
 



The dragon hunt:  
the maze of fear 

By Jill  

Chapter one: the messenger 

  

Once in a kingdom in Norway, Princess Astrid Leela of 

Oslo Norway expected a pleasant thing to come... her own 

servant. She was told that it would come that day on a 

train. Astrid listened to the birds chirping and the 

leaves rustling. The castle was of standard size, and was 

covered with pillars. Astrid flipped her long ginger hair 

around suddenly when a knock on the door sounded in the 

vast room. 

 “Mistress Astrid, he is here. You should be as kind 

as to greet him,” said a tiny voice from the other side 

of the door. 

 She walked down into the living area and into the mud 

room. A horrific sight met her eyes as she caught sight of 

the boy. He was hideous, unbathed, and dressed in rags. 

Astrid felt the bile build up in her mouth. Poor boy. Why, 

he must’ve been on the streets, she thought as she took a 

few steps backwards, away from the boy. 

 “Get him some proper clothes, a bath and some food. 

NOW!” ranted the Princess, looking away from the room.  



She looked out onto the porch, where a man stood at 

the front door, mail in the crook of his arm. She turned 

to the parlor, a neat, tidy room with a couch in the 

center. 

“Daddy, the mails here,” she said distractedly. She 

peered back at the boy, still standing there. 

 Arthur Leela, Astrid’s dad, walked into the room 

looking somewhat ill and passed by the boy. He opened the 

door and talked to the man, who shrugged and walked away. 

There, silence engulfed the room, until Arthur returned.  

“Go to your room, get the boy dressed and such and 

DON’T bother me!” Astrid’s dad commanded as he walked 

past. He quickened his pace up the spiral stairs to her 

mom’s room. 

With an aggravated flip of her hair, Astrid said, 

“Bring the boy to me when he is of my standards. I will 

be in my room.” 

And with that said, she tread out of the room, her 

thoughts on the strange way her father acted. 

  ♦       ♥        ♦        ♥ 

 

 

 Zeack looked at the castle in amazement. The 

pillars curved with the sun, the windows tinted with the 

light of mid-day. He had never been to a real life castle 



before. But he knew the architecture from the heart from 

the many architecture books he read. Zeack was here on one 

condition . . . he had to work for King Arthur’s 

daughter, Astrid. Mistress Astrid, he reminded himself. He 

walked past the huge double doors and into the main room, 

called the common room. It was filled with the newest 

designer sofas and the latest technology. He had his first 

glimpse of the lady he was to work for. Mistress Astrid 

walked down the hall with an arrogant stride in her step. 

When she saw him, she froze and looked like she was going 

to be sick. Zeack tried to smile at her, but she started 

barking out orders to the people around her, then flipped 

her hair and left. 

She seems nice, not really, thought Zeack as he got 

shepherded out of the room and into a sort of dressing 

room. He got a whole new wardrobe, a bath, which he really 

needed, and a lesson in manners and proper things to do 

and say around Astrid. He looked at his clean brown hair 

and white skin. People bustled around in a sort of semi 

urgency, somehow not bumping into each other on the way. 

Zeack walked up a flight of steps, which he assumed 

lead to Astrid’s room, and knocked on the door. 

“Who is it? I wish to be alone right now, with my 

teddy to spend my final moments being free of the horrid 

boy that was supposed to be a girl.” Came a muffled voice 

from inside the room. 



“Mistress Astrid? Am I the horrid boy, your 

arrogantness?”  

Zeack heard a loud crash, then a voice boom, “What 

did you just call me?!?” 

  ♦        ♥        ♦         ♥ 

 

Astrid got up so quickly that she crashed into her 

overhead slanted ceiling.  

Everything else was a bit of a haze as she jumped from 

her bed, rubbing her head and shouting in a loud voice, 

“What did you just call me?!?” 

Astrid burst through the door, while throwing a well-

aimed slap to the cheek. Zeack staggered backwards, caught 

off guard by the blow. Astrid gasped, horrified that she 

actually hit someone. She grabbed Zeack’s wrist and 

pulled him into her room. There, she tilted his head to 

get a better look at the hit. Astrid covered the hit with 

her hand while going to get something else to help with 

the pain. 

“Mistress, I’m fine, I assure you that you did no 

harm. It just caught me off guard, that’s all.” 

“No, your hurt and it’s my fault! I never hit anyone 

in my whole life.” said Astrid, plopping onto her bed. 

Her back turned to the victim of her rage. She burst into 

tears, each sob wracking her body in sadness. 



Zeack stared at her, unsure whether to comfort her or 

leave her alone. Astrid looked up at him with a heart 

breaking stare. Why did I do this to a boy? thought Astrid 

with a heart wrenching sob. She turned to Zeack and got 

up, an idea in her head. She paced around the room, and 

went back to Zeack.  

“I know what to do to make it up to you,” she said. 

“You will get to do everything with me.” 

Zeack looked incredulous as she grasped his hand and 

smiled. The smile had a promise hidden in it, one which 

Astrid wished not to break. Astrid looked at the clock 

overhead and sighed. Another quarter hour and it would be 

seven o’ clock sharp. Her father was sure taking his time 

to let her back out. Zeack let out a yawn and looked 

around. She put a pillow in Zeack’s hand and pointed to 

the floor.  

“Sleep. Zeack that is your name, right? Good. Lay 

down and sleep. It must have been a long day for you,” 

Astrid said as she pulled a blanket over Zeack and turned 

off the lights. 

Zeack just stared at Astrid like she was crazy. But 

after a little bit he fell asleep. As Zeack slept, Astrid 

paced around the room some more, waiting for her father’s 

return. She heard the tapping of footsteps and a faint 

knocking on her door. 

“Daddy? Is that you? Are you ok, because you seem out 

of it?” 



Astrid strode up to the door and peered through the 

little peephole. It was not her dad that was for sure. 

A burly man, looking about in his twenties, stood at 

the door. He waited patiently for someone to open the 

door, then knocked again. 

“Who’s there at my door? You are not someone I 

recognize,” said Astrid in a small voice. 

A deep rumble of a laugh sounded out and a low voice 

answered, “You are right, little girl. I am not your 

father or someone you know. I was sent here to give you a 

message that your father wouldn’t give to you himself. Is 

the other lad, Zeack, here by chance?” 

Astrid locked the door and turned on the lights as the 

messenger squeezed several letters through the gap under 

the door.  

The messenger winked and said, “I’ll meet you in the 

train station in Stockholm Sweden, in one month time. See 

you soon, very soon.” And with the words he wanted to say 

said, the messenger walked away. 

 

 

 

 

Chapter two: the rough journey to Sweden 

 

 



    ♦      ♥      ♦      ♥ 

 

 When Zeack woke up, he saw Astrid in a rocking chair, 

looking at some unseen paper in her delicate, but hard, 

hands. Astrid realized that Zeack was awake and gave a 

soft look towards something next to him. Zeack turned his 

head and saw a letter on the pillow. Wow, a letter to me. 

The first one I have ever gotten. Thought Zeack as he goes 

up to open it. He slowly picked up the letter and time 

seemed frozen in place as he read the letter. Incased in 

the envelope, the letter read: 

 

Congratulations for Winning the Contest!! 

 You, Zeack Morgin, have been chosen to participate in 

the first ever Dragon Hunt. You and the other winner, 

Astrid Leela, need to be present for the nine o’ clock 

train at Stockholm Station, Sweden. There, you will be 

picked up by the messenger, and will be taken to Finland 

to go into a maze. You must find a dragon egg and bring it 

back safely. You will need to pack for about a months’ 

worth of things and clothes. The other things will be 

explained later. Tooddles!! 

Brady McCoy 

Zeack stared at the letter with a perplexed look on 

his face. I am going to Sweden, then. Cool, thought Zeack 

as he got up and turned to Astrid. 



 “We are going to Sweden? Why were we chosen in a 

group of people who actually WANT to do this?” he asked 

as Astrid looked at him. 

 Astrid nodded solemnly as there was a knock on the 

door. 

“Astrid, you can come out now. I had an uninvited 

guest over, but he is gone now,” said Arthur as he opened 

the door and Astrid and Zeack came out. 

 Zeack went down to the dining room to get some food 

for Astrid. When he came back, Arthur was staring at 

Astrid very weirdly, almost angrily, and had an 

unidentifiable expression. He turned to Zeack, and fixed 

on him a death stare and then back to Astrid. 

“You are not going to Sweden. You will stay here and 

forget what my unexpected guest said or gave to you. Do 

not leave the house, and do not under any circumstances 

leave out of sight.” 

Zeack was shocked that Astrid’s dad would talk to her 

that way. Zeack nodded, stunned by the abrupt turn of 

events. He sat down and began to eat his food. All was 

silent as the Leela family and their servants sat down to 

eat. Ingrid, Astrid’s mother, was a fair woman in all 

perspectives of life. She was tall and slender, with 

beautiful dirty blond hair and a kind, but strict aura 

around her, like Astrid. 



“So what did you do today? Was it any fun?” she 

asked, a curious expression crossed her face. 

All was still as Astrid and Zeack tried to come up 

with a retort. Everything seemed to stop and stand still, 

like the whole of the castle was waiting for their 

response. 

“They are quite tired and should go to bed at this 

moment. Zeack, you shall sleep in the room next to 

Astrid’s, for if she needs you, you need to be close,” 

said Arthur, saving them from having to feel the wrath of 

Ingrid Leela. 

They trudged to their rooms, both put out of their 

high spirits. They went into their rooms, waiting for the 

next day. 

   ♦     ♥     ♦      ♥ 

Night fell and Astrid finally got her chance to sneak 

out of her room. She tip-toed into the hallway and knocked 

on Zeack’s door. 

“Psst, it’s me Astrid,” she whispered. 

“Come on in, Astrid,” replied Zeack as she strode 

into the room, ready to commence their plan. 

“I don’t care what my father said. Pack up your 

stuff, we are going,” demanded Astrid. 

“Well, Astrid, I could lose my job or worse if we get 

caught. This isn’t just your dad, this is the king. If 



you want to leave, then leave. I like this castle and if 

you don’t, then fine by me.” 

“Wait for another day, then see how you like being 

caged up in an old dusty castle. Only a few kids will ever 

get the chance to do this. Not just in Scandinavia, but 

around the world, too. If you stay here, anyway, my dad 

would literally kill you with boredom.” 

“Well, why should I risk my own life for an egg? What 

if we are really walking into an assassin’s trap? What is 

the big deal about it anyways?” asked Zeack. 

“I heard that the dragon egg brings good luck, and 

that the dragon inside will solve any problem you want it 

to. You could have a forever mate that will never leave 

you, you can, with the proper equipment, ride on its back. 

You could go places you only dreamed of going. Wouldn’t 

that be nice, Zeack?” 

“I spent a lot of time and hard work trying to get 

here, and I will not throw it away like one of your old 

toys.” 

“Well, how about this then. I can tell daddy that you 

stole from the jewel chamber and then beat me into 

silence. Then you would lose more than your job, probably. 

Maybe for the drama factor, I could throw in fake 

sobbing,” snapped Astrid.  

“You wouldn’t do that to me, would you Astrid?” 



“Oh, you don’t know me, Zeack. You don’t know the 

true me at all.” 

“Fine, but if what you say is a lie, I will leave you 

stranded on the path, go home to my house, and pretend 

that this is just a nightmare.”  

Astrid paced around the room, waiting for Zeack to 

pack up his belongings for their trip. They were going to 

sneak out of the window and, with their things, they will 

go into the night and walk, or hitch a ride, to Sweden. 

“I am ready, Astrid, so now we can go!” came the 

voice of Zeack as he got nearer to the window. 

Astrid slowly made her way to the window, whispering a 

quick prayer under her breath as she stood on the window 

sill. She took one last look at the small room, then 

turned her head to the brunette servant, and jumped into 

the bush.  

Astrid landed with a thud and got up to make way for 

Zeack. As Zeack landed, she noticed that a room close to 

her room was lit up, and the figures of her parents were 

looking right at her on the other side of the window. They 

knew that Astrid would try to run away. But, they didn’t 

think that she would jump out of his window. 

“Zeack, we have to go! My parents know we left!” 

cried Astrid as she dragged Zeack to his feet and ran into 

the woods surrounding the house. 



Astrid did not stop running until she was sure that 

they were far enough away so that they could not be 

chased. Zeack fell into a heap panting like a mad dog in a 

fight. Astrid sat down, breathing a sigh of relief. Zeack 

put down the bags and sat up in a heap of shrubbery. 

Noises of the nocturnal animals sounded through the dry, 

crisp air. The trees leaned to one side, as though to 

shield them from the bitter wind of night. Astrid, 

prepared for the long night, settled down in the 

underbrush. 

When morning arose, Astrid woke up to the sound of 

rustling in the dense bushes. Zeack popped through one of 

the bushes into the clearing and dropped a dead rabbit, an 

armful of wild strawberries, and dry wood to make a fire.  

He smiled at Astrid, then began to make the meager 

breakfast as appetizing as possible. “You better be right 

about this dragon egg.” 

“You’ll see I’m right,” replied Astrid. 

Astrid cringed at the thought of eating a wild rabbit. 

But, she thought, at least there is any food at all in 

this place. She went to a nearby stream and washed herself 

off, then changed into some new, clean clothes. When she 

came back, she smelled the rabbit burning on the fire. 

Zeack must have been a street boy, thought Astrid as she 

took her place at a sunny rock in the clearing. Zeack 

again looked up at her and Astrid could see the proud 



gleam in his eyes as he tore off a piece of the meat for 

her. 

Astrid tried to remain unruffled as she ate the piece 

of rabbit.It lived, it pooped and now I am eating it, she 

thought as she swallowed the last bit. Zeack gave her a 

few strawberries, then he went down to the stream to wash 

his dirty brown hair. 

Astrid looked around her new surroundings. Flowers 

bloomed in all colors, even black. The forest was alive 

with animals swarming around the floor, going out to get 

food. 

Astrid had enough of the animals. They seemed so happy 

while Zeack and she were in danger. 

“Stop!!! You dumb animals know nothing of what is 

going on! You stupid animals do not know how much danger 

we are in. You just stare at the ground like the stupid 

animals you are!” Astrid shouted as the full consequences 

of last night’s decision overwhelmed her and she burst 

into tears. 

Zeack ran over to Astrid and asked, “Are you ok, 

Astrid? Do not cry, please!” 

“Do I look ok to you?!” 

Zeack stared at her in silence. He is a terrible 

servant. He cannot even try to cheer me up, thought Astrid 

as she got up and walked away. 

   ♦      ♥       ♦       ♥  



 

 Zeack started after her trying to calm her down, 

but she would not stop walking. He sighed and picked up 

their belongings, then raced after the distraught 

princess. The pair walked all day, Zeack not knowing where 

they were going. At last, Astrid halted at the edge of the 

forest. 

“We will rest here. Then we will continue down the 

path and into Finland. Next, we will travel down into town 

and get a ride to Sweden,” said Astrid as she strode into 

the small village ahead of them. 

When they walked into the village, the people were 

already settled in for the night. Zeack looked around at 

the deserted street of the village. No one was out now. A 

few people looked at them through the curtains of their 

windows. Astrid strode on, arrogantly ignoring that 

visitors were not wanted in the tiny village this late at 

night. Zeack looked at Astrid, hoping that they could just 

move on to the next village. 

Astrid looked back at him, defiantly not going out of 

the village, but instead going up to a house and knocking 

on the door. 

A small woman poked her head through the door and said 

in a raspy voice, “What are children like you doing out 

in the forest? This is not visiting hour. Is it?” 



Zeack looked around the village, for it seemed smaller 

than before. He felt that heads were peeking out of every 

window and staring into their souls. Zeack looked back at 

Astrid, but she was ignoring everything except the old 

woman. 

“I am sorry for my friend’s arrogantness, miss,” 

said Zeack as he grabbed Astrid’s sleeve and began to 

pull her away. “She just came from Australia, so we need 

to go now.” 

The woman closely examined their faces and nodded in 

understanding, “Oh you must be tired and hungry. Come on 

in.” 

Astrid began to enter when Zeack saw a wanted poster 

nailed on a nearby stable. It had a photo of each of them 

on it and said:  

WANTED,  

ZEACK MORGIN FOR TREASON AGAINST THE KING 

10,000 Gold Pieces ON HIS HEAD 

ASTRID LEELA 

WANTED FOR RUNNING AWAY FROM HOME 

PLEASE RETURN ALIVE AND WELL 

50,000 Gold Pieces for Her Safe Return  

“No, I insist we cannot stay and burden you,” Zeack 

said urgently as he grabbed Astrid’s arm, not letting her 

go in any further.  



Astrid was livid. She stomped on Zeack’s foot and 

scowled at him, giving him the silent treatment. 

 “Stay, please stay. It is no burden,” said the old 

woman. 

Zeack dragged her out into the road and cleared his 

throat to get Astrid’s attention. While the women went to 

get something inside her house, Zeack dragged Astrid away 

from the house and behind a set of stables. 

“Astrid, we’re wanted, just look at that poster. We 

need to get the heck out of here!” he said pointing at 

the paper nailed to the stable.  

Astrid quickly read it. They hurried out of the 

village and back into the forest before the old lady could 

find them. 

 “Oh great, me dragging you off like that probably 

looked like I was a kidnapper or something,” said Zeack 

after they got a fair distance from the village. “We need 

to get some basic things, like clothes and food.” 

“It really hurt, too. But it was a shock to see those 

posters,” replied Astrid. 

They stole some ragged clothes and some eggs from a 

chicken coup from a cottage many miles from the village. 

They set off on a path that led away from the village and 

into a territory that was the near end of Norway.  

They kept a fast walking pace, always in disguise, 

into the night and settled in the morning in a fairly 



large cave. The routine continued this way all the way 

into Finland, then into the end of Finland.  

Stockholm was still a long way away and they trudged 

on, not saying more than needed. They became things of the 

night, moving in places where no one could see them. They 

hunted at night, ate at night, and walked at night and all 

in-between. One day, they decided to walk during the 

daylight hours since they had not seen a wanted poster for 

a while. 

Astrid woke up Zeack in the middle of the day, and 

they set off, Zeack worried about getting spotted. They 

walked through the forest into a town bustling with people 

and full of happy travelers in market stalls. People gave 

them hearty greetings and laughed at their wary approach 

to them. They continued through the town, and on. 

 

  ♦            ♥            ♦              ♥ 

 A few weeks passed as they plowed onward. Astrid 

and Zeack walked and walked, becoming stronger and thinner 

until they reached Stockholm, Sweden. Astrid breathed a 

sigh of relief as Stockholm Station appeared in the 

distance. Zeack broke into a run, ready to have their 

adventure over. Another day passed and they finally 

reached the station, the messenger was waiting for them at 

the stop. 



The messenger smiled at them and said, “Well, I was 

just about to give up on you two. Had a rough journey?” 

Zeack smiled and answered, “We almost did not come. 

Her dad said no, but she ran away. It took forever to get 

here.” 

“It was a little trickier than I thought to travel 

while being a WANTED person,” said Astrid. 

“Well, get on the train now. We need to go.” 

With that said, the Messenger got onto the train with 

the princess and her servant following her. 

 

Chapter 3: the maze of fear 

 

The journey to where they were going took about an 

hour or two. Then, they got out of the train, were 

blindfolded, and got into a car. The ride to the large 

palace took a while. Then Astrid and Zeack got out of the 

car and into the palace before the blindfolds were taken 

off. 

 “Here are the rules and what to do. So, when we get 

to the maze, you need to go into the place, then you get 

the egg and come back. But, the rules aren’t so easy. 

Rule one, no climbing, jumping on loose things or 

swearing. Your usual stuff, right? Well, this rule is not 

your average one. Don’t go into, or if you do, don’t 

stay in any dark or scarcely lit places, or someone will 

be there to hurt or kill you. Next, don’t stray off of 



any paths there might be, or you could fall down an 

endless cliff or a black hole, fun right? You won’t find 

the eggs together, because they won’t appear until you 

are alone. Lastly, don’t come out without the egg. If you 

do, then you will have to answer to all the things that 

lurk in the shadows of this cursed place. Got it?” 

 The pair nodded and entered the maze. 

 

 Astrid looked at Zeack and said in a serious tone, 

“We have to split up. Don’t follow me, and don’t try to 

steal my dragon egg. Good bye and good riddance.” 

 Zeack nodded solemnly and started down a lit corridor. 

Things seemed to be going good as he grew in confidence. 

He strode into a narrow passageway, ready to get his egg. 

The passage seemed to get smaller and darker as he went 

along. Zeack broke into a sweat. He could barely move his 

body to the side as he walked through the cold, dark and 

narrow hallway. 

 

       ♦            ♥              ♦            ♥ 

 

 Astrid went right then left, trying to memorize the 

way for when she must go back. A gleam in her emerald eyes 

gave away that she was positive that she knew where she 

was going. Astrid looked at the winding stairway in front 

of her, then at the little whitish ramp in front of the 



stairs. She paused and wondered what to do at that point 

of the journey. Astrid walked towards the stairway and 

began to ascend into its dark depths. Astrid paused at the 

top, ready to run back down, when she saw the most 

beautiful egg in the center of the large room. 

 She timidly walked into the room, looking at the egg. 

It was brown with blue spots, and really round at the top, 

but small and oval like in the bottom. It was surprisingly 

light when Astrid picked it up. Reality struck Astrid as 

she descended the stairway. She had a dragon and now she 

had to care for it. She got to the bottom of the stairway 

and went left. She walked for a while, then turned around 

and came back, thinking that she went the wrong way. 

Astrid looked around, analyzing her surroundings, but 

found no way out that she could remember. 

Astrid began to panic, not knowing how to possibly get 

out of this maze, this maze of fears. 

 

   ♦       ♥       ♦           ♥ 

 

 Zeack yelled out something incoherent as he 

struggled to free himself from the grip of the wall as it 

closed in on him, trying to stop him from getting his egg. 

With a wheeze, he tried to pry himself from the wall, only 

succeeding in making himself dizzy in the process. Zeack 

looked at the other side. He could see a light, almost 



blinding, through the other side of the hall that he was 

trapped in. Zeack closed his eyes and took a deep breath. 

I can do it. My dragon needs me right now. Thought Zeack 

as he pushed himself against the wall and as he moved 

towards the light at the end of the tunnel, he began to 

feel like he had more room to breathe. 

At last, Zeack got out of the hallway and into the 

room where he saw the light. Zeack saw a gorgeous egg at 

the center. It was blue and had white dots on it. It was 

small and light, light enough to carry comfortable all the 

way into the light of the fading sun. Zeack tenderly set 

the egg down and looked for Astrid.  

“She is not out yet and you cannot help her,” said 

the Messenger as he noticed Zeack looking around. 

   ♦       ♥          ♦            ♥ 

 Astrid slid onto the cold floor, hyperventilated, and 

anguished in panic and self-pity for a while. I am never 

going to get out!  

After what seemed like a life time, but was really a 

half hour, she could almost hear Zeack telling her that 

she needed to be strong. Astrid sniffed, and got up and 

followed her instincts. She walked for a little while, 

then saw light. She rushed towards it happy to be out of 

the cold maze. It was dark out, but she saw the figures of 

the people who changed her life, forever. 



 “Well, now you have what you want, you need to keep 

your promise, little princess,” said the Messenger. 

 Astrid’s face turned pale.  

Zeack asked, “Astrid, what did you promise this 

guy?”  

 “Remember you signed the contract in dragon’s 

blood,” sneered the Messenger. 

 

To be continued... 

 


