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It was time. Feu had no idea what was waiting for him behind the 
jewelled door, but whatever it was, he knew getting his friend back wasn’t 
going to be a walk in the park. Taking a deep breath, and clutching Le 
Fleur d’ Antibes, he threw open the door and was instantly engulfed by 
roaring flames. 

*** 
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Although Feu had lots of close friends at school, it was Nogard, his 
French friend whose company he enjoyed most. The boys were 
inseparable and looked almost identical, which was strange because there 
was no way they could be related; Feu was from England and Nogard 
was born in a small French village called Gourdon, high in the hills 
overlooking the coastal town of Antibes. Feu lived with Joanne, his foster 
mum, in a small town called Chorleywood. He didn’t know his real family.  

Nogard, or No as he was called by his friends, was always coming up 
with ingenious ideas and projects: camouflaged tree houses, which 
couldn’t be seen by the naked eye; double strength sling shots that fired 
water balloons twice the distance, and a peculiar liquid that allowed the 
two to write invisible messages to each other on seemingly blank 
parchment. They even had their own personal language that nobody else 
could understand. 

Three years previously, Nogard had found himself in the common, sitting 
in a tree holding a small blue flower. He had no idea how he’d arrived 
there and, because he was unable to speak English, he couldn’t even ask 
for help. Mysteriously, when Feu stumbled across his soon-to-be friend, 
they found that they could communicate without a problem. Stranger still, 
when they were together, neither boy felt the cold and heat seemed to 
radiate from within them. 
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Every day after school, Feu would burst out of the school gates, leap over 
the barbed-wire fencing that surrounded the common and meander his 
way to their favourite spot, a hidden clearing that they called the cave. 
They had made camp in a secluded corner of the common which was 
rarely seen by human eyes because it was on accessible by a narrow 
opening in the trees. Occasionally, a fox or two would come sniffing 
around, but would dart into the nearest hole at the first sniff of them.  

At first, the cave had been an unwelcoming place. Cobwebs dangled from 
the roof of the cave, hairy spiders with beady eyes crawled down the 
walls, and thorns, as sharp as knives, stuck out at every angle. Now, 
however, the cave was like home. Smooth stone seats sat atop mossy 
mounds, and a crackling fire, which never appeared to go out, lit up their 
delightful surroundings. Beautiful blue flowers protruded from the ground 
around the stump of a nearby tree and calming calls of birds echoed all 
around.  

Late on Friday afternoon, Feu arrived, panting, “Where should we go 
tonight?” he asked, eager to find out what their next project was going to 
be, but equally interested in what Nogard had just hidden behind his 
back. The two never kept secrets. 

“I’m not sure,” replied Nogard, “…was thinking about giving exploring a 
miss tonight – something’s come up.” 

“What is it? Do you need a hand? We could…” 

“No, no, it’s fine,” interrupted Nogard, you go home, “I’ll catch you 
tomorrow,” and with that he was gone, slipping into the shadows.  

This was a strange feeling for Feu. Not only was he beginning to get cold, 
but a peculiar feeling crept up his spine. Nogard had never left him 
before, and if there was a problem, they always shared it together.  
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After eight hours sleep, Feu woke, shivering. He knew something was 
wrong but couldn’t quite work out what it was. Ten minutes later and he 
was in his kitchen, wolfing down a chocolate brownie. Still with a mouth 
full of chocolate, he told Joanne where he was going and what time he’d 
be back, then he dashed out the door and made his usual trip across the 
common.  

As Feu approached the opening in the trees, his eyes widened and his 
heartbeat quickened. He pushed through the inter-twined branches and 
was just about to take another step when he saw the devastation. Their 
camp was gone – vanished. All that remained of the cave was a pile of 
rubble and half of a piece of parchment, burnt at the edges, fluttering like 
a butterfly in the flowers. Feu searched everywhere for Nogard but found 
nothing. 

5 

For two days, Feu heard nothing from Nogard, and, as each day passed, 
he grew colder and colder. Their bond was fading. Where could he have 
gone? Had he left, or was he taken?  

Suddenly it came to him, “The parchment!” 

Not even stopping to say goodbye, Feu was hurtling back towards the 
common. Where is it? Where are you? The parchment was nowhere to be 
seen. 

Then he saw it. There it was, pinned by the wind against a nearby rock. 

After hurrying to make a small fire, Feu took the parchment in his hands 
and gently waved it over the flickering flames. Slowly but surely the 
message began to appear:  

 

 

 

Feu, 

If you’re reading this, it’s too late. I found something. Something to do 

with my past. It’s called Fleur d’ Antibes, and it has all the answers. 

I know who I am and I know why we can talk. We’re brothers! I know 

it’s hard to believe, but there’s something else. You’ll have to see for 

yourself. All you need to do is hold Le Fleur d’ Antibes and say where  



Where? Where what!? It was hopeless. The bottom of the parchment was 
burnt beyond recognition.  

Sleep didn’t come easily to Feu that night. It was hopeless. Eventually he 
fell into a dreamless sleep, comforted only by knowledge that his friend, 
his brother, was still alive. He just had to be found. 

6 

Unknown to Feu, that night his mind was racing. Le Fleur d’ Antibes. Le 
Fleur d’ Antibes. Le…the…fleur…flower…the flower… but the flower of where? 
Antibes? ANTIBES! That’s where Nogard’s from! 

His eyes flickered opened. “The flower!” That was it! Suddenly Feu knew 
what he had to do. Ten minutes later and he was picking a blue flower 
from the foot of the tree. This must be it, he thought. He re-read the last 
line of the letter: All you need to do is hold Le Fleur d’ Antibes and say 
where… 

“Antibes!” 

Without warning, Feu was surrounded by a sea of blue flowers, flurrying 
with such ferocity around him that he was sure he’d drown. Up, higher 
and higher he was thrown. Blue blurs whizzed and fizzed past his face at 
a hundred miles an hour, whistling as they flew. Suddenly they 
disappeared and he fell. Faster and faster towards the ground.  
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Darkness. As if by magic, Feu was on his feet. Feeling his way along the 
dimly-lit corridor, he wondered where he might be. The walls were coarse 
and slimy. An underground lair perhaps. With every step he took, 
something cracked underneath his feet but the dared not look down to 
confirm his suspicion as the thought terrified him.  

As he crunched his way along, deeper and deeper into the cavern, Feu 
spotted a light appear before him. Quickening his pace, he glanced down, 



but he wished he hadn’t. Bones. Faster and faster he ran, and louder and 
louder they crunched. 

After what seemed like a lifetime, he arrived at a door which was 
illuminated by a burning torch beside it. A rainbow of colours stood 
before him, shimmering and glimmering, radiating their glow. The door 
loomed above him, beckoning him inside, but Feu’s feet stood still and his 
knees began to tremble. This was a feeling like no other. The door, which 
at first appeared glorious and inviting, filled him with dread. Without 
warning, a thunderous boom erupted from behind the door. Fear gripped 
Feu’s heart and prickled his spine. It was no use; the booming thunder 
echoing throughout his mind overcame his body and he turned to leave. 
He had failed. Unaware he was being watched, Feu trudged back along 
the tunnel. Disappointment rang in his mind so much that that he couldn’t 
even hear the cracking bones beneath his feet. 
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Above him, a little blue flower watched and waited. It was time. Le Fleur 
d’ Antibes began its descent, fluttering and swirling in the wind of the 
tunnel until it floated, as if by magic, into Feu’s pocket, carrying a badly 
burnt piece of parchment. Feu felt it instantly and unravelled the 
parchment. It was the other half of Nogard’s secret message!  

As quick as a flash, Feu darted back towards the door. After lightly 
brushing the flames, the rest of the message appeared: 

 

 

 

 
 

How had he been so weak? He hadn’t even found the flower, it had found 
him! Without a second thought, he was ready. 

you want to go. I’m in our homeland, Antibes. You have to come, I need 

your help. 

There’s one more thing. To open the door of the lair you’ll need to be 

brave. Look for Le Fleur d’ Antibes, this will help you. 

Nogard 



*** 
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The fire ripped and roared around him, Le Fleur d’ Antibes instantly burst 
into flames but he was unharmed and, after a few minutes, the fire 
subsided. There, in front of him, stood Nogard, encased in a prison of ice.  

“Feu, you came!” screamed Nogard, delighted that his brother had 
arrived. “Come closer, we need to melt this thing!” 

Feu rushed over and the familiar feeling of warmth glowed inside of the 
brothers. Miraculously, the ice cell melted and the boys embraced. 

“Nogard, how did this happen? What is this? How did you… the flowers?” 
blurted Feu, overwhelmed. 

“Don’t worry. I’ll explain everything. Everything’s fine but we’ve got a lot 
of work to do,” replied Nogard. 

With that, the boys left, walking out into the hills above Antibes. During 
the journey, Nogard explained everything. He told Feu that their names 
had meanings. Feu was ‘Fire’ in French; Nogard was ‘dragon’ backwards. 
Nogard had found out about their past; their family had been ancient 
kings and queens in a time when dragons roamed the earth. A little blue 
flower had come to him to explain that a dark lord had banished their 
family long ago, and that they needed their help. When Nogard returned 
to Antibes alone, he was imprisoned in ice and had no way of melting it 
alone, but he didn’t know why, who by, or where their family were… 

But they were going to find out.  


