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Muldoon is a precocious boy; yes, he is very bright indeed. He possesses a remarkable 

imagination with a propensity for creativity, and he has a very vivid imagination. He is in 

kindergarten, and if you ask him how old he is, he will say, “I am 5 and ¾ years old,” he will say 

looking you square in the eyes with his blue eyes, set upon chubby pink cheeks, and shake nod 

his head, making his blond hair bob. Then he will stamp his foot for emphasis, and turn on his 

heel and march away.  

Muldoon is a busy boy. Every day while mom tends to housework, scrubbing floors, cleaning 

bathrooms, changing the beds or picking up clutter around the house, Muldoon follows along 

behind her and messes everything up again. He doesn’t know he is making a mess. He is just 

busy and needs toys, gadgets and what-nots to preoccupy him. In the midst of his play, he tends 

to forget where he leaves his things, such as his brave knight Sir Buckler and his mighty band of 

men. He has a mission to complete; the loss of his toys is just part of the undertaking.  

You see, dear reader, Muldoon’s adventures are so vast, they usually cannot be contained within 

the confines of his house. For the problem isn’t the epoch size of Muldoon’s adventures, but the 

epoch inability of Muldoon’s house to keep up with the vast destruction that is the by-product of 

Muldoon’s adventures. A boundless wasteland of debris follows in a wake behind him when he 

plays. When Mom needs to find him, she just follows the trail of debris, which usually leads her 

outside to the backyard.  

To get to the backyard, Muldoon goes out the large, glass doors that lead to a deck, which is 

about the size of a garage door if you lay it down. At the end of the deck is a set of four stairs 

that end at a brick walkway that leads up a small hill to mom’s garden. The yard itself is large. 

Muldoon thinks it’s the size of a football field. He doesn’t play football, but his older cousin 
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does. He has to go to games sometimes to watch him. His yard is actually smaller than a football 

field, about half the size, and it’s fenced in with a tall, split rail fence. It’s wooded behind the 

fence, as the yard abuts a large forest.  

When he wanders off in the backyard, Muldoon usually scampers off around mom’s garden or 

hops behind the blackberry bushes that grow near the garden fence. These bushes are best for 

cover for they are quite prickly and offer the finest defense against wood-be bandits. When he 

wanders off, he always takes his sword with him and is dressed in his armor. He needs this to 

protect him from any sort of villain who may happen to wander into his yard, for his yard always 

needs defending.  

Today, for example, he needs to take to task an enormous insect he found in Mom’s garden last 

week – The Snarflox. This creature is an orange beetle with, “mean looking green eyes. He 

stands eleventy feet tall and has giant pinchers.” He told Sir Buckler about it the night he found it 

while they were getting ready for bed. 

After he described the bug to Sir Buckler he added, “It’s a good thing I was there to keep it at 

bay while mommy worked.” 

“Why is that?” asked Sir Buckler, “Do you think it meant to do harm to your mother?” 

“Oh yes. It’s big, and I know it wanted to pinch her. That’s what a Snarflox does. It likes to 

pinch people and then return to its hole. We need to send it away.” 

And that is exactly what Muldoon and Sir Buckler are doing today. They need to lay waste to the 

beast so it can’t harm mother if he isn’t there to protect her. So, after school today Muldoon 

prepares for battle. He grabs Sir Buckler and outside they go.  
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As Muldoon walks outside onto the deck his house transforms into a giant, grey castle with blue 

and red flags atop two giant turrets on the back wall of the castle. The deck he stands upon 

becomes a drawbridge. The stairs at the end of the drawbridge become giant, granite slabs that 

look very old and weathered.  

He looks up the small hill that normally graces his backyard and watches as it becomes a steeper, 

incline with a rutted footpath that ends at the gate of Mom’s garden. As he puts on his armor, he 

reviews the mission with Sir Bucker.  

Just as he finishes, and pulls the visor down on his helm, calling upon Sir Buckler to mount the 

footpath with him, Muldoon’s mother calls him in for lunch. “Awe Mom, I was just about to 

defeat the Snarflox that lives in the garden. Can I eat after?” he asks as he turns around, hoisting 

the visor back up.   

“It’s time for lunch, now. You have all afternoon to take on the Snare-fox, or whatever you are 

fighting today,” she said, and closed the door with a little chuckle. “I love that kid’s 

imagination,” she whispered and smiled.   

Muldoon huffs and places Sir Buckler on the ground and removes his armor. He ascends the 

wooden stairs to his deck and opens the slider, walking into his house. His house is small, and 

the glass door enters into the TV room that connects on his left to the kitchen through an extra 

wide arched door. Muldoon loves that all the doorways in his house are arches; it reminds him of 

castle doors.   

The kitchen is plain; it has pine cabinets on two walls and an island in the middle. Muldoon 

notices that the counter tops are the same color as his castle, gray with black speckles in them. 

He thinks the cabinets are sunny or honey colored, and the walls are white.  
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He walks to the kitchen and climbs up on the black wooden stool at the island next to Mom and 

begins to tell her about the Snarflox.  

“You know Mommy,” said Muldoon around a mouthful of peanut butter and jelly, “I really need 

to get that Snarflox out of your garden.” 

Mom smiles wryly and looks at him while he stares at his plate, “You see, if it wasn’t for me 

keeping it at bay the other afternoon, it probably would have pinched you a lot and hurt you.” 

Mom’s brown eyes open up as big as quarters and she sucks in a breath of surprise, “You don’t 

say. What do you mean by pinching me a lot? Tell me about this thing in my garden.”  

“Well, it eleventy feet tall and has enormous pinchers on its face. It’s orange and it has three big, 

giant green eyes,” he swallowed his bite, took a sip of milk and continued. “When it came out of 

the ground the other day, you had your back turned working on your squashes. You didn’t see it. 

I had to chase it back down its hole with a stick. My sword wasn’t handy. Now, today, me and 

Sir Buckler are going to lay waste to it and chase it away for good.”  

Muldoon looked as his mother and smiled a big grin and took another bite of his sandwich. She 

tousled the blond locks on his head and give him a small little pinch on those pink cheek, gave 

him a big squeeze around his shoulder and kissed him on the head.  

“Well, I thank you very much for protecting me. I would not want to get pinched,” she said and 

took another bight of her sandwich.  

He gobbled up the rest of his sandwich, ate two carrot sticks and a slice of apple, gulped down 

his milk and ran outside to suit up and head back to the garden with Sir Buckler. When the pair 

got to the garden, they peered over the black, wrought iron, garden gate. The usual garden filled 
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with a plethora of squash, zucchini, cucumbers, pea trellises, peppers and lettuce, was much 

bigger now in Muldoon’s imagination. The same plants were there, but they tripled in size to 

offer the pair cover. There were also large walls covered in ivy and flowering plants, and of 

course friendly bees and dragon flies who buzzed and talked to Muldoon. A pair of mom and dad 

bees whizzed by and told Muldoon the critter was in the right back corner of the garden eating 

one of his mother’s squash.  

The pair crept into the garden and tip-toed around a mound of zucchini and then quietly skulked 

behind a mountain of large pea pods laying lazily on the trellis. Then they spied the beast. It was 

sunning itself on Muldoon carrots. It had already eaten an entire squash plant!  

Muldoon did not like this one bit. Mom’s carrots were the best, and this beast was squishing 

them. Although he didn’t like squash, he knew his mom did, so it upset him even more that this 

beast ate an entire plant. He was prepared to pounce in a fit of anger when Sir Buckler quieted 

him and reviewed the plan.  

“Let’s not be hasty,” said Sir Buckler, patting Muldoon’s shoulder, “I’ll tip-toe around to the 

back gate and open it. You go over and scare him with a mighty, ‘BOO!’ When you do that he 

will jump and you will be able to poke him with your sword. Chase him towards me and I will 

yell, ‘Oggie, woogie, boogie.’ Snarflox don’t like scary words. This will surely vanquish him 

from your mother’s lovely garden.”  

“Thank you, for reminding me of the plan. I almost jumped too soon. He would have run back 

into his hole and our whole mission would have been a bust.”  

At that, the pair shook hands, took their positions and proceeded. Sir Buckler turned around and 

crept quietly back out the front gate. Muldoon waited until he saw him signal from the back gate. 
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Then Muldoon crawled over to the Snarflox, popped up from behind a giant squash plant and 

yelled “Boo!” 

The Snarflox jumped up and buzzed with all his might, rounded on Muldoon and clicked his 

pinchers. Muldoon wasn’t afraid and hollered, “Boo, boo, BOO!” once more and it worked. The 

creature ran towards the back gate where Sir Buckler chased him up the hill hollering, “Oogie, 

woogie, boogie!” The frightened insect never looked back. Snarflox don’t like scary words.  

As the pair descended the hill together, Sir Buckler said, “A job well done young prince. 

Smashing job, indeed.” He patted Muldoon’s shoulder and the armor clanked under this gloved 

hand. 

“Well, thank you Sir Buckler. You are my trusty aid. I couldn’t have won the battle without your 

assistance.”  

The two entered the castle and Muldoon’s valet closed the drawbridge behind them.  

Now, as you can imagine, Muldoon was quite popular in school. He had top honors, getting the 

best grades on his projects, writing his alphabet and counting to 10, then 20 before his classmates 

could; he also tied his shoes before anyone else. Because of this, he was looked up to and had 

quite a following. He led the finest adventures on the playground, and every day when he got to 

school his friends always asked him what they were going to do that day.  

He took his mini-fame in due course. He actually didn’t think much of his popularity. He just 

liked having friends and sharing his adventures. That’s all that mattered to Muldoon. He was 

always busy from sunup to sundown. Because of this, Muldoon was always quite a tired boy at 

bedtime. And, despite the fact that he was so brave and looked up to at school, Muldoon did have 
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one secret he was afraid to tell anyone; he was afraid of the dark. And, he was afraid of the dark 

because, and it stands to reason that, when he tries to get to sleep at night all the creatures and 

bad guys he laid waste to during the day come back to exact their revenge at night while he tries 

to sleep.  

Tonight, he imagined he could hear the Snarflox’s massive pinchers scraping against his closet 

door. Just as he was getting comfortable another night, he thought he heard the tapping of giant 

centipede’s feet on the carpet under his bed. He had banished it from mother’s garden just last 

week.  

Every night when his mother or father finish reading to him he would plead with them not to 

leave. “Please, just one more book,” he begged. His parents always said no and tucked him in 

tight, giving goodnight kisses.  

So, after his parents leave, and the bright monster-scaring lights are turned down, and the tiny, 

little night light is turned on, Muldoon hunkers down under his “blankets of protection” and tries 

to sleep. He pulls his blankets up so high around his neck, under his chin and ears, his parents 

fear he might not be able to breathe at night. Also, due to the fact that it is nearly summer, he 

finds himself quite warm all the time. But Muldoon never relents, though, he is ever vigilant and 

always keeps those magic covers pulled up tight for his protection.  

Finally, after months of Muldoon begging Dad or Mom to keep reading every night, and his 

parents worrying Muldoon might expire because of his perspiring all night under mountains of 

blankets, he finally relents and tells them his problem.  
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At first, when they asked him what the matter was he said, “… nothing, nothing at all. I just like 

being cozy when I sleep.” His parents accepted this explanation despite the fact that they knew 

he was bothered by something.  

Finally, a heat wave hit in July and it was more than 80 degrees in Muldoon’s room at bedtime. 

Even the fan on full blast wouldn’t be able to keep him cool under his pile of blankets.  

So, his parents asked him again, and this time his eyes welled with tears and he blurted out, “If 

you must know, I’m afraid of the dark. My blankets protect me.” After confessing, he fell down 

on his bed, hugged his pillow to his face and cried.  

His parents walked over to him, patting his back. Mom sat down on the bed and Muldoon 

dropped his head into his her lap and finished crying. His father tickled him saying, “You know, 

when I was young I was afraid of the dark too.”  

Muldoon rolled on his back, blinks, looking up at him, “You were?” he said as he wiped away 

tears that were running down his cheeks, threating to run into his ears and tickle them.  

“Yes, and my father helped me.” 

“What did he do? Let you sleep with the lights on?” 

Dad chuckled, “No, he gave me the Magic Monster Words.” 

Muldoon’s blue eyes widened. “What are those?” Muldoon asked with a whisper.  

“I’m going to say them first, and then you will repeat them as many times as you need to feel 

safe. The words make you feel strong and powerful and keep monsters away. OK?”  

“OK, daddy. I got it.” 
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Dad cleared his throat, looked at mom and winked, and said, as clear as a trumpet, “I’m a big 

boy and brave, that I am, you monsters don’t scare me. Go! Now scram! I call upon my cauldron 

to light your flame bright, to keep me safe and warm all throughout the night!”  

Muldoon looked at dad, “What is a call-o-drin?” said Muldoon scrunching his face, looking a bit 

bewildered.  

“A cauldron?” said dad gently. “It’s a type of cookpot. It’s really huge though, and it’s really, 

really heavy. They are usually round and black as night. In olden times people would use them to 

cook. It takes a large, hot flame to get it to heat up. Witches would use them to make magic 

spells and things, too.”  

Muldoon looked intrigued by this. “A cauldron,” he thought to himself. “That’s cool. Magic!” 

Dad nodded to Muldoon and said, “You say the words now.” 

“I’m a big boy and brave, that I am, you monsters don’t scare me. Go! Now scram! I call upon 

my cauldron to light your flame bright, to keep me safe and warm all throughout the night!” 

Muldoon said them, with a little help from Dad at first. Then he said them again a couple more 

times until he had them committed to memory.  

That night, when Muldoon went to sleep, peacefully, under just a light, cotton sheet with the cool 

fan blowing on him, he had the most fantastic dream.  

His dream began with him in Mom’s garden, and he was battling a 1,000-legged centipede 

alongside Sir Buckler. They finished besting it and Sir Buckler excused himself. In his dream, 

Muldoon’s mother’s garden began to grow very tall walls and a small sapling grew to be 100 

years old in the blink of an eye. Next, beautiful emerald-green ivy grew up the walls and flowers 
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began to grow from small patches of grass that appeared under Muldoon’s boots. He stood and 

smiled as the garden grew green and became more fragrant. He began to walk north along a path 

that continued to appear under his feet. The path was red bricks. Suddenly at the northern most 

end of the garden a wall sprang up abruptly in front of Muldoon’s nose. It actually tweaked it 

and he rubbed it.  

 Then, a magical arched door appeared in the wall. It was honey colored, like his kitchen 

cabinets. It was much older looking, though. It had a giant black latch where the doorknob 

should be. It was secured to the wall with large black brackets, and it appeared to be 10 feet tall. 

To a munchkin like Muldoon, that was enormous. He stepped back and observed the door. It had 

an arch of ivy growing over the top if it, with small purple flowers growing around it. Friendly 

little honey bees buzzed around the flowers and said, “Hello,” to Muldoon. He waved to them 

and then he touched the door to see if it would move; it did not. As he stepped back further to get 

a better look at the door, a large key appeared in the keyhole of the door latch, about three feet up 

on the door. This was the perfect height for Muldoon to reach.  

He cautiously approached the gate and touched the key. It felt warm under his hand, and it 

hummed as he touched it. It didn’t hum like hum a song; Muldoon felt it vibrate. Yes, it vibrated, 

he thought to himself. It felt like the dryer did when he pressed his cheek to it; it was warm and 

vibrated.  

He scratched his cheek and looked at the key. Then he took the key in his hand, turned it in the 

lock and it clicked. When it clicked, the door swung lazily open towards him on its giant black 

hinges. He peered around the side of the door, only showing the top of his helmet, his tiny blue 

eyes and his button nose. He saw that his backyard had turned into a densely wooded forest.  
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Curious, he slowly inched around the door and tip-toed up the path that continued to magically 

appear under his boots. As he crested a small hill, he heard a crashing sound in the trees to his 

right and froze where he was standing. He turned his head towards the noise and saw a giant 

black snout descending from the sky; it stopped inches from his face. It breathed a warm breath 

upon his face, and the snout spoke, “Hello, my name is Cauldron. You called me.”  

Muldoon looked at the snout and cautiously, slowly, stepped back, inch by inch. He was curious 

about this creature but also quite afraid. As brave as Muldoon generally was, this creature before 

him seemed very much like malice, however, it also appeared very peaceful.  

Muldoon stopped backing up, as he sensed this thing meant him no harm. Then he remembered 

what the creature said, “My name is Cauldron. Cauldron? Cauldron? Where have I heard that 

word before?” thought Muldoon to himself.  

“You heard the word cauldron for the first time tonight, Muldoon,” said Cauldron as he dropped 

his head lower to be eye to eye with his new friend.  

Muldoon looked surprised at Cauldron and said, “How do you know my name? I’ve never met 

you before. And, what are you?”  

Cauldron slowly lumbered forward to get closer to Muldoon and then sat his enormous frame 

down. “I’m a dragon. I’m your dragon.”  

Muldoon didn’t say anything but tried to digest what Cauldron had just said, “I’m your dragon.” 

He looked at the large head, shaped like a serpent. He had arched nostrils and eyes set high on 

his head, and they were as red as a summer sunset. They shown like a flame and Muldoon had a 

hard time looking into them because they were so bright. His head was set high upon a long 
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arching neck and his entire body was covered in scales. The scales were as black as the night sky 

without stars, deeply black, yet so very shiny the sun gleamed off them. However, Muldoon 

thought even if the sun wasn’t out they would still shine. They were definitely as shiny as his 

eyes.  

His entire body was long. It was very, very, very long, Muldoon thought. His tail made him even 

longer. He tried to guess how long. Much longer than daddy’s truck, and probably longer than 

his house. He guessed Cauldron was longer than a school bus. Maybe his body was as long as a 

school bus and a half, and then his tail was as long as daddy’s truck.  

“Yes, that’s it,” he said out loud.  

“What’s it?” asked Cauldron still observing his small, peculiar friend.  

“Nothing,” he said back to Cauldron. Then he asked, “How many spikes do you have on your 

back? Also, what are your wings made of?” 

“I have 143 spikes from the top of my head to the tip of my tail,” replied Cauldron with a bit of 

pride in his voice. “And my wings. I’m not sure what they’re made of. I guess perhaps very 

strong skin, like the skin on the bottom of your feet; very tough.”  

Cauldron extended his enormous wings and gently flapped them once. They were longer than his 

entire body from wing tip to wing tip.  

Muldoon looked at them in amazement. He couldn’t see both wings from where he stood, and 

the wing above his head blocked out the sun, and the entire sky from his view. It was as if night 

fell when Cauldron extended his wings and Muldoon stood in the shadow. Muldoon continued to 

stare at the wings, mesmerized.  
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Cauldron said, “Aren’t you wondering why I’m here?” 

Muldoon looked back at Cauldron’s beautiful red eye, because he could only see one from where 

he stood. “I hadn’t thought about it. This is my dream, right?” Then he remembered what 

Cauldron said about him being his dragon. He still didn’t speak though, because he didn’t know 

what to say.  

Cauldron lay his entire body down to get a closer look at Muldoon. “You look so much like your 

father,” he said.  

“How do you know my daddy?” asked Muldoon.  

“I used to watch over his dreams too,” said Cauldron. “It’s my job. When you said the Magic 

Monster Words tonight you summoned me from my resting place in the stars. I’ve watched over 

the members of your father’s family for generations. I guard their dreams, and some children 

even get to see me in their waking dreams too, in their imaginations.”  

Muldoon looked amazed by what Cauldron shared with him.  

“You knew my dad when he was little, and you knew my grandpa too.”  

“Yes, I did. I watched over their dreams for years. Your grandpa played with me during the day 

too,” said Cauldron. “I was his dragon, just like I’m your dragon now.” 

Then everything began to make sense to Muldoon and he said, “Wow! Will I be able to play with 

your when I’m awake, too?”  

“I don’t know,” said Cauldron. “If you remember me when you wake up, then I may be able to 

come and play with you during the day too.”  



Muldoon 14 
 

 
 

© Muldoon is an original work by Judith P. Dionne.  
All story elements and characters are the intellectual property of Judith P. Dionne 

 

Muldoon was not at all satisfied with this answer. He wanted to make sure he could summon 

Cauldron during the day too.  

“How do I make you be my friend when I’m awake too?” asked Muldoon.  

“I don’t know,” said Cauldron, “It just happens for some children.”  

“So, what did you and my dad do together?” asked Muldoon.  

“I don’t remember,” said Cauldron sadly. “You see, when a boy or girl grows up, they forget 

about me. Since I live in their memoires, I don’t have any of my own. I only remember the 

person I guarded, but the details of our adventures live in the mind of my child.”  

“Oh,” said Muldoon. “I just met you, but you’re telling me I will forget you someday. Also, 

you’re not sure if I will remember you when I wake up,” said Muldoon. He looked at his new 

friend rather glumly.  

“Muldoon, yes we just met, but we will have years and years and years of adventures together. If 

you’re as special as I think you are, we will have many wonderful years together. I may even 

remember some of our adventures. I still remember a couple of the adventures your great-

grandmother and I shared. She had quite the imagination,” said Cauldron.  

Muldoon brightened when he heard this, “I will never forget you Cauldron, and you will never 

forget me. OK?”  

Cauldron brightened too. “OK friend. Would you like to go for a ride?” 

Muldoon couldn’t even speak. He only nodded his head and Cauldron extended his right talon 

and lift Muldoon high in the air. When he reached Cauldron’s shoulder, he grasped his leathery 
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wing and swung up on the crook of his neck just in front of his wings. It felt like the spot was 

built into Cauldron’s back just to fit a boy his size.  

“That nestle up there is just for young boys and girls,” said Cauldron, like he was reading 

Muldoon’s mind.  

Muldoon smiled and touched the spike in front of him and realized it was the perfect size for him 

to hold on to. It had a little handle in it for him to hold on to.  

Just as he secured his grip on the spike, Cauldron leapt easily into the air and flapped his wings. 

Before Muldoon knew it, they were soaring high above the woods. He looked down and 

Muldoon saw was green tree tops and meadows filled with flowers. They continued to climb 

higher and Muldoon had to wipe tears from his eyes as the wind rushed into his face, stinging his 

eyes.  

“Drop the visor on your helm,” said Cauldron. “It will protect your eyes.” 

Muldoon did as he was told and they flew even higher. Before he knew it, Muldoon thought he 

could reach up and touch the clouds. He looked down and saw small towns and villages rushing 

underneath them and saw small lakes and lines of rivers and even smaller homes and forests. He 

felt like he was looking at a map in a book. Everything was so tiny he thought he could reach 

down and pick up a house if he wanted to.  

Muldoon began to feel drowsy as he became aware of the steady cadence of Cauldron’s wings 

beating easily behind his legs. He lay his head down on his dragon’s neck and felt the warmth of 

his skin. Muldoon thought Cauldron would be cold, but he was quite warm. He could hear his 
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breathing easily and he felt the cool air rush past his face after his lifted the visor of his helm. He 

was completely content. He wished his ride would never end.  

The next thing Muldoon knew Mom was shaking him awake, “Time to get up sleepy boy,” said 

Mom, “You have school today.”  

Muldoon opened his eyes and jumped, “Where am I? Where’s Cauldron?”  

Mom looked quizzically at Muldoon, “A cauldron? Were you making potions in your dream silly 

man?”  

“No, Cauldron. The dragon. Dad’s dragon.”  

But as Muldoon began to wake up more, he began to forget the details of his dream. “Was he 

daddy’s dragon? No, he’s my dragon. Was I flying? Yes; but where?”  

“Muldoon; Dad’s dragon? Was daddy in your dream last night?” asked Mom.  

“No, no he wasn’t. My dragon was though. His name is Cauldron, and he’s big and black and has 

red eyes, and he flies. We were flying when you woke me up.”  

“I’m glad you slept well and had a great dream bud,” said Mom. “I guess Daddy’s Magic 

Monster Words worked.”  

“Yes, they did,” said Muldoon as he ran to the bathroom to brush his teeth and get ready for 

school. “I can’t wait to tell the kids as school about my dragon.”  

 


