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Raz was inspired by Harrison and is dedicated to 

every child that is moved by and yearns for magical, 

extraordinary and wise friends and stories in their lives.

I acknowledge my wonderful family and friends who have 

supported and smiled with me through this adventure.



Table of Contents

Shazalam! Greetings from Raz vii

Story 1 Chinchariska 11
1 Chinchariskan children can fly, sort of 13

2 Bad boy Bohai 23
3 The fantastic forest and spectacular slide 35

4 Fish-o-rama! 39
5 Busting the blockheads 45

6 Throat of thorns 59
7 Flights of freedom 67

Story 2 Egyptopia 77
1 Dastardly deeds and destination diverted 79

2 The wise one and winged friends 89
3 A secret entrance to a special place 99

4 Night lights and nasties 109
5 Sounds of sweet and scary 127

6 A sinister scoundrel in a sacred space 137
7 Hatem and the fearsome genies 147

8 Breakfast bewitched 159
9 The rocky road home 171



Story 3 Ariellan 179
1 The sorcerer’s magical cave 181

2 The legend of the phantom ship 191
3 In the wisdom seat of the goddess 201

4 Tracking down trouble 215
5 Solstice festival mayhem and magic 225
6 The marvelous mystery of Ariellan 237



Shazalam! Greetings 
from Raz

Shazalam!

Shazalam is ancient dragon language for ‘greetings’ or 
‘hi’ combined with ‘wishing all the love in the universe to 
you’. It’s very special and I only say it to very special people.

I’m glad you’re reading my stories. I wrote these 
memories of my excellent holidays on Earth when I was 
in Arctissue with my family. It wasn’t that much fun in 
Arctissue, really. It was bleak, cold and I completely get 
why it ’s called Arctissue. It would probably be better to 
call it Arctissues because you need a lot of tissues when 
you’re there. The cold makes your nose run all the time.

The ground was just ice, that ’s it. I did learn to ice 
skate, though, and I’m quite good at it now. I fell over 
lots of times but it was still fun.

Some days it hailed and snowed forever. That’s when 
I wrote these tales of high adventure and wished I could 



be anywhere else but Arctissue. I wasn’t homesick for my 
planet, which is beyond your galaxy, but I was restless 
and a bit bored because I had to stay indoors. At least I 
had my memories and imagination.

I’m a strong dragon and very good at flying. My wing 
muscles are awesome! It ’s the best fun flying around 
and playing games where I live. Well, right up until the 
moment when Mum calls me home.

She usually calls from the garden of swir ling, 
colourful clouds, ‘Ashulkrasaar!’ Of course, I pretend 
not to hear and Mum will call a few times. I know that 
I have to absolutely get home within one second when 
she yells out, ‘Raz, get here, now!’

I chat a lot with Mum and it always makes her smile. 
Well, mostly.

When we go on holiday, I’m normally with my 
parents and sister, Sharamaya, who’s a year older than 
me. We transform our bodies to match the people of the 
land we’re in. So, if we’re on holiday on Earth we look 
just like the people whose country we’re visiting.

Mum always says I should not fly and I definitely 
must not breathe fire when I’m on holiday on Earth. 
Mum says I should fit in with and respect the different 
people we meet. While we’re in our bubble travelling to 



different places I get the drill of what I can and can’t do. 
I always end up having a fabulous time, though. Well, 
apart from that time in Arctissue.

These are tales of my epic holidays on Earth in 
Chinchariska, Egyptopia and Ariellan where I had 
fabulous adventures and learned ancient secrets. I did 
have to fly and breathe fire too!

I hope you love them.

Raz x



Chinchariska
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Chapter 1

Chinchariskan children 
can fly, sort of

Our bubble was approaching Chinchariska and I was 
looking out the window checking out the different 

sights and smiling at the thought of a new adventure.
Just before we descended into the village, we glided 

over the ridge of a mountain with puffs of light clouds 
hovering over it. Through the swirling mist I saw huge 
waterfalls sparkling over cliffs and thundering into the 
tree-framed valley below. The haze and the sunlight 
created twirling rainbows and it looked as though magic 
could happen at any moment.

Farther down the mountain, on a plateau quite near 
to the village, I noticed girls and boys playing or dancing 
or both. I wasn’t sure. To me they looked like clouds and 
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RAZ’S EPIC HOLIDAYS

seemed to be flying. I stuck my nose right against the 
window of our bubble. They were flying; I was sure of it.

I smiled to myself. Things were looking good for 
flying this holiday and I couldn’t wait to find out what 
was going on.

At our hotel, Dad announced that as well as having 
a holiday he was seeking therapeutic treatment for 
something. I quickly forgot what he said about his illness 
because I wanted to go and play with the children. Still, I 
had to unpack my bag then eat lunch with Mum, Dad and 
my sister, Sharamaya, before I could go out and explore.

From the window of my room, I looked upwards to 
the cliffs and caught a glimpse of the children in soft 
white clothes spinning around in the air. I chucked my 
things into the cupboard and hurried downstairs.

As we ate, Mum reminded my sister and me we were 
in a different land and to be polite, respectful and to act 
from the heart. Mum stared at me in particular when she 
said not to show off or be too rowdy.

I was focusing on trying to eat my lunch with two 
sticks, which Dad called chopsticks. I wondered if I was 
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ever going to feel full. My longing to go outside and play, 
however, far outweighed any desire for food.

I set out along a twisting, rocky track framed by trees 
with loads of white flowers. I thought about climbing 
one but decided I would leave it till later. The sun was 
warm; I was free for the day and in explorer’s heaven.

After quite a long trek, I came upon the outskirts of 
the plateau where the children were. Rather than rush 
up to them, I saw an open, rocky area to sit on in full 
view of the children I wanted to make friends with. I 
sat and watched.

After a few minutes, a girl ran up to me and said, “I 
like your smile. You’re a happy person.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I’m Ashulkrasaar or Raz for 
short and I’d like to play with you, if that ’s okay.”

“Well, I’m Ningenie and you can join us but we are 
training more than playing.”

“It looks such fun, though,” I said. “What are you 
training for?”

“We are keeping our energies in tune with nature. 
Don’t you do that?”
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“I’m not sure,” I said, remembering what Mum said 
about being respectful but not understanding what 
Ningenie meant. “Can you tell me more?”

“ We do special  movements that support the 
meridians or energy channels in our body. It increases 
our liveliness and that ’s always fun. We also use it to 
align our intentions with the source of the universal 
spirit so they are focused and pure. We are peaceful but 
we are not pushovers.” Ningenie chuckled and then said, 
“Follow me. You’ll get the hang of it.”

I didn’t really know what she meant but Ningenie 
darted back to the group and continued with her 
exercises.

I tried to follow her movements and it was hard, I 
can tell you. She jumped, twisted and gambolled over 
and over. She often landed on one foot, keeping the 
other leg bent high in front of her. I don’t know how 
she did it without falling over. I tried and fell over loads 
of times.

I was puffed and relieved when she and the others ran 
really fast around in a circle, jumped onto a tree branch, 
pushed off and then started to fly. Or so I thought.

Without thinking I quickly transformed into my 
dragon body, took off and twisted and dipped as I flew 
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behind them for a few seconds. It felt so good to stretch 
out in the sky with my eyes closed for a moment and the 
breeze cooling my body.

I flew around the trees and looped the loop for 
several minutes. I was enjoying the freedom and I didn’t 
notice that Ningenie and the others had already finished 
their moves. As I glided back down to the grass, I landed 
within the circle of children and instantly changed into 
human form.

“Raz!” Ningenie said, excitedly, “I can’t believe it. 
You’re a dragon and a human? Come and have tea with 
us and tell us about it.”

“Thank you,” I said, as Ningenie handed me a cup of 
what looked like steaming water. “What’s in it?”

“It ’s mountain leaf tea and it ’s very good for your 
stomach,” Ningenie replied.

“Wouldn’t a cold drink be nicer seeing as we’re so hot?”
“Cold water or a cold drink would be very bad for 

you and not in harmony with your body at all.”
“Oh, why is that?”
“Your stomach is hot inside, so if you shock and 

scare it with a cold drink it doesn’t like it and it 
doesn’t function very well. If you do this a lot your qi 
becomes blocked and stagnates. Over time your whole 
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body becomes very sad because it is out of balance and 
everything has to work very hard; too hard. How come 
you don’t know this but you fly so well?”

“Well, I’m a dragon and that ’s what we do. I realise 
I don’t look like a dragon right now but you saw me in 
my dragon body. My parents said we must change our 
shape to fit in and not frighten people.”

“Well, you’re welcome here, Raz,” Ningenie said and 
the others nodded.

 “Does this mean I can never have ice cream or a cold 
drink?” I said. “That’s a bit sad.”

“No, not at all, Raz,” Ningenie said, chuckling. 
“In fact it ’s important to be kind to yourself and give 
yourself nice things. I love ice cream. Strawberry and 
white chocolate is my favourite!”

I must have had a look of huge relief on my face 
because Ningenie started to giggle.

“Ice cream and cold drinks are fabulous,” she said. 
“Just not all the time. You need to have more of warm 
water and nourishing food. Warm water is very good 
for your insides, Raz, and I reckon ice cream is good for 
happiness. You need a balance.”

“Thank goodness for that,” I said. “I don’t know 
why I don’t know this wisdom. I suppose I haven’t been 
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taught it. And I don’t know what you mean by qi. What 
is it?”

“Qi is the flow of energy through your body every 
second of every day. It’s sort of the current of aliveness. It 
is important to keep the organs and the whole body healthy 
and in balance. When one thing is out of balance, qi cannot 
flow properly and pain, sickness and sadness follows. Even 
worry is very bad for you. So, we do special focus practices 
every day to keep our body very light or ‘qing’; and when 
we do, we can jump very high and over very long distances. 
This makes it look as though we can fly.”

Ningenie offered more tea and I accepted; it made 
me feel good. We sipped in silence for a few moments 
and I was thinking what Ningenie had said about qi.

“What’s on your mind, Raz?” Ningenie said with a 
smile. “I know you want to ask me something. I can feel 
your vibes.”

“I was just thinking about my dad. We came to 
Chinchariska because he is not well and he said he could 
find someone to help him here. I wonder if his qi is out 
of balance somewhere.”

“Probably,” Ningenie said. “If you don’t eat well, drink 
plenty of warm water, get lots of sleep and think happy 
thoughts then the body deteriorates. How old is your dad?”
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I was about to say 15,000 years but thought better of 
it. “Oh, I’m not sure. I am the youngest of twenty-nine 
offspring or children, though.”

“So, he is probably about three o’c lock in the 
afternoon,” Ningenie said.

“That’s really funny, three o’clock,” I laughed. “I can’t 
wait to tell him he is about three o’clock.”

Ningenie smiled and said, “I guess it would sound 
funny if you hadn’t heard it before but I’m being serious, 
Raz. When we are born, that is our own personal dawn 
and as we get older it can be symbolised, really well, by 
the position of the sun. When we are about fourteen 
or fifteen it ’s about nine in the morning; at midday, 
when the sun is at its hottest and most powerful we are 
about twenty-nine to thirty. Then after this age and after 
midday, the sun starts to sink and becomes less powerful, 
like it is in the late afternoon. At some point, the sun 
sets on our life and we die.”

“I never thought of it that way before. It’s fascinating. 
So, yes, I think he will be about three o’clock. Oh, I hope 
his sun doesn’t set just yet. It ’s too awful to think about. 
How can I help him, Ningenie?”

“He must get proper treatment. I can help you find 
the best traditional practitioner. Our culture has a wise 
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healing tradition based on fixing the problem at its 
cause. We have lots of therapists but I can show you the 
best. Let ’s go. I’ll show you around.”

Ningenie and I left the others and strolled down 
the mountain track, along the riverbank and towards 
the village. Just before a rickety wooden bridge, which 
we had to cross, I saw more of those trees that lined the 
mountain track.

 “Oh boy,” I exclaimed, “these trees are amazing! 
They look like huge sticks of fairy floss. Let ’s climb 
them.”

“They’re cherry blossoms, Raz,” Ningenie said, “and 
they are spectacular at this time of the year. They’re my 
favourite. People come to our village from all over just 
to see and photograph them. They’re a tourist attraction, 
so we’re not allowed to climb them at this time of the 
year. The petals fall off really easily.”

“Oh, I see,” I said, probably with a glum look on my face.
“I’ ll take you to a really good place with gigantic 

trees and a big surprise. It ’s so much better than here!” 
Ningenie said with a smile.
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