St. George and The Dragon.

In a small town surrounded by beautiful fields covered in roses, the women would fetch water for their homes from a lake just below the town. However, one day some women were going out to fetch water like any other day, when they screamed with fright and ran back to the town. They yelled so loudly everyone in the whole town could hear them.

“What’s wrong, darling?” asked the baker wondering what all the screaming was about.

“It’s a dragon and it’s coming this way,” panted one of the ladies.

“We’ve got to hide!” yelled another. Everyone ran to their houses, slammed their doors and hid deep inside their houses.

That night when everyone was asleep the baker woke up to the smell of smoke. He tiptoed to his window trying not to wake his wife. When he got to the window and looked out, he was horrified to see part of the town on fire!! 

There before his eyes, a huge beast went past his window. It had a dark red, scaly body with a black stomach and beady eyes. Next he heard the “flap, flap, flap,” of the dragon’s wings as it flew back to the lake carrying two dogs in its mouth. “No!” shouted the baker. He woke his wife and then the rest of the town. A couple of streets away they watched as part of the town started to crumble to pieces due to the fire. The dragon just lay by the lake with a satisfied grin on its blood stained mouth.

The next day the people decided to feed sheep to the horrible scaly green dragon. The dragon then ripped the two sheep to tiny little bite size pieces, flesh went this way, blood splattered that way. The people looked over the gate in complete horror as the dragon devoured its dinner.

Meanwhile, the Princess Sabra looked down from the tower in disgust. She cried out, “But what will we do when there’s no more sheep left?” The people had a terrible decision to make.

The king and the government decided to make the worst type of lottery the world has known. Everybody’s name was to be entered into a lottery and the names drawn were to be sent to the dragon for its dinner. All men, woman and children were to be entered into the lottery including the king and Princess Sabra.

So everyday a person’s name was drawn out and they would be fed to the horrible slimy dragon. Everyday weeping and wailing came from the town while from outside the town came the crunching sound of flesh and bones being eaten.

Then one day the biggest, loudest cry came from the king’s castle as Princess Sabra’s name was drawn from the hat.

“Please anything but my precious little angel. Anything, I’m begging you,” cried the king.

“No!” shouted the people, “What did you do for us?”

The king cried as he replied, “But I love her so much.”

The people just shouted louder, “We loved our daughter’s but they were fed to the dragon just the same.” 

The king reluctantly agreed. “Alright take her to the dragon but don’t let me see her or I might change my mind,” said the king.

The princess was lead out of the gates and tied to a pole to await the dragon.

The dragon slowly opened its jaws, which were already covered in thick red blood from the other victims. It went to take the first bite of Princess Sabra but in its eye it caught the reflection of a shield and turned to face it. There he saw a fierce and brave knight by the name of George of Lydda coming towards him.

The dragon began to walk away from the princess, to face George, only to see him charging with his sword in one hand and his lance in another. George jumped off his horse and began to fight the dragon. He stuck his sharp and pointy sword into the evil dragon, where its heart should have been, but the dragon had no heart. George covered himself with his shield as thick black blood came out of the dragon. 

This, however, did not kill the beastly dragon. The dragon fought back at George and with his sharp, pointy claws, ripped George’s cloak into seven pieces. When the dragon was near the ground, George struck his sword deep into the dragon’s mouth and up through its brain. The dragon gave a loud cry. It tried to get up but he did not have the strength. He tried one last time to breathe fire at George but only blood gushed out of its mouth.   The dragon fell to floor with its eyes shut. The dragon was DEAD!!

The princess couldn’t believe what she had seen. The deadly, ferocious, beast had been killed by a brave and courageous knight, a man she had never seen before. She was astonished!

George came up to her and untied her. He whispered, “You are so beautiful.”

Princess Sabra replied, “ You are amazing. How did you kill that dragon?”

George looked up to Heaven and replied, “That I do not know, maybe it was the goodness in our hearts that helped us.”

The dragon now defeated, George took Princess Sabra’s hand and led her back to the town. When he opened the gates everyone cheered and clapped their hands.

The king shouted, “I do not know who you are but please stay here, have my kingdom for your home and my daughter for your wife.”

George looked into Princess Sabra’s eyes with longing and replied, “I am sorry but I can’t.” 

The crowd immediately stopped cheering and demanded to know why he couldn’t stay. He turned to face the crowd and explained, “I am sorry for I would dearly love to stay but there are many evil dragons to slay. I must protect the world from evil!” Everybody understood.

George turned to Princess Sabra as tears welled up in her eyes, “I must go now,” he said. A tear ran down her face as he let go of Sabra’s hand and saddled up on the horse with a scorched mane and a charred tail. He turned and rode off into the sunset, not daring to turn back, in case he would have to return to his love. 

Princess Sabra would often be seen looking out of the highest tower for her hero’s return but he never came back. To this day, some people say you can see her ghost still watching for the day her true love would return. 

Some say that George went to fight other dragons, with his white stallion and all his armour. He was said to be seen all over the world, fighting dragons but nobody knows for sure what happened to him. Some say his body lies in Persia, where blood-red roses grow in neat columns and lush green grass flourishes. So how did George become the patron saint of England?

St George became the patron saint of England because in a terrible battle that some English soldiers were losing, they saw him riding across the sky with his blood-splattered sword and flag billowing in the wind. 

This gave them heart and renewed energy, for they thought he was on their side. They were victorious in the battle and vowed to wear his colours wherever they went. George banner became the flag of England and he became their patron saint.
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