
The Dragon’s Sword: A tale of resilience 

Flynn, who reluctantly unpacked boxes in yet another new home, felt miserable as his 

mind buzzed with frustration. Why did his family always have to move? It was always so 

challenging having to start again in a new town, at a new school with no friends. He did 

not want to face this change. 

 

Whilst exploring in the basement of their new house, Flynn stumbled upon a door hidden 

beneath a tattered rug. Curiosity spiked within him so he cautiously ventured towards it. 

Taking a deep breath, he pulled on the rusty handle. With a creek, it swung open, 

revealing a spiral staircase. Without hesitation, Flynn stepped down. 

 

He emerged in a fantastical land, where gigantic trees whispered secrets and glistening 

rivers danced with grace. As he wandered through the forest, that seemed to be 

enchanted, something unusual caught his eye. A lonely, silver sword leant against a tree. 

Intrigued, he grasped it and noticed that it appeared to be glowing a blue haze. Flynn, 

feeling that the sword was special, tucked it into his belt. 

 

After some time, Flynn came to a dimly lit cavern, which echoed the whispers of ancient 

tales. To his surprise, in its depths lurked a colossal dragon, its eyes blazing with hunger. 

Fear gripped Flynn's heart, as he was frozen to the spot. The dragon filled the cavern with 

his enormity, stomping ever closer towards Flynn. With no escape, Flynn found himself 

pinned against the wall. He knew he had to face the beast or be consumed by its fiery 

wrath.  

 

Just as Flynn had accepted his impending doom, the sword pulsed with a brighter blue 

light. His hand trembling, he grasped the sword from his belt. With renewed energy, he 

stepped forward ready to take on the magnificent beast. Flames licked at his feet as he 

dived forward, driving the sword into the dragon’s heart. 

Flynn emerged victorious from the depths of the cavern, his heart racing with adrenaline 

and relief. The dragon lay defeated, its mighty form now still and lifeless. But victory 

came at a cost - Flynn was wounded and weary, his strength waning. 

 

Retracing his steps, he walked as quickly as he could back to the spiral staircase. Before 

ascending the stairs, he took one final look across the wonderous lands that lay beneath 

his new home.  

Once in his basement, he realised that sometimes, the biggest challenges lead to the 

greatest triumphs.  

“Flynn, my love. It’s time for dinner,” his mum called down to him.  

With new-found courage, he embraced the change that awaited him in his new home, 

knowing that whatever trials came his way, he would face them head on. 


