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The knight took a breath. After an arduous journey, he’d attained the peak where the dragon’s lair gaped like an open mouth.
    “Come out and face me, vile beast!” he roared.
    The princess came boiling out of the cave. “What did you call me?”
    “Not you. The dragon.”
    “Oh,” she said, mollified. “Can’t it wait? I have his king in check.”
    The dragon poked his elegant green head out of the cave. “Bishop to D4 and the tea’s ready.”
    The knight lingered outside, listening to laughter and the rattling of teacups.
    It was a long journey back down the mountain.
