
Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, the Hope and Heir to the Tribe of the Hairy Hooligans, wiped 

his nose miserably on his sleeve. He sank a little deeper into the snow. 

"ANYBODY would be better than Hiccup," sneered Snotface Snotlout. "Even Fishlegs would be better 

than Hiccup." 

Fishlegs had a squint that made him as blind as a jellyfish, and an allergy to reptiles. 

"SILENCE!" roared Gobber the Belch. "The next boy to speak has limpets for lunch for the next 

THREE WEEKS!" 

There was absolute silence immediately. Limpets are a bit like worms and a bit like snot and a lot less 

tasty than either. 

"Hiccup will be in charge and that is an order!" screamed Gobber, who didn't do noises quieter than 

screaming. He was a seven-foot giant with a mad glint in his one working eye and a beard like exploding 

fireworks. Despite the freezing cold he was wearing hairy shorts and a teeny weeny deerskin vest that 

showed off his lobster-red skin and bulging muscles. He was holding a flaming torch in one gigantic 

fist. 

"Hiccup will be leading you, although he is, admittedly, completely useless, because Hiccup is the son of 

the CHIEF, and that's the way things go with us Vikings. Where do you think you are, the REPUBLIC 

OF ROME? Anyway, that is the least of your problems today. You are here to prove yourself as a 

Viking Hero. And it is an ancient tradition of the Hooligan Tribe that you should—" Gobber paused 

dramatically— 

"FIRST CATCH YOUR DRAGON!" 

Ohhhhhh suffering scallops, thought Hiccup. 



"Our dragons are what set us apart!" bellowed Gobber. "Lesser humans train hawks to hunt for them, 

horses to carry them. It is only the VIKING HEROES who dare to tame the wildest, most dangerous 

creatures on Earth." 

Gobber spat solemnly into the snow. "There are three parts to the Dragon Initiation Test. The first 

and most dangerous part is a test of your courage and skill at burglary. If you wish to enter the Hairy 

Hooligan Tribe, you must first catch your dragon. And that is WHY," continued Gobber, at full volume, 

"I have brought you to this scenic spot. Take a look at Wild Dragon Cliff itself." 

The ten boys tipped their heads backward. The cliff loomed dizzyingly high above them, black and 

sinister. In summer you could barely even see the cliff as dragons of all shapes and sizes swarmed over 

it, snapping and biting and sending up a cacophony of noise that could be heard all over Berk. 

 


