
The Dragon Singer’s Song 
	
Long ago there lived a lass, 
Her voice as pure as light. 
Oh Menolly, whose melodies, 
Did bring the world delight! 
 
Her presence was a singing string, 
Her eyes a starlit dance, 
Her feet a drum, her hands a tale, 
Her mind a great expanse. 
 
She made her harp of ironwood, 
With strings of woven gold, 
Which bathed in dragon’s fire they 
A vibrant story told. 
 
No ordinary girl was she, 
Oh Menolly, joy bringer! 
For in her flowed an ancient blood. 
They called her Dragon Singer. 
 
Her Dragon Songs were more than notes 
For in each melody, 
She wove a wild magic, rich, 
To set the music free. 
 
To every corner of the earth 
She traveled far and wide, 
To learn all that she could of life,  
With music as her guide. 
 
From humans, elves, and orcs alike, 
She learned from every race, 
From beast and fae and any who 
With music did embrace.  
 
Atop the glaciers in the north 
She sang with winter trolls, 
And in the waters of the west 
She played with ghostly souls. 
 
To the east, o’er rolling plains, 
To satyrs’ dance she drummed, 
And hot upon the southern sands, 
To dragons’ eggs she hummed. 

 
She sang the seasons and the stars, 
And plucked the sands of time. 
She strummed the notes of life and death, 
And rang the gods’ own chime. 
 
Many of these melodies  
She shared along the road, 
To spread the knowledge and the joy 
Of living song and ode. 
 
Yet magic had her songs become, 
She did not share them all. 
For some were far too dangerous 
On careless lips to fall. 
 
Though silent did these songs become, 
Of beauty they were wrought. 
With care, she penned them in a book 
Lest time preserve them not. 
 
Of spells lost, this ancient book, 
A book of secret songs.  
A book of magics, powerful,  
To no one it belongs. 
 
She vowed to hide the book away 
And so set out did she 
To find a place to keep it safe, 
For all eternity. 
 
She was a star upon the earth, 
As with the tide of sand, 
The river’s mouth, the ageless oak,  
Swirl rocks and caverns grand. 
 
Upon the seas she fin’lly found 
An unassuming isle, 
To build a shrine that surely would 
Adventurers beguile. 
 
Her brethren’s armor doth protect 
The book, as lock and key. 
And the island’s safely nestled 
In the glimmer of the sea. 
 
The Dragon Singer, satisfied, 
To traveling returned, 
Bringing Dragon Songs to those  
Whose bardic passion burned. 
 
And so this Dragon Singer’s Song 
At last comes to an end, 
But Menolly, your memory, 
Will all of time transcend! 
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