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5. A CHAT WITH OLD
WRINKLY

cked the dragon under

When his mother, Valhallarama, asked him at’
preakfast, “How did Inititation g0 yesterday, dear? >
Hiccup . Oh, it ~vasg fine. I caught my 'dragon,

“That’s nice, dear, Valhallarama replied vaguely.

Stoick the Vast looked up briefly from his bowl

and boomed, EXCELLENT, EXCELLENT, before
t task of shovelling food

getting back to the importan

into his mouth.
After breakfast, Hiccup went to sit on the

front step beside his grandfather, who was
smoking a pipe. It was a beautiful, cold, clear
winter’s morning, with not a breath of wind and
the sea all around as flat as glass.

Old Wrinkly blew out smoke rings contentedly
as he watched the sun coming up. Hiccup shivered
and chucked stones into the bracken. Neither of them
spoke for a long time.

3 At last Hiccup said, ‘T got that dragon.’
’% : ?#‘Ismd you would, didn’t T’ replied Old Wrinkly,
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laughing-stock than ever.’
Oh dear,’ said OId Wrinkly, chuckling i
; ina

wheezy way over his pipe.

y 4
m even more of a

Hiccup looked at him reproachfully. Old Wrinkly

CO

hurriedly turned the
‘Size is all :

‘ALL of these di

a reaI Sea )
is fifty times
A real Sea Dr
the ocean can s
ships in one

careless mystery like
as a scallop,

a cruel,

4 is
al Sea Dragon
o f, one moment calm

the mighty ocean itsel :
. like an octopus:

the next raging ' : :

“Well, here on Berk,” said Hiccup, where we

haven’t any Sea Dragons to compare anything with,
onsiderably smaller than everybody

my dragon is just ¢
else’s. You are getting off the point.

Am I?’ asked Old Wrinkly.

“The point is, I just don’t see how 1 am ever going
to become a Hero,’ said Hiccup gloomily. ‘T am the
least Heroic boy in the whole Hooligan Tribe.’

‘Oh pshaw, this ridiculous Tribe,” fumed Old
Wrinkly. ‘OK so you are not what we call a born Hero.
You’re not big and tough and charismatic like Snotlout.
But you’re just going to have to work at it. You’re going
wmhowtobe a Hero the Hard Way.’
yway,’ s2 inkly, ‘it might be just what
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Ah yes,’ said Old Weinkly,

a book on this subject, isn’t
does the great Professor of M
you should train a a

who is Master by
personality, that so

ever,’

ughtﬁlu)‘ “There’s

ing is just

‘but maybe you’ll
Train Your Dragon the Hard Way. You know

at deal about dragons, don’t you, Hiccup?
you’ve been doing over the

have to

a very gre :
All that Dragon-watching

years?’
“That’s a secret,” said Hiccup, uncomfortably.

T’ve seen you talking to them,’ said Old Wrinkly.
“That's NOT TRUE, protested Hiccup, going

bright-red in the face.
‘0K, then,” soothed Old Wrinkly,
calmly smoking his pipe, ‘it’s not true.’
There was silence for a bit. 9
It 75 true,” admitted
Hiccup, ‘but for Thor’s
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pointed out. T would say th '
effe.c.mre on any dragon :maflz 11:‘&8: & hlligmy
positively suicidal if you try it on anythilsle; l e
don’t you come up with some alterr ai Why
schemes yourself? i
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(F, DEEP IN THE

6. MEANWHI
0CEAN...

deep in the ocean,
the Isle of Berk, a real Sea Dragon such as

Old Wrinkly had been describing lay sleeping on the
sea-bed. He was indescribably large. He had been

there so long that he rt of the
floor itself, a great underwat

but not so very far from

Me anWhile ’

almost seemed to be pa
er mountain,

ocean-
covered in shells and barnacles, some of his limbs
half-buried in the sand.

hermit

Generation after generation of little
crabs had born and died in this Dragon’s ears.
W and hundreds of years he’d slept, because

\’'d had rather a large meal. He'd had the luck to
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