
The Three Friends 

A fairy tale, written by Miss Pickup 

 

Once, three friends travelled together into the great, dark 

forest that lay far beyond the outskirts of their city, in order to 

search for firewood for their fires. The small, local woods, which 

were friendly and light, had been scoured and no more wood 

was to be found there, as the city was overcrowded, and too 

many people needed firewood. 

 While they were collecting useful wood in the empty, silent 

gloom beneath the giant trees, they chanced to meet a stranger, 

an old man, who asked for their help. He was standing in a 

strange triangle made by three oddly-shaped oaks, in a rare 

patch of sunlight that lay on the ground (for little sunlight 

penetrated the thick canopy of leaves above).  

 “Good afternoon, friends,” said the stranger. “Would you 

permit me to ask for your help with three tasks that I need to 

perform?” 

 Of course, the three friends at once agreed to help the old 

man, who looked frail and weak.  



 

“There are three tasks,” the stranger told them, “an easy 

one, a medium one, and a hard one. The first, easy task is to 

gather some firewood for my fire, so that I may cook and keep 

myself warm at night. The second, medium task is to fix my 

house, which has holes in the walls and missing planks, so that 

I might be safe from the wind and the beasts which roam these 

parts. The third, hardest task, is to feed my dragon, which I 

keep in the shed beside the house.” 

 Two of the three friends shuddered, and paled at the 

thought of a dragon. 

 The two of them began to argue about which task each of 

the three should do. They eventually decided it would be fairer 

to draw straws to see which of the three got which task. But the 

third friend, who had been listening with disappointment to the 

arguing of his companions, said that they could draw straws if 

they wanted, but he would happily do the hardest of the three 

tasks, and feed the dragon. 

 The first friend spent some minutes picking up more 

firewood from the forest, and then presented his stash of wood 

to the old man, who thanked him gratefully. 



 The second friend also sought out pieces of wood, but he 

searched for flatter, wider pieces, and chopped suitable shapes 

from the wood, and using the old man’s hammer and nails, he 

fixed the house, which the old man had conducted them to. 

 

 Finally, it was time for the third and hardest task. The kind 

friend, who had volunteered to feed the dragon, gathered his 

courage.  

 “The dragon eats rabbits, mice, squirrels, small woodland 

creatures,” the old man told him. “Find enough to satisfy my 

dragon’s hunger.” 

 The first two friends laughed at the thought of the third 

friend spending hours and hours trying to find and capture a 

multitude of small woodland creatures for the dragon. They 

imagined he would struggle to round up enough while the day 

remained light.  

 But the third friend, who was as clever as he was kind, 

took from his pocket a miniature instrument, which resembled 

a flute, and began to play a beautiful tune. 



 As the music streamed from the tiny instrument, to the 

surprise of his companions, a parade of small woodland 

creatures began to make their way towards the group. The first 

two friends thought they could distinguish rabbits, mice, and 

squirrels, as requested by the strange old man, as well as voles, 

shrews, and rats. They all followed the third friend and his 

magical melody round the edge of the house, to the dragon’s 

shed.  

 

 The rest of the company flocked to the shed, too. The 

strange old man opened the shed door carefully, stepping back 

as a huge gust of purple-tinged smoke billowed out, followed by 

a ground-shaking roar, and the parade of small woodland 

creatures trooped in. As the tune drew to an end, the door was 

closed, and the dragon was left to consume his tunefully-

delivered feast. 

 It was only then that the three friends noticed the scars 

and burns that covered the strange old man’s hands, arms, and 

even his face. Feeding the dragon must indeed be a dangerous 

task. They began to wonder why he bothered to keep it, if it was 

so much trouble. 



 “Here,” said the third, kind friend, holding out his tiny 

flute to the strange old man. “I gift this to you, in order that you 

may continue to safely feed your dragon, without fear that it 

will one day destroy you. It was a gift that has been passed 

down through my family, but now it is my gift to you, for you 

have greater need of it.” 

 And with that, there was an almighty blast of light, which 

near blinded the three friends, and when they regained their 

vision, the strange old man, the house in the forest, and the 

dragon’s shed were nowhere to be seen. In their place were a 

beautiful young couple, who bowed to the three friends in 

gratitude. 

 “You have released us from the spell that we were under,” 

the handsome young man before them said to the third friend, 

“and have restored us to ourselves.” 

 “You were the first person in three hundred years that was 

brave enough and kind enough to take on the task of feeding 

the dragon,” smiled the pretty young woman, who, noticed the 

third friend, happened to be wearing a purple dress. 

So the three friends took their leave of the couple, and 

continued with their task of gathering firewood, and returned to 

their city before nightfall. Soon after, the third, kindest friend 

came into a large fortune (which of course, he shared with his 

friends). And, for the rest of their lives, the three friends never 

again found a shortage of firewood in their small, local woods… 

 


