
George and the Dragon 

Once upon a time there was a knight in the Roman army. His name was 

George. He was brave and fearless. But best of all, he was kind. After 

being in the Roman army for many years, George left to go and fight evil 

in the world.   

One day, George was riding through the mountains. He came to a small 

town. It looked a peaceful and pleasant place but he could see that the 

people seemed very sad. He stopped and asked some men why this 

was. 

They told George about the TERRIFYING dragon who was holding the 

town to ransom. 

“The dragon breathes its poisonous breath. Men, women and children 

then get sick and die.”  

They explained that there was only one way that to stop the dragon 

coming into the town and BREATHING the sickness over them all.  

“Every month, all our girls take a straw from a pot. The one with the 

shortest straw is chosen. She is taken up the mountain and tied to a rock 

outside the cave of the dragon.” 

George was very shocked. “That is TERRIBLE!” he said sadly. 

The men told George that this month was the worst ever. “The young 

maiden who is to be fed to the dragon is our healer.”   

“She is amazing,” a child told George. “She makes potions from herbs, 

and she often heals really sick children.” 

George knew he had to help.   

“I will go up the mountain to the dragon’s cave,” he said.  “And I will kill 

the dragon.”  

But the townsfolk tried to stop him. 

“No!” they cried. “No! Many of our sons have tried. The dragon kills any 

one who tries to fight him.” 

But George was determined. “I will go,” he said to the townsfolk. “And I 

will save your town from this terrible dragon.”  



They tried again to stop him, but George set off up the mountain. Soon it 

was too steep to take his faithful horse, so he tied her to a tree. When he 

came to the dragon’s cave, he saw the girl tied to a rock. He ran to cut 

the ropes tying her. 

“Go back!” she cried, “The dragon will kill you! Go back to the town.”   

But George drew his sword and held it firm in both hands. He knew that 

he had to be very quick. He ran toward the dragon’s cave. Before the 

dragon had time to react, George struck. He plunged his sword deep 

into the dragon’s side. But the dragon turned its terrible head toward 

him. George knew its breath was poisonous. He ran past its head. But 

the dragon scratched him with his great claws. George felt the poison 

from the dragon’s claws seeping unto him. As he fell, he plunged his 

sword a second time into the dragon. Then the poison overcame him 

and he fell as if he were dead.  

When George woke up, the girl was bending over him. She was 

bandaging his leg with strips torn from her dress. George looked up and 

saw the dragon lying dead. 

“Yes,” whispered the girl, “You have saved us. No more children need to 

be sacrificed.” 

Then the maiden gathered herbs, and brewed a potion. She tended 

George carefully and, after a few days, his leg was healed.  

“Get my horse,” he told her. “Then we can ride back to town.”  

When they reached the town, everyone was so happy that the dragon 

was dead and their healer was safe that they welcomed George with a 

huge party.   

George and the healer fell in love and lived happily ever after. 

 


