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CHAR AC TERS

JOANNA, teen ager, brave and de ter mined
THOMAS (or GRETA), her youn ger sib ling, close in age
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE, m or f, pre teen or teen
PETER (or BRIDGET), friend to Thomas and Joanna,

teen ager, good-hearted, com i cal
AD DI TIONAL VIL LAGERS (op tional), m or f
DRAGON, f, may be a pup pet ar tic u lated by one or more

peo ple
SIL HOU ETTES (op tional), two or more, m and f; may be

shadow pup pets
YOUNG DRAGONS, any num ber; may be pup pets

BAKER’S AP PREN TICE and PETER (BRIDGET) may be
doublecast as SIL HOU ETTES and/or DRAGON for a smaller
cast of 4, with or with out shadow and YOUNG DRAGON pup -
pets. If AD DI TIONAL VIL LAGERS are used and ex tras are de -
sired, ac tors and/or au di ence mem bers may cre ate the ob sta cles
that stand in the way of the jour ney up the moun tain: wind, wild 
an i mals, tree limbs, vines, rocks, etc., as well as YOUNG
DRAGONS and a fuller cast of SIL HOU ETTES. A mon tage of
AD DI TIONAL VIL LAGERS may also open the play, scur ry ing
across the stage from var i ous di rec tions, eye ing one an other sus -
pi ciously, hid ing the goods they’re car ry ing.

TIME: When there were drag ons…

SETTING: Thun der Moun tain and the bar ren val ley be low. 
The ac tion moves from road to moun tain trail to moun -
tain top, dis tin guished by light ing. Sets may be min i mal.

PLAYING TIME: about 40 min utes
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Thun der Moun tain

AT RISE: The stage is dark. There is a sud den flash of
LIGHT NING, quickly fol lowed by an om i nous roll of
THUN DER. Over lapping this is the fear some sound of
the Dragon’s ROAR. LIGHTS come up very slightly, as
if the world were bathed in cold star light. PETER and
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE en ter from op po site sides of
the stage. They each carry a lighted can dle or lan tern.
Both are cold, weak with hun ger, and wary. 

PETER. Baker’s Ap pren tice! I’ve half a dozen eggs here.
Will you trade for some of your bread?

BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. My mas ter for bids me to trade
with any one.

PETER. But why? We’ve al ways traded be fore.
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. How can I be sure your eggs

are fresh and good to eat? I’ve seen your chick ens. Like
ev ery thing else in this for saken vil lage, they’re sickly
and weak.

PETER. Per haps that’s be cause your mas ter re fuses to
share even a cup ful of his pre cious grain. 

BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. And why should he? He needs
it to bake bread for him self and his fam ily. 

PETER. We’ve had no bread or meat or milk for many
weeks. My sis ter is ill—

BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. Do you sup pose there’s no ill -
ness in my fam ily? 

PETER. What are we to do?
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BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. There’s noth ing we can do. But 
this I know: My mas ter’s bread is good. There’s no tell -
ing about your eggs, which are very likely rot ten.

PETER. Keep your bread, then. I’ve no doubt it’s stale and 
grisly with mold.

BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. You’ll never know, will you?
For I have ev ery in ten tion of keep ing it, and keep ing it
safe, where it won’t be found by you or any  of our med -
dling neigh bors. You’d be wise to hide what lit tle you
have as well.

(BAKER’S AP PREN TICE ex its, huff ily. There is an other
clap of THUN DER, fol lowed by the Dragon’s ROAR.)

PETER (looks up, over au di ences heads, to ward Thun der
Moun tain, shakes his fist and shouts). Cursed dragon!
Re turn the sun to its right ful place in the sky be fore my
poor sis ter dies of your treach ery—and the self ish ness of 
this mis er a ble vil lage!

(As PETER sinks to his knees in de spair, THOMAS and
JOANNA hurry on, shar ing the weight of a bas ket of ap -
ples be tween them. They also carry a can dle or lan tern.)

JOANNA (run ning to PETER’s side) . Pe ter! What’s
wrong? Are you ill?

PETER. More sick at heart than in body. My sis ter is dy ing
from lack of nour ish ment, and no one in this vil lage will 
help her. 

THOMAS. They’re all wor ried about their own fam i lies.
There’s sick ness ev ery where since…
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(An other clap of THUN DER and ROAR. They cringe.)

JOANNA. Since the dragon stole the sun.
THOMAS. Since our farms be gan to wither and rot.
PETER. Since our neigh bors be gan to hoard ev ery thing

they have—the baker his bread—
JOANNA. The shep herd his flock—
THOMAS. The dairy maid her milk and cheese—
JOANNA. We still have some ap ples to share with you,

Pe ter.
PETER. I’ll gladly trade for a few of our eggs. The baker’s 

ap pren tice claims they’re no good, and per haps they
could be fresher, but they’re all we have left.

THOMAS (as they trade a few eggs and ap ples). We’ll
bring these right home to Fa ther.

JOANNA. Per haps they will help him feel better.
PETER. Is your fa ther ill, too?
JOANNA. He grows weaker ev ery day. 
PETER. Like my poor lit tle Tanya.
THOMAS. The very young and the old feel the suf fer ing

most.
PETER. The rest of us will feel it soon enough. And ev ery -

one says there’s noth ing we can do.
THOMAS (af ter ex chang ing a glance with JOANNA) .

We’ve come to a de ci sion, Joanna and I.
JOANNA. We’re go ing to climb Thun der Moun tain—
THOMAS. And con front the dragon.
PETER. Thomas! Joanna! How can you think of such a

thing?
JOANNA. We’re will ing to beg or bar gain. 
THOMAS. Or rea son with the crea ture, if we can.
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PETER. No one has ever re turned alive from the top of
Thun der Moun tain. Bones have been found. Scraps of
cloth ing—

JOANNA. What choice do we have, Pe ter?
PETER. They say this is the last dragon on earth, and it

needed the sun to pre serve its own fire. It will never
give up the sun while it lives.

THOMAS. No one knows that for sure—
PETER. They say we must wait. The dragon will die even -

tu ally and its power over the sun will die with it.
THOMAS. Our fa ther can not wait much lon ger.
PETER. Nor can my sis ter.
JOANNA. Will you come with us?
PETER (back ing away ner vously). To the top of Thun der

Moun tain?
THOMAS & JOANNA. Yes!
PETER. To con front the dragon? 
THOMAS & JOANNA. Yes!
PETER. Oh…my…it’s re ally very kind of you to in vite

me, but…Mother and Fa ther would never per mit such a
thing. They’ve lost all hope. If they lose me, too—

JOANNA. It’s all right, Pe ter. Stay and take care of your
fam ily as best you can, es pe cially dear lit tle Tanya. 

THOMAS. And send us your good thoughts, to warm us
on our way.

PETER. I will! But how will you find strength to climb the 
moun tain and face the dragon when you’ve noth ing to
eat but the last of your ap ples?

THOMAS. We’ll eat few of those. We plan to of fer the
dragon as many as we can in re turn for the sun.

PETER. It won’t be enough!
JOANNA. It’s all we have.
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PETER. No one else would even dream of climb ing Thun -
der Moun tain!

JOANNA. That’s why Thomas and I must be the ones to try.
PETER. When will you go?
THOMAS. Very soon. We’ll take our leave of Fa ther—
JOANNA. And give him the eggs you’ve been kind

enough to share—
THOMAS. Then we’ll be on our way.
PETER (hug ging each of them) . Be care ful, my friends. 
THOMAS. We will, Pe ter. We will.

(PETER watches sadly as JOANNA and THOMAS exit.
LIGHT NING. THUN DER. The Dragon’s ROAR. BAKER’S
AP PREN TICE en ters at op po site side of stage. BAKER’S
AP PREN TICE and PETER speak di rectly to au di ence
rather than to one an other. If AD DI TIONAL VIL LAGERS
are used, BAKER’S AP PREN TICE’s lines may be di -
vided among them, or they make speak as a cho rus.)

PETER. Such cour age!
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. Such fool ish ness!
PETER. It makes me feel hope ful again.
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. I can’t imag ine why. 
PETER. They may save all our lives.
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. They may die a quicker death.
PETER. At least they’re try ing to do some thing. 
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. It won’t be enough.
PETER. We’ve been help less so long.
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. We’re help less still.
PETER. We have one an other.
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BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. We have only our selves.
(LIGHT NING. THUN DER. Dragon’s ROAR. ALL cringe 
in re sponse.) And that—the voice of our doom.

PETER. There is al ways hope.
BAKER’S AP PREN TICE. There is no hope. No hope at all.

(PETER and BAKER’S AP PREN TICE—and VIL LAGERS
blow out their can dles and exit. MU SIC be gins. The stage
takes on an ee rie glow, as if a very bleak dawn were ap -
p roach ing. THOMAS and JOANNA en ter. They no lon -
ger need their can dle, but the air grows colder as they
as cend the moun tain. MU SIC fades. A harsh WIND
blows.)

THOMAS. Do you want to stop, Joanna? We could eat an
ap ple or two and rest a while.

JOANNA. We must save as many ap ples as we can for the
dragon. But I would like to sit down—for just a mo-
ment.

THOMAS. Of course. We can stop here. (They find a place 
to sit, hud dled to gether, and lis ten to the WIND for a
mo ment.) That wind is fierce.

JOANNA. The light is so strange.
THOMAS. It is an odd sort of glow. 
JOANNA. It’s even colder here than down in the vil lage,

and that was cold enough.
THOMAS. I know. I’m be gin ning to for get what it was

ever like to be warm, what it was like at all—be fore.
JOANNA. You must re mem ber, Thomas. There was sun -

shine—warm on our faces. It came stream ing through
the win dows of our cot tage, mak ing golden pat terns on
the floor.
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THOMAS (try ing to re mem ber). When you speak of it, I
can al most feel it. It woke me ev ery morn ing.

JOANNA. Yes! And birds sang in the trees.
THOMAS. Pe ter brought us fresh eggs some times—
JOANNA. And al ways found a way to stay for break fast.

His sec ond break fast, I be lieve, though he would never
ad mit it.

THOMAS. Af ter break fast, we helped Fa ther in the or chard.
JOANNA. The two of us, not Pe ter.
THOMAS (laugh ing). Pe ter al ways found a way not to stay 

for hard work.
JOANNA. And when we walked to school, wildflow ers

bloomed in the meadow—
THOMAS. I re mem ber! All pur ple and red and blue and

gold!
JOANNA. And peo ple smiled at one an other when they

met on the road.
THOMAS. Yes. They did.
JOANNA. Do you re mem ber even be fore that, Thomas,

when we were very young—and Mama was alive?
THOMAS. Of course. 
JOANNA. What would she think of us now, leav ing Fa ther

and climb ing Thun der Moun tain alone?
THOMAS. She would be afraid for us, but more afraid for

Fa ther. She would want us to do what we could to save
him.

JOANNA. Do you re mem ber Un cle Jo seph’s sto ries about
the dragon? I think Mama was more fright ened of those
sto ries than we were.

THOMAS. No, she was n’t. She just pre tended to be fright -
ened be cause it pleased Un cle Jo seph.

JOANNA. I sup pose so. 
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THOMAS. Would you pre tend to be fright ened just to
please me?

JOANNA. Maybe. I’m pre tend ing to be brave, right now!
THOMAS. So am I.

(The WIND whis tles fiercely.)

JOANNA. Oh, that wind! I think it wants to blow us right
off this moun tain!

THOMAS. We’d better get on with our jour ney.

(MU SIC plays as JOANNA and THOMAS exit. Af ter a
brief pause, PETER en ters, out of breath, lug ging a
heavy bas ket. MU SIC fades. WIND blows.)

PETER. Thomas? Joanna? Oh, how could any one hear
any thing in this wind? (He puts down bas ket, rum mages
around in it, pulls out a piece of cheese and nib bles at it 
ner vously and guilt ily. WIND whis tles louder.) I re ally
must find them soon! Joanna? Thomas?

(He snatches up bas ket and hur ries off. WIND blows.
MU SIC be gins again as LIGHT grows a bit brighter—
and more ee rie. THOMAS and JOANNA en ter, very
weary now. MU SIC fades.)

THOMAS. It’s no use. We’d better eat some thing. We’ve
got to keep up our strength.

(As they speak, they find a place to sit, gather sticks,
and light a small fire.)
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JOANNA. There’s not a berry left any where on this moun -
tain.

THOMAS. Ev ery thing’s dried up and blown away in this
aw ful wind. 

JOANNA. My hands and feet are frozen. 
THOMAS. Mine, too. I can hardly feel my nose.
JOANNA (hold ing up an ap ple). I sup pose one or two ap -

ples less won’t make any dif fer ence to the dragon.
THOMAS (quickly choos ing an ap ple for him self). It will

lighten our load. (They each bite into their ap ples and
sigh in re lief. THOMAS looks around.) Has it grown
brighter, do you think?

JOANNA. Yes. Brighter, but no warmer.

(LIGHT NING. THUN DER. The Dragon’s ROAR, closer
than be fore. They re act with alarm.)

THOMAS. Those were only sto ries that Un cle Jo seph told
us, were n’t they? About the dragon—and the men who
climbed this moun tain and never re turned?

JOANNA. Only sto ries. 
THOMAS. They seemed real! 
JOANNA. They did. But they were just for fun! (Re calling 

her un cle’s words and his spooky sto ry tell ing style.)
Once there was an an cient and mighty dragon who lived 
in a cave on the high est peak of Thun der Moun tain.

(As the story is told, MU SIC plays. SIL HOU ETTES may
be seen, flick er ing as if in the shad ows cast by the fire,
act ing out the char ac ters in each ep i sode of the story, as 
do JOANNA and THOMAS. SOUND ap pro pri ate to the
story ac tion may also be added in clud ing the Dragon’s
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ROAR, but in stead of cow er ing, JOANNA and THOMAS 
a re com pletely caught up in tell ing one an other the fa -
mil iar story now and rel ish the scare.)

THOMAS (tak ing his cue from JOANNA, as MU SIC
plays). No one had ever seen this dragon, and yet no one 
ever doubted that it was there. When ever light ning and
thun der ex ploded in the sky above the moun tain—

JOANNA. Vil lagers in the val ley be low swore they could
hear the dragon’s ter ri ble roar—

THOMAS. And see the fire that flamed in its breath.
JOANNA. Once—
THOMAS. Twice—
THOMAS & JOANNA. Three times—
JOANNA. Men from the vil lage climbed to the high est

peak of Thun der Moun tain—
THOMAS. To track the dragon to its se cret lair.
JOANNA. Where, it was said, gold leaf cov ered the walls—
THOMAS. Di a monds dripped from the ceil ing—
JOANNA. And pearls paved the floor.
THOMAS. In search of these riches, three men ven tured

forth—
JOANNA. For the sake of these riches, three men dared the 

dragon’s wrath—
THOMAS & JOANNA. Once, twice, three times—
THOMAS. And no more.
JOANNA (im i tat ing the young man’s strut). The first was a 

young man, brash and brave, and stron ger, peo ple said,
than any who had ever lived.

THOMAS (in di cat ing JOANNA as she con tin ues to strut).
Be fore he left the vil lage, he bragged of his strength to
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all who would lis ten and claimed he would wres tle the
dragon with his own bare hands. 

JOANNA (in a deep voice). “The crea ture will give up its
trea sure,” he cried, “and I shall force it to carry ev ery -
thing back to the vil lage for me like a com mon beast of
bur den.”

THOMAS. And so he be gan his climb. Days passed—
JOANNA (be com ing “sweet heart”). And then weeks. His

sweet heart gazed to ward the moun tain from dawn till dusk.
THOMAS & JOANNA (in ton ing the words om i nously).

But he was never seen again. 
THOMAS (hands flut ter ing the imag i nary “scrap” to ward

JOANNA). On the an ni ver sary of the day he left, a cold
wind car ried a scrap of his shirt across the vil lage green
and laid it to rest at his sweet heart’s feet.

JOANNA (kneel ing and pick ing up “scrap” ten derly). It
was black as coal, they say, charred by the dragon’s fi -
ery breath.

THOMAS. Still, tales of the dragon’s riches grew. 
JOANNA (as her self again). A sec ond ad ven turer came

for ward to chal lenge the moun tain—this one a man of
mid dle age, an ex pe ri enced sol dier of for tune.

THOMAS (bran dish ing “sword” as mid dle-aged man). In
his hand, he held a sil ver sword that glis tened in the
sun light.

JOANNA. There were those who be lieved this sword had
mag i cal pow ers, pow ers mighty enough to de feat all en -
e mies, even a dragon.

THOMAS. “I will slay the beast,” the sol dier de clared,
“and make its for tune my own.”

JOANNA. And so he be gan his climb. Weeks passed—
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THOMAS (be com ing child at win dow). —and then
months. The sol dier’s wife and chil dren gazed to ward
the moun tain from dawn un til dusk.

THOMAS & JOANNA (as be fore, en joy ing the shiver).
But he was never seen again. 

JOANNA (point ing to imag i nary sword). On the an ni ver-
sary of the day he left, his sword was found at the foot
of the moun tain—

THOMAS (kneel ing to touch “sword” gin gerly). Man gled,
they say, by a sin gle blow from the dragon’s tail.

JOANNA. But, in time, the vil lag ers for got this, too, and
again craved the dragon’s for tune. 

THOMAS. Bent with age, but still ea ger to gather gold and 
jew els, a third man brewed a poi son ous po tion.

JOANNA (bent over and speak ing in a cracked, aged
voice). “This will sub due the dragon,” he be lieved, “and
force it to do my bid ding.”

THOMAS. And so he be gan his climb. Months passed—
JOANNA (be com ing a “grand child”). And then years. His 

grand chil dren gazed to ward the moun tain from dawn to
dusk.

THOMAS and JOANNA (as be fore) . But he was never
seen again.

THOMAS (hands flut ter ing to ward JOANNA as a
“stream”). And ev ery year, on the an ni ver sary of the
day he set forth, a stream poured down from the moun -
tain top to the vil lage gates, dark with a poi son ous brew.

JOANNA (cow er ing away from “stream”). At last, the vil -
lag ers gave up their dreams of wealth and power. Not
one of them ever again dared to scale Thun der Moun tain 
and face the dragon in its lair—
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(A pause. MU SIC, SOUNDS and SIL HOU ETTES fade.)

THOMAS (as him self, fright ened and se ri ous again). Un til
to day.

(LIGHT NING. THUN DER. Dragon’s ROAR.)

JOANNA (re as sur ing her self and THOMAS). They were
only sto ries Un cle told.

THOMAS. Only sto ries.

(WIND whis tles.)

JOANNA. We’d better go on.

(They put out fire, hurry off stage. WIND blows. MU SIC
be gins. PETER drags on, pant ing heavily, still car ry ing
his bas ket. MU SIC fades.)

PETER (see ing re mains of fire). They’ve come this way.
These ashes are still warm from a fire. (He puts down
bas ket, pulls out a loaf of bread, tears off a piece and
gnaws on it, with less guilt than be fore.) But I can’t keep
chas ing af ter them much lon ger. If Mother and Fa ther
dis cover I’m gone— (Snatches up bas ket, tries to go for -
ward.) A hun dred paces more. (WIND whis tles.) No, I
can’t do it. (Turns back, hes i tates.) But how can I turn
back—and face our friends in the vil lage? (Starts up
moun tain again.) A hun dred paces, then. (WIND whis -
tles.) Fifty. Fifty’s enough. (LIGHT NING. THUN DER.
Dragon’s ROAR.) Oh, please let me find them soon!
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(He hur ries off. WIND whis tles, MU SIC plays. Strange
LIGHT be comes even brighter. THOMAS and JOANNA
en ter, ex hausted. MU SIC fades.)

THOMAS. A few more steps. There’s shel ter from the
wind here. We can rest.

JOANNA. I don’t think I can go on, Thomas. 
THOMAS. I don’t sup pose an other ap ple would help. (He

of fers her one; she waves it away.)
JOANNA. I have never in my life turned down an ap ple

from Fa ther’s or chard, but it’s not what I need now. I’m
ex hausted and frozen!

THOMAS. I sup pose we could turn back.
JOANNA. No. There’s only sick ness and sor row wait ing

for us back there. Be sides, it’s far ther down the moun -
tain now than up.

THOMAS. It’s even brighter here.
JOANNA. But no warmer some how.
THOMAS. No. It’s that same strange glow. Could it be the 

sun—bur ied some how?
JOANNA. It does n’t seem very much like the sun. It’s so

cold.
THOMAS. Still we must be get ting closer. 
JOANNA. Closer to what, I won der?
THOMAS (hear ing a rus tling noise off stage). What was that?
JOANNA. Where?
THOMAS. Some thing’s mov ing in the brush!
JOANNA. Hide! Hurry!

(As they try to gather their things and start off, 
PETER’s voice is heard, call ing:)
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PETER (off stage). Thomas? Joanna? Halloooooo!
JOANNA. Pe ter?

(PETER stag gers on stage, gasp ing, the bas ket in one
hand, a half-eaten car rot in the other.)

THOMAS. Pe ter! What are you do ing up here?
PETER (col laps ing to his knees at the sight of them). I’ve

been ask ing my self the same ques tion for the last…two
thou sand, three hun dred, and sixty-seven paces. Oh,
Joanna! Thomas! I’m so glad I’ve found you!

JOANNA (as she and THOMAS rush to PETER’s side) .
But what are you do ing here? (PETER waves the car rot
to ask for a mo ment to catch his breath.) And where did 
you get that car rot? I can’t re mem ber when I last saw a
car rot. Look at that! (PETER gives it to her.) Oh, thank
you! (She breaks off a piece for THOMAS, who takes a
bite.)

THOMAS. This is the best car rot I have ever tasted.
JOANNA. You’ve never even liked car rots.
THOMAS. That was…be fore. When I could af ford not to.

(Sud denly cu ri ous, un cov ers PETER’s bas ket.) Bread!
JOANNA. And cheese!
THOMAS. And wal nuts!
JOANNA. And more car rots!
THOMAS (to PETER). You have n’t been steal ing food,

have you?
PETER. Not ex actly.
THOMAS. How can you “not ex actly” steal?
PETER. When I told our friends what you were do -

ing—climb ing Thun der Moun tain to con front the dragon 
for all of our sakes—they agreed we needed to help you. 
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We dared not ask our par ents—they’ve given up all
hope that things will ever get better and feel they must
help no one out side their own fam i lies. But we, the older 
chil dren—not the lit tle ones like Tanya—we could each
man age to share our own por tions of food with you. Our 
fam i lies will be no worse off for the loss. We may go a
lit tle hun grier our selves, but that’s noth ing com pared to
what you’re will ing to do. So—here it is, not a lot, but
some thing from ev ery house hold. (A pause, and then:)
Ex cept for the lit tle bit I’ve eaten my self to keep up my
strength while I searched for you. I’d better go back
now, be fore Fa ther and Mother dis cover I’ve gone.

JOANNA. Oh, Pe ter, what a brave thing you and the oth ers 
have done. Thank you!

THOMAS. Yes, give them all our thanks. And tell them
they must not give up hope. There’s al ways hope—es pe-
cially if we can de pend on one an other.

PETER. I’ll tell them.
JOANNA. Hurry home now.
PETER. The way down will seem much shorter than the

way up. And eas ier, with out the bas ket and all that food
to carry— (He eyes the bas ket long ingly. THOMAS and
JOANNA. look at each other, then hold the bas ket out to 
him.)

THOMAS. Take what you need.
PETER. Oh, I could n’t—
JOANNA. You must keep up your strength.
PETER (takes an item from bas ket). Very well. (And an -

other.) If you in sist. (And maybe just one more.) Many
thanks. (One more? No, he re sists.) Good bye. And good
luck!

THOMAS. Good bye, Pe ter.
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JOANNA. For now. Thank you!

(THOMAS and JOANNA wave as they watch him de -
scend for a mo ment. Then the LIGHT sud denly grows
even more in tense and strange.)

THOMAS. Some thing’s hap pen ing. Do you see it? The
light has grown stron ger.

JOANNA. It’s not the sun. It’s not at all like the sun!
THOMAS. It’s the dragon!

(LIGHT NING. THUN DER. The Dragon’s ROAR, closer
than ever. MU SIC. THOMAS and JOANNA hud dle in
fear, shield ing their eyes from her bright ness as the
DRAGON ap pears. She is both ter ri fy ing and mag nif i-
cent. Her voice should be elec tron i cally am pli fied. MU-
SIC fades as she speaks.)

JOANNA (un cov ers her eyes and is daz zled by the sight).
Thomas, look! She’s beau ti ful!

DRAGON. Who dares ap proach my lair?
JOANNA. Joanna—
THOMAS (un cov er ing h is eyes more hes i tantly than

JOANNA). And Thomas—
JOANNA. From the vil lage be low.
DRAGON. Have you come to do bat tle with me?
JOANNA. No!
DRAGON. You carry no swords?
THOMAS. We have no swords to carry.
DRAGON. No poi son ous po tions?
JOANNA. No po tions at all. (Af ter a mo ment’s thought:)

Are they true then, the ter ri ble sto ries we’ve heard?
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DRAGON (un fa mil iar with the word “sto ries”).  I know no 
“sto ries.”

THOMAS. And the gold leaf that lines your cave? Is that
true? And the pearls that car pet your floor?

DRAGON. What use have I for these things you speak of?
(No ticing bas kets.) What do you carry in those bas kets?

THOMAS. Food. 
DRAGON  (amazed and tempted). Food?
JOANNA. Yes! And we would gladly share it with you—
DRAGON (draws back, emit ting a roar of un cer tainty and

im pa tience). You seem harm less enough. Re turn to your
vil lage while you still can. No one is al lowed even one
step closer to the top of Thun der Moun tain. Woe to
those who try.

JOANNA. We’ll come no closer. We prom ise. But we
can’t re turn to our vil lage. Not be fore we speak to you.

THOMAS. We’ve come to beg you to re turn the sun to its
right ful place in the sky, so that we may all share in its
warmth and light.

DRAGON. Never! I need the sun to re main ex actly where
it is—bur ied deep in Thun der Moun tain.

JOANNA. But why?
THOMAS. What good is it do ing you to live—like us—in

eter nal cold and gloom?
DRAGON. It is not for my self that I stole the sun. Like

you, I grow weaker ev ery day, but I know that can not be 
helped. Death co mes to all—

JOANNA. Then you are the last of your kind? 
DRAGON. I am not the last! But when the threats came

from be low—once, twice, three times!—the oth ers
moved on—a few at first, then many, then all. I chose to 
stay, rather than aban don my brood. 
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JOANNA. Your brood?
DRAGON. It was for my young that I stole the sun. Our

lit tle ones need the fire of an en tire dragon clan to keep
them warm un til they hatch, and there was no one left to 
help me. 

THOMAS. How sad!
DRAGON. Sad it was, and sad der it grows with ev ery pass -

ing day. There is noth ing left on the moun tain for me to
eat. It is nearly time for the eggs to hatch, and I fear I will
not live long enough to raise those I’ve tried so hard to
save.

THOMAS. But we’ve brought food! 
JOANNA. Ap ples, bread, cheese and more. Take what you need.
DRAGON. You are most kind. But even this bounty will

not last long. And many years are re quired to raise young
drag ons. I fear we are doomed. I wish I knew why.

THOMAS. Then you don’t un der stand what you’ve done? 
DRAGON. I found the warmth my brood needs to hatch.

And ev ery thing since has gone wrong. No, I do not un -
der stand.

JOANNA. Hiding the sun has caused the moun tain to
die—and all your food with it. 

THOMAS. It’s the same with us in the vil lage. Hiding
what we have from one an other, we grow ill our selves.

DRAGON. My clan has al ways shared its fire for the good
of the young. 

JOANNA. Then you see what must be done. The earth will 
grow more for you to eat only when you re turn the sun
to the sky—for all to share.

DRAGON. What I see and what I can do are not the same.
I was strong when I cap tured the sun and bur ied it deep
within my moun tain. Now I am weak.
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THOMAS. Then eat what we’ve brought you! And use the
strength it gives you to save us all—in clud ing your self. 

JOANNA. Your lit tle ones will need you to be strong.
DRAGON. Yes. For their sake, I must ac cept your kind ness,

and I thank you for it. (MU SIC plays, as THOMAS and
JOANNA hap pily share their food with the DRAGON. Her
en ergy re newed, DRAGON roars joy ously. MU SIC fades.)
Oh, I do feel better than I have in a long, long while.

THOMAS. Do you think you can man age now—to re turn
the sun to the sky?

DRAGON. I don’t know—but I will try.

(She ex its. LIGHT NING. THUN DER. A long and ar du -
ous ROAR as DRAGON re leases the sun, bath ing the
stage in glo ri ous light. MU SIC. THOMAS and JOANNA
whirl and dance to gether in the sun light.)

THOMAS. The sun! 
JOANNA. Oh, I’d for got ten what a joy it is to feel warm!

(DRAGON re en ters. MU SIC fades.)

JOANNA. Thank you for what you’ve done!
THOMAS. You’ll see now—ev ery thing will mend, here on 

the moun tain top and down in our vil lage be low.
DRAGON. The mend ing be gan when you shared your food 

with me.
THOMAS. The mend ing be gan when Pe ter car ried it to us

from all of our friends.
JOANNA. The mend ing be gan with the first step of the

jour ney that brought us to gether.
DRAGON. Now you must re turn to your home.
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THOMAS. We’ll come back to visit you—
DRAGON. No! You must never come back!
JOANNA. Not even to see the young drag ons when they

hatch?
DRAGON. Es pe cially not for that. Oth ers will fol low you,

and they will not be so kind.
JOANNA. They can be cruel at times—
THOMAS. But not all of them.
DRAGON. The risk is too great. I must be left in peace to

raise my young. We have met and we have helped one
an other. Let that be enough.

JOANNA. Very well. 
DRAGON. Prom ise me you will never re turn!
THOMAS & JOANNA. We prom ise.
DRAGON. Prom ise you’ll tell no one you found me!
THOMAS. No one at all? Not even our friend Pe ter?
DRAGON. No one! 
THOMAS & JOANNA. We prom ise.
DRAGON. Thank you. Good bye, then. I must re turn to my 

brood.
THOMAS. Good bye.
JOANNA. We’ll still lis ten for your roar.

(With a last, mighty ROAR, DRAGON ex its.)

THOMAS. Only now, we won’t be afraid. (He and
JOANNA pick up bas kets, but are re luc tant to go.) No
one would ever be lieve we saw her—and spoke with
her. Or that she was beau ti ful—and nice.

JOANNA. It’s just as well. Let them be lieve the worst sto -
ries they’ve ever heard. That way, they’ll leave her alone.
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THOMAS. She never de nied those sto ries, did she? Or the
trea sure in her cave. Could it all have been true?

JOANNA. We’ll never know. (A loud crack ing NOISE off -
stage.) Lis ten!

(More noises fol low, and some thing like cheeping, only
much louder.) 

THOMAS. What was that?

(DRAGON ROARS joy fully.)

JOANNA. The eggs! They’re hatch ing!
THOMAS. Let’s go see—!
JOANNA. No. We must n’t dis turb them.
THOMAS. We could hide. They’d never know. Just one

peek?
JOANNA. I sup pose—
THOMAS. What harm would it do?
JOANNA. We prom ised never to re turn and never to tell—
THOMAS. But we have n’t left yet!
JOANNA (with a con spir a to rial grin) . That’s true!
THOMAS (grab bing her hand and pull ing her to the side

of the stage) . Over here. Quick!
JOANNA. Shhhhhhhhhhh!

(THOMAS and JOANNA hide where they can peek in as
MU SIC plays and DRAGON and YOUNG DRAGONS en -
ter and dance in the sun light. At some point dur ing the
dance, JOANNA and THOMAS exit. DRAGONS dance on 
as LIGHTS and MU SIC fade. Cur tain. End of play.)
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