply. Only an oppressive silence filled the cave. Gwennaelle was
beginning to worry. What if something had happened to Erwann!
Granael carried on, going down, deeper towards the centre of the earth, without even
asking Gwennaelle if it was all right with her. The more he went down, the less
Gwennaelle could control her fear. She dreaded what she might find. She did not dare
to confide in Granael, though, in case he considered her a coward. He remained silent,
being very careful how he walked so that Gwennaelle would not loose her balance.
To Gwennaelle, it seemed that Granael had walked for a long time. She suddenly noticed
that the more they went down, the lighter the cave became. Gwennaelle could not believe
that there could be such a light at this depth.
It looked as if the light came down not only from the rocks that were above their heads,
but also radiated from the rock faces of the cave itself. However, she could see no hole
where it could be coming from. To her, it seemed like magic.
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