
 

 



The Quest  

by Syris 

Chapter 1 

The Quest Begins 

 

It was a nice and regular morning in the rainforest with fresh rainy 

air, beautiful green trees and the really annoying bugs. 

“Hey Roar wake up, the bugs are getting in the cave!” I said. 

Roar had a hard time getting up; I mean I would too if I was a 

dragon that got separated from its family and had nightmares about it.  

“Ugh….fine!” moaned Roar. 

“Please, hurry, I’m getting bumps from these stupid mosquitos,” I 

insisted. 

“Hold your horses!” he hollered back.  

I found Roar as an infant, well what am I saying, we were both 

young. He was as big as my chest and had silver eyes. He was a dark 

shade of green with red under his scales. He was a rare type of dragon 

called Plantiers.  

Roar started chomping at what seemed to be freckles in the air. 

But I knew it was the annoying mosquitoes and flies. When he was 

done he wanted to lay down again but stopped and asked, “Hey 

Wayne, have you wondered where our parents are?” 

“No, not really. Why?” I replied. 

“Because I want to go find mine and was wondering if you’d help 

me?” Roar asked.  

 



I was thinking it was a good idea, but what about all the dangers 

like the Devlin Clan? They don’t like anyone, plus they have better 

training than us. They’re straight up dangerous. I thought about it for a 

minute, then made a decision. 

“I will. I know a guy in the U.S.A. that says he saw a Plantier family 

heading north to Canada.” 

“Thanks but how do we get there?” Roar asked.  

I gave him a serious look. I knew that he knew what it meant. 

“But I’ve never tried!”, Roar whined.  

I’ve never urged him to fly.  “But it’s the only way!”, I urged. 

“It might not. We could take the Leviathan,” Roar insisted. 

The Leviathan was the Devlin’s biggest cargo ship with the best 

security in the world. There’s only one way to get in and that’s to 

pretend to be a guard and his guard dragon. But that has only 

happened twice. 

“The Leviathan, what! No its too risky!” I said. Then I thought 

about it again and said to Roar, “You can fly, I believe in you. Just 

spread your wings and jump for the clouds!” 

“Fine, I can do this. Just spread my wings and jump for the 

clouds,” Roar chanted. 

The first time he tried to fly was when a big juicy bug was flying 

off itself, but Roar really wanted it so he launched up and tried to fly 

after it, but he forgot to flap his wings. 

Roar jumped, flapped, and flew. He was like a big flying ball of 

excitement. He flew up and down, then he landed and let me climb 

onto his back. I climbed on and he jumped, flapped, and flew. He got 

 



high and stayed like that for a long time, but then started losing 

altitude. 

“What’s wrong?” I yelled. 

“You’re too heavy!” he shrieked. 

“Look there’s a cliff!” screamed in panicked.  

He landed us on top of one of the Andes Mountain tops. 

“I’ve always wanted to see the Andes,” Roar said gasping for air. 

“Let’s try again,” I said.  

“That’s easy for you to say, I’m the one flying!” Roar laughed. 

“Fine it’s getting dark any way,” I agreed. 

Roar spotted a cave in the side of the mountain and they walked 
to it. The sunset was as if the colors were hypnotizing you with it’s red 
and orange colors of fire. Roar made a fire at the mouth of the cave. 
Soon I drifted off to sleep just like Roar. 

 
In the morning, it was especially cold with the snow. Then I 

realized people were surrounding Roar and I. I was confused at first, 
but then I saw a sign that said California Bar. I thought and thought.    

“Roar we must have went through a time warp. You must have 
had one of your magic dreams. We’re in California!” I said in panic and 
relief.  

“Wait, what?” He was still partly asleep, talking faintly. 

“Who are you and where did you come from?” a news director 
said pointing a camera and microphone in our faces.  

 



That woke Roar up, he was panicking the same way he did when 
we were losing altitude, with a shrieking roar. They quickly scattered far 
away from the dragon and I. 

“Let’s go, the man likes to hangout in the bar,” I shouted. 

“Ok let's hurry up,” Roar agreed. 

We packed our stuff up with everyone still watching. I've got to 
admit it was creepy. When we were done, we got up and headed for 
the bar. Everyone that was watching ended up leaving but only one 
person kept following. It was a scrawny little American Japanese kid 
with black hair and glasses. He was wearing a T-shirt that said 
‘Persistence rocks’. 

When we got in the bar, a man that looked French was telling 
everybody that he slayed the bridge troll. 

“That's the guy I know, he’s a psycho,” I said. “Hey Frenchy we 
need to talk, now!” 

He turned his head to look at me. He asked in a french accent, 
“What do you want?” 

“Where did you say the Plantier dragon family went, North?” I 
asked. 

“Yes, toward Canada,” He replied. 

I asked him where we were and he said we were in San Francisco. 
It was a beautiful place, right next to the Golden Gate Bridge with 
thousands of cars driving back and forth over it. 

We decided to stay for the night, and believe me the sight was 
going straight on the top of my list of beautiful. All of the city lights 
were different colors and when they glowed together it looked even 
better like a giant glowing painting. 

In the morning, Roar was too tired to continue flying. We tried to 
call a taxi so we could get to the border of Oregon. It took awhile 

 



because most taxis won’t carry dragons because they tear up the back 
seat and have been known to eat a taxi driver when upset. Finally, we 
found a greedy goblin that took us only if we paid extra beforehand. 
We drove to Roseburg, then to the border of Washington. We finally 
made it all the way to Canada. 

We made it by sundown and started hitchhiking, but we didn't 
get picked up, probably because of Roar. I mean, do you know anybody 
that would pick up a boy and his dragon hitchhiking along the road? So, 
we started walking. After one day, we made it to Calgary. Chilly winds 
picked up in strength and ominous storm clouds drew closer.  

Soon the ice and snow was nonstop and there was nowhere to 
go! But we kept advancing forward. The blizzard was the worst I've ever 
seen. Finally, we could no longer see, so he curled around to protect 
me.  

“It’s sssssooo ccccold! I dddon’t know hhow mmmuch llonger I 
can lllast,” chattered the dragon. “I ffeel like sssslleepping.” 

Soon the dragon was fast asleep. Then it just stopped and 
suddenly it was really hot, it’s like we were at the sun. Roar gulped as I 
looked at him worriedly. I looked up and saw a road sign that said 200 
kilometers to Melbourne.  

“Oh great! We’re in Australia,” I said. 

“Don’t look at me. I can’t control where I magically teleport in my 
sleep,” Roar said. “And at least we are not going to freeze to death.” 

“But we are so much farther away now,” I complained. 

TO BE CONTINUED...  

 

 

 

 



 

 



 

 

   

  

 

 

 

 

  

  

   

  

  

  

  

  

 


