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Wishes You Knew 

I’M YOUR BEARDED DRAGON, AND I HAVE 

SOMETHING TO SAY  
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Chapter 1: Stop Touching Me Like That 

Hey. Yeah, you. The 

one who keeps 

scooping me up like 

I’m some stuffed 

toy with legs. 

We need to talk. 

I know you mean 

well. You think I like 

it. Or at least that I 

don’t mind it. But 

just because I don’t 

scream, hiss, or 

throw a tantrum doesn’t mean I’m okay with it. 

Here’s what actually happens when your hand drops from above into 

my tank: I freak out. 

Your brain might go, “Aww, time to play with my little buddy.”​

My brain goes, “That’s a hawk. I’m about to die.” 



 

You see, I come from a long line of creatures that survived by running 

from anything that grabbed them from above. That instinct hasn’t 

gone away just because I’m living under a heat lamp now. 

When I puff up, turn dark, bolt to the corner, or freeze like a rock, I’m 

not being moody. I’m being scared out of my tiny lizard mind. 

If you want me to trust you, here’s how you handle me the right way: 

Approach from the front or the side. Let me see your hand. No 

surprise attacks. Slide your hand under my belly. Support my legs. 

Don’t let them dangle. 

And most important—wait. Let me decide if I want to step onto your 

hand. 

If I walk away, take the hint. I’m not in the mood. And no, that doesn’t 

mean I hate you. It means I want to be left alone right now. Same way 

you don’t want to be hugged while you’re in the bathroom or 

half-asleep. 

Also, you don’t need to hold me every single day. I don’t miss you when 

you’re gone. I’m a reptile. I like warmth, stillness, and peace. Not 

constant attention. So stop feeling guilty if we skip a day. 

Now let’s address the kissing. Please stop kissing my face. 



 

You’ve got lunch breath. I just ate worms. This isn’t a Disney moment. 

Keep it respectful. 

Look, I’m not saying don’t hold me ever. I do enjoy hanging out with 

you sometimes. But on my terms. Let me come to you. Let me choose 

the moment. You’ll see I’m much calmer when I feel safe, not 

cornered. 

Handle me like a living animal, not a YouTube prop. I’ve got feelings. I 

just don’t have a voice. 

Until now. 

 



 

Chapter 2: I’m Not Cold, I’m Dying 

When I look cold, I’m 

not just chilling. 

I’m in trouble. 

I know it’s hard to tell 

with reptiles. We don’t 

shiver or wrap 

ourselves in blankets. 

We don’t whine when 

something’s off. But 

just because I’m quiet 

doesn’t mean I’m fine. 

Let’s talk about heat. Or more like, the lack of it in so many tanks. 

I’m not built for your living room. I’m built for the blazing sun in the 

Australian outback. I need heat to function. I mean it — without proper 

heat, I literally can’t digest food, move well, or fight off illness.  

It’s like taking the battery out of a toy and wondering why it doesn’t 

work. 



 

If my basking spot isn’t hot enough — and I’m talking 95 to 110°F, 

depending on my age — everything slows down. My gut. My brain. My 

whole body. That’s when people say I’m “acting lazy.” 

I’m not lazy. I’m shutting down. 

On the flip side, don’t go thinking, “Okay, heat is good, so more heat 

must be better.” If you turn my whole tank into a sauna with no cool 

side, I have nowhere to escape. I bake. I overheat. I panic. 

I need a gradient. A warm side. A cool side. A proper basking zone.​

 That’s how I regulate my body. I don’t sweat. I move between zones to 

stay balanced. 

And don’t even get me started on those weak little bulbs that call 

themselves “UVB.” 

If you’re using a coil UVB or one of those mystery-brand lights from a 

sketchy online store, you’re setting me up for a slow, silent disaster. 

My bones need proper UVB to stay strong.  

No UVB, no calcium absorption. That means metabolic bone disease 

— twisted limbs, weak jaws, and pain I can’t even show you. 

You won’t notice it at first. You’ll just see me eat less. Move less. Look 

dull. And by the time it’s obvious, it’s already bad. 

So here’s the deal: 



 

Get a good-quality UVB tube light. Not a coil. A T5 High Output with 

10.0 strength is ideal. It should cover at least two-thirds of my tank 

and sit at the right distance — not too far, not blocked by mesh. 

Pair that with a separate basking bulb for heat. One job per bulb. UVB 

is not the same as heat. Don’t cheap out and buy those “all-in-one 

miracle bulbs.” They rarely do either job well. 

Check the temps with a digital probe thermometer, not those little 

stick-on ones. They lie. They lie like a cricket faking death. 

Also, give me a solid rock or branch under the heat so I can bask 

properly. I’m not gonna float in midair to catch rays. 

If you’re not sure about your lighting setup, fix it now. Not later. Not 

next payday. I don’t have time for you to figure this out slowly. 

I’m not cold. 

I’m dying. 

So warm me up right, and I’ll return the favor by staying healthy, active, 

and very much alive. 

 



 

Chapter 3: This Food Is Trash 

Look, I appreciate the 

effort. Really. 

You walk into the room 

with that proud look on 

your face, holding out a 

bowl like you just cooked 

me a five-star meal. But 

then I look inside... and it’s 

five limp lettuce leaves and 

two dried mealworms. 

Is this a joke? 

Let’s clear something up: I’m not a garbage disposal. 

Just because I once ate a crumpled tissue or licked a rock doesn’t 

mean I’ll eat anything you throw in a bowl. 

I need variety. I need balance. And I need you to stop Googling once 

and thinking you’ve nailed my diet. 

Let’s talk greens first. If your idea of a salad is iceberg lettuce, stop 

right there. That stuff is water with no nutrition. It’s like eating wet 



 

paper. Same goes for spinach every day — it binds calcium and 

messes with my bones. 

What I actually want? 

Collard greens. Mustard greens. Turnip greens. Dandelion leaves. The 

good stuff. Mix it up. Don’t feed me the same three things every day 

unless you want me to roll my eyes and leave it untouched. 

Now bugs. Yes, I love them. No, I shouldn’t be living off them forever. 

If I’m a baby or juvenile, sure, I need a high-protein diet. But once I 

grow up, that balance flips. It’s supposed to be more veggies, fewer 

bugs. Not the other way around. 

You tossing in thirty crickets a day while I’m fully grown? That’s how I 

get fat. And yes, lizards can get fat. Not cute, chunky, healthy fat — I 

mean organ-crushing, can’t-poop-for-days fat. 

Also: stop with the dried bugs. They're crunchy, lifeless, and taste like 

sadness. If you're gonna feed insects, make them live. Let me chase 

them. I like the hunt. I like the crunch. Dried ones are like cold fries — 

technically food, but depressing. 

And dust those bugs with calcium. Not once a month. Not when you 

remember. If I’m not getting calcium and vitamins regularly, my bones 



 

will fall apart from the inside. I won’t show pain until it’s bad, but I’ll be 

suffering in silence. 

Last thing: fruit. A little now and then? Great. A whole fruit salad every 

morning? No. I don’t need that much sugar. You’re not giving me a 

treat — you’re giving me a slow path to stomach problems. 

So here’s what I want:​

A colorful plate. Mostly greens, some veggies, occasional fruit, and 

live bugs with calcium. Simple, right? 

Treat my meals like you’d treat your own. Would you eat the same sad 

salad every day with no flavor, no crunch, and no thought? Didn’t think 

so. 

Feed me right, and I’ll reward you with bright colors, solid poops, and 

that smug little beard lift you love so much. 

Deal?  



 

Chapter 4: You Call This Enrichment? 

Let me guess. You 

decorated my tank once, 

back when you got me, 

and thought, “Wow, this 

looks amazing.” Maybe 

you threw in a log, a rock, 

and a fake plant from the 

dollar bin. 

And then… you stopped. 

You think I’m just here to 

sit under a light all day 

like a solar-powered statue. But guess what? 

I get bored. 

Yeah, I know I’m a reptile. I don’t play fetch. I don’t beg for belly rubs. 

But that doesn’t mean I want to stare at the same corner of a tank for 

ten hours a day with nothing to do.  

My brain works. I notice things. And when there’s nothing to explore, 

climb, scratch, or interact with, I get restless. I glass surf. I dig 

aimlessly. I zone out. 



 

That’s not “just what lizards do.” That’s boredom. 

In the wild, I’d be out basking, running from predators, hunting insects, 

dodging birds, digging burrows, and finding new hiding spots. It’s not 

chaos — it’s stimulation. 

You don’t need to recreate the outback in your living room, but you do 

need to give me more than a rock and a lightbulb. 

Here’s what I want: 

Give me climbing branches that are actually fun to climb. Not just 

smooth, straight sticks. Give me angles. Give me texture. 

Add multiple hides — not just one sad half-log in the corner. I like 

options. Sometimes I want to curl up somewhere dark and cozy. 

Switch things around now and then. Move a rock. Add a new tunnel. 

Just don’t do it while I’m watching — I like to pretend I found it on my 

own. 

Set up digging areas. A box of soft soil or clean play sand lets me dig 

like I’m supposed to. And no, that tile floor you gave me doesn’t count. 

Bring in live insects occasionally so I can chase them. Let me work for 

it. Hunting is in my blood. A worm in a dish is fine, but catching a 

cricket? That’s living. 



 

Also, take me out sometimes. Let me walk around in a safe space. I 

like exploring new textures, seeing different sights. Just don’t leave 

me near wires or tiny gaps, or we’re going to have a very bad day. 

Enrichment isn’t about being fancy. It’s about giving me a life that’s not 

just surviving, but actually worth living. 

When I’m engaged, I’m brighter, more active, and way more fun to 

watch. When I’m bored? I’m dull, moody, and stressed. That’s not good 

for either of us. 

So let’s level up the tank. I’ll pretend to be impressed. You’ll feel like a 

reptile hero. Win-win. 

 

 

 



 

Chapter 5: My Beard’s Dark for a Reason 

You ever walk into the 

room, see my beard all 

black, and say, “Oh 

look, he’s being 

dramatic again”? 

I’m not being dramatic. 

I’m screaming. 

I may not have a voice, 

but when I darken my 

beard, I’m saying 

something loud and 

clear. You just haven’t been listening. 

Sometimes it means I’m angry. Sometimes it means I’m scared. 

Sometimes I’m just in pain. But it never means “everything’s totally 

fine.” 

Let’s break it down. 

A dark beard can mean stress. And stress isn’t just from you handling 

me wrong or blasting loud music near my tank. It can be caused by 

things you don’t even notice — 



 

Wrong temperatures. Bad lighting. Not enough hides. Feeling exposed.​

Seeing my reflection and thinking it’s a rival.​

Even boredom. 

Yes, I stress out from boredom. You would too if you lived in a tiny 

glass box with nothing but a rock and a bowl of sad lettuce. 

Other times, I go dark because I’m sick. 

I might not be eating well. My gut might be off. Something inside me 

isn’t right. 

And when you say, “He’s just grumpy today,” what I want to say is, “I 

feel awful and I don’t know how to make you notice.” 

Sometimes it’s territorial. If I see another beardie — or even my own 

reflection — I might beard up to show I’m boss.  

But if that keeps happening every day, guess what? Constant stress. 

Constant cortisol. And that messes me up over time. 

Don’t brush it off. Don’t call it a “mood.” 

Look around. Check my temps. Review my lighting. Rethink your 

setup. Watch how I act. 

If my beard is staying dark for hours, or coming and going constantly, 

something’s wrong. 



 

And no, I don’t beard up just to look cool for your friends. That’s not a 

party trick. That’s a warning sign. 

This isn’t just about beard color. I use my whole body to talk.​

Tail twitching. Glass dancing. Not basking. Hiding. Refusing food. All 

of it means something. 

I’m trying to tell you things. The question is, are you actually paying 

attention? 

You love me, right? Then stop laughing at my beard like it’s just a 

funny costume change. 

Sometimes, it means I’m seriously not okay. 

 



 

Chapter 6: I’m Not Lazy, I’m Sick 

You walk by my tank, see 

me lying there, and say 

something like, “He’s just 

being lazy today.” 

But here’s the truth: I’m not 

lazy. I’m not chilling. I’m 

not taking a day off. 

I’m probably sick. 

Laziness isn’t really a thing 

in my world. Every 

movement I make costs energy. So if I’m not moving, eating, or 

exploring like I used to, something’s wrong.  

The problem is, I don’t show pain the way you expect. I won’t cry. I 

won’t limp around. I won’t whine. I’ll just stop being myself. 

That’s when you should worry. 

If I’m suddenly spending more time hiding, not basking, or not chasing 

food I used to love — that’s not normal. 



 

If my poop is runny or gone for days, my gut isn’t working right.​

If my colors stay dull or my beard is dark even when nothing’s 

happening, I’m trying to tell you I feel off. 

Maybe your temps are wrong. 

Maybe I ate something that upset my stomach. 

Maybe I’ve got parasites. 

Or maybe I’ve been living in low UVB for so long that my bones are 

starting to give out, and it just looks like “I’m being quiet.” 

You’d be amazed how many beardies suffer silently from metabolic 

bone disease before anyone notices. Weak limbs. Soft jaws. Crooked 

spines. By the time it’s obvious, it’s already deep. 

And you know what doesn’t help? You laughing it off. Saying things 

like, “He’s just a chill lizard.” 

I’m not chill. I’m hurting, but I don’t have a way to scream. 

Also, don’t rely on Google or Reddit to diagnose me. I’ve seen some of 

those “advice” posts. They’d be funny if they weren’t so dangerous. 

If you see real changes in my behavior, call a reptile vet. Not your 

dog’s vet. Not a general animal clinic. I need someone who knows 

what to look for in creatures like me. 



 

I’m not trying to ruin your day with this chapter. I just want you to know 

how easily my health can go downhill when things are off — and how 

long it takes me to recover once I’m there. 

So next time I stop moving, stop eating, or stop acting like myself, 

don’t say, “Oh, he’s being lazy.” 

Say, “What’s wrong, buddy?” 

And mean it. 

 



 

Chapter 7: Your Tank Looks Nice, But It Feels 

Wrong 

I’ve seen the pictures 

you took of my tank. 

The clean glass. The 

matching decor. That 

sleek, white tile floor. 

You even added fairy 

lights around the 

outside. It looks like a 

Pinterest dream. 

But I need you to know 

something. 

It looks great for you. It feels awful for me. 

You designed a living room. I needed a habitat. 

That smooth tile you put in? Sure, it wipes clean easily. But it’s cold. 

Slippery. Unnatural. I can’t dig into it. I can’t get traction when I walk. I 

end up sliding around like a lizard on an ice rink. 



 

And that’s not just awkward. It’s dangerous. I can pull a muscle or 

injure a joint without ever showing you. You’ll just think I’m “being lazy” 

again. 

Then there’s the open layout. One big space. Nothing to hide under, 

nothing to climb, just wide open nothing. 

It’s like putting a bed in the middle of a gym floor and telling someone, 

“Here’s your bedroom.” I need cover. I need corners. I need layers in my 

world — not flat, empty space. 

Don’t even get me started on fake plants glued to the wall that I can’t 

touch, or decorative rocks that look great but are placed where I can’t 

even bask on them. 

And lighting — if it’s just some warm, dim bulb that makes the tank 

glow softly for your Instagram story, then congrats, you’ve made a 

cozy nightlight. 

But I need function over aesthetic. Bright basking spots. Real UVB. 

Temperature zones.  

A layout that lets me move, hide, explore, and regulate my body the 

way I’m wired to. I don’t care how photogenic the tank is. I care how it 

feels under my belly.  



 

How safe I feel when I sleep. How much freedom I have to be a 

beardie, not a decorative pet. 

I get that you want your setup to look nice. I’m not against style. But 

let form follow function.  Make it feel right for me first. Then decorate 

around that.  

Because when the tank feels right, I thrive. When it just looks good, I 

suffer quietly. And no filter can hide that. 

 



 

Chapter 8: Please Stop Believing Internet Myths 

I see what you’re doing when 

you think I’m not looking. 

You’re scrolling forums. 

Watching shaky YouTube 

videos. Asking strangers in 

comment sections what to do 

with me. 

And then you come back and 

do things like put sand in my 

tank, stop giving me calcium, or feed me scrambled eggs — because 

“someone online said it’s fine.” 

I don’t know who these people are. But they’re not me. And a lot of 

them are wrong. Like, dangerously wrong. 

Let’s break down some of the nonsense I’ve seen passed around like 

it’s wisdom. 

“Sand is natural.” 

Sure, if I’m in the wild and on the move. But in a tank where I eat in the 

same spot every day? I end up swallowing it. That leads to impaction 

— a fancy word for my guts getting blocked. It hurts. It can kill me. 



 

“You don’t need UVB if you give enough supplements.” 

Wrong. I need both. UVB isn’t optional. No bulb, no calcium 

absorption. No calcium, and my bones crumble over time. It's not a 

backup plan — it’s part of staying alive. 

“Bearded dragons only need veggies as adults.” 

Also wrong. I still need bugs, just not every day. And not in massive 

amounts. Balance matters. Starving me of protein is just as bad as 

stuffing me full of worms. 

“It’s normal for beardies to go weeks without eating.” 

No, it’s not. That kind of thinking lets real health issues get ignored. If 

I’m not eating, something’s off. Brumation? Maybe. But don’t guess. 

Ask a vet. 

“They love cuddling.” 

We tolerate it. Sometimes. On our terms. But no, we don’t crave 

human hugs. We crave warmth, safety, and calm. Not your constant 

hand hovering over our heads. 

“Baths help them poop.” 

Occasionally. But turning bath time into a daily forced event is 

stressful. I’m not a spa lizard. Let’s not make it weird. 



 

Just because a person online kept their beardie alive for three years 

on bad advice doesn’t mean that advice is good. I can survive a lot. 

Doesn’t mean I’m thriving. 

So here’s the new rule: 

If it sounds too easy, too cheap, or too clever to be true — 

double-check it. 

Use real sources. Reptile vets. Reliable care guides. Experts who 

actually work with creatures like me. 

I don’t need ten strangers arguing about whether I can eat grapes. I 

need you to stop testing internet hacks on my body. 

Please stop experimenting on me because some guy named 

“LizardKing47” said it worked for his cousin’s beardie. 

I’m your dragon. Not a DIY project. 

 



 

Chapter 9: I’m Not a Kid’s Pet 

So your kid begged for a 

bearded dragon. 

And you thought, “Why not? 

Looks easy enough. He’s 

cute. He just sits there. Can’t 

be that hard.” 

Let me stop you right there. 

I’m not a toy. I’m not a 

classroom science project. 

I’m not a pet you buy to teach someone else responsibility. 

I’m a living creature with very real needs. Needs that don’t go away 

when your kid gets bored. 

I need exact temperatures. 

I need the right UVB lighting. 

I need specific diets based on my age and health. 

I need clean water, calcium, safe substrate, time outside the tank, and 

a stress-free space. 



 

None of that can be handled by a six-year-old who barely remembers 

to brush their teeth. 

You want your kid to have a pet? Cool. But you’re the one signing up 

for the hard stuff.​

The vet visits. The poop cleanup. The mealworm spills. The tank 

upgrades. 

The part where I get sick and need urgent help, and your kid doesn’t 

even notice because I “still look fine.” 

And don’t forget — I live for 10 to 15 years. 

That cute kid is going to grow up, go to high school, maybe college. 

And guess who’s still here? 

Me. 

And if you don’t take over, if you treat me like a phase your child grew 

out of, I suffer. Quietly. Slowly. Day after day. 

I don’t need constant attention. I’m not high-maintenance. But I do 

need consistency, care, and respect.  

Not to be dumped in a tank and forgotten once the novelty wears off. 



 

If you’re willing to be the real caretaker, great. In fact, I can be a 

wonderful pet for the whole family. Calm, cool, fun to watch, and full of 

personality. 

But if you’re buying me as a “starter pet,” let me save you some trouble 

— don’t. 

I’m not a starter. I’m not a test run. I’m a life you chose to bring into 

your home. 

Treat me like one.  



 

Chapter 10: The Great Sleep (And Why You 

Shouldn't Panic) 

We need to talk about 

something that will probably 

send you into a complete 

meltdown the first time it 

happens: brumation. 

Think of it as my version of 

hibernation, except I'm not a 

bear, and I don't live in a cave 

(though my hide is pretty 

cozy). 

Every year, usually when the days get shorter and cooler, something 

ancient in my dragon brain says, "Time for the great sleep!" And 

suddenly, I transform from your food-motivated, basking-obsessed 

buddy into what appears to be a reptilian zombie. 

I know this terrifies you humans, but please, PLEASE don't panic and 

drag me to the emergency vet thinking I'm dying. 

Here's what's actually happening: I'm entering a state of dormancy 

that's completely natural for my species.  



 

In the wild, my ancestors would slow way down during Australia's 

cooler months to conserve energy when food was scarce. 

Even though I live in your climate-controlled house with a steady 

supply of dubias, my body still gets the memo when daylight hours 

decrease. 

What you'll notice when I start brumating: 

I'll eat less, or stop eating entirely (yes, even those tasty hornworms). 

I'll sleep for days, sometimes weeks at a time. 

I might hide in my cave and barely come out. My movements will be 

slow and sluggish when I do emerge. 

I might completely ignore my beautiful basking spot.  

My poops will become infrequent or stop altogether. 

What you should NOT do: 

Force me to eat (seriously, I'll eat when I'm ready). Constantly wake 

me up to "check if I'm okay." 

Increase my temperatures thinking I'm cold. Rush me to the vet unless 

I show actual signs of illness. 

Try to "snap me out of it" with various foods or stimulation. 



 

What you SHOULD do: 

Continue providing my normal lighting schedule (my body still needs 

that routine). Keep fresh water available, though I won't drink much. 

Check on me occasionally, but let me sleep. Keep my temperatures 

normal - don't crank up the heat. 

Weigh me weekly if you want to monitor for excessive weight loss. 

Take notes about when it started and what you observe. 

The difference between brumation and illness: 

This is crucial, so pay attention. During normal brumation, I'm still alert 

when I do wake up. 

My eyes are clear, I don't have discharge from my nose or mouth, and I 

might even wander around a bit before going back to sleep. If I'm truly 

sick, I'll look lethargic even when awake, my eyes might be sunken, I 

could have discharge, or my movements might seem off-balance. 

How long will this last? 

Anywhere from a few weeks to several months. I know that sounds 

terrifying, but it's normal. 



 

Some dragons brumate for just a month, others sleep through most of 

the winter. Young dragons (under 2 years) might not brumate at all, or 

only lightly. 

As I get older, I might brumate more consistently. 

The hardest part for you: 

I know you love our routine. You love watching me bask, seeing me get 

excited about salad time, and feeling like you're taking good care of 

me. 

When I brumate, it feels like I've abandoned you, doesn't it? Like maybe 

you did something wrong, or I'm not happy, or I'm sick. 

None of those things are true. I'm just following millions of years of 

evolutionary programming.Think of it like this - you don't panic when 

trees lose their leaves in fall, right? This is my version of seasonal 

change. 

When I wake up: 

Oh boy, will I wake up! I'll be hungry (understatement of the century), 

thirsty, and ready to get back to our normal routine. 

I might be a bit thinner, but I'll gain the weight back quickly once I start 

eating again. Don't be surprised if I act like I've never seen food before 

and devour everything you offer. 



 

A word about timing: 

Brumation doesn't always follow human calendar logic. I might start in 

October, or January, or sometimes not at all. 

Some years I might have a light brumation where I just eat less and 

sleep more. Other years, I might go full zombie mode for 

months.There's no predicting it, so don't try to plan around it. 

The bottom line: 

Brumation is not a medical emergency, it's not a sign of depression, 

and it's not your fault. It's one of the most natural things I can do, even 

in captivity. 

Your job is to be patient, maintain my normal care routine, and trust 

that I know what my body needs. 

I promise I'll wake up when I'm ready, probably demanding breakfast 

like nothing ever happened. Until then, just let me sleep. 

I'm not being dramatic (for once) - I'm just being a dragon. 

Trust me on this one. I've been perfecting the art of seasonal sleeping 

for millions of years.  



 

Chapter 11: My Skin Situation (And Why You Need 

to Chill) 

Let's talk about 

something that happens 

to me regularly but 

somehow sends you 

humans into a frenzy 

every single time: 

shedding. Yes, I'm going 

to look weird for a while, 

and no, you don't need to "help" me with it. 

First things first - I don't shed like a snake. I don't slip out of my entire 

skin in one satisfying piece that you can show off to your friends. 

I shed in patches, like a very slow, very itchy jigsaw puzzle. Sometimes 

it's my head, sometimes my legs, sometimes random spots that make 

me look like I'm wearing mismatched socks. 

Remember how I went on about proper temperatures in Chapter 2? 

Well, guess what - those matter for shedding too, because inadequate 

heat affects how well I can shed my skin. 

What normal shedding looks like: 



 

My skin will start looking dull and grayish a few days before it's ready 

to come off. You might notice me rubbing against my decorations 

more than usual - that's me scratching the itch, not having a mental 

breakdown. 

The old skin will start lifting at the edges, looking papery and loose. I 

might seem a bit grumpier than usual because, honestly, imagine 

having an itch you can't quite reach all over your body. 

What you should NOT do: 

Do not, under any circumstances, try to pull off loose pieces of shed. I 

don't care how satisfying it looks, or how much you want to "help." 

Pulling shed can tear my new skin underneath, leading to injuries or 

infections. Would you want someone yanking at your healing sunburn 

skin? 

Don't give me extra baths thinking it will "speed up the process." Don't 

increase my humidity to crazy levels. 

What you SHOULD do: 

Provide rough surfaces for me to rub against - that's what my 

branches and rocks are for. Make sure I have access to fresh water for 

drinking (I might drink more during sheds). 



 

Keep my normal routine and temperatures - my body knows what it's 

doing. Be patient and let me handle it myself. 

When you should worry: 

If pieces of shed stay stuck for more than a week or two, especially 

around my toes or tail tip. Stuck shed can cut off circulation and 

cause serious problems. 

If you see swelling, discoloration, or the stuck shed is getting tighter 

rather than loosening. If I seem to be in actual pain rather than just 

mild discomfort. 

The toe and tail situation: 

My toes and tail tip are the trickiest areas for shedding. If shed gets 

stuck there and dries out, it can act like a tourniquet. 

You might need to give me a warm soak (not hot!) to soften stubborn 

pieces, but only if they've been stuck for a while. Even then, let the 

water do the work - don't pull. 

Why this happens: 

Low humidity can make shed stick more stubbornly. Poor nutrition can 

affect the quality of my new skin. 



 

Stress can also mess with my shedding cycle. Sometimes it just 

happens - I'm not a perfect shedding machine. 

Different life stages: 

When I was a baby, I shed constantly - like every few weeks. It was 

exhausting, and I probably looked patchy most of the time. 

As an adult, I might shed every few months, or seasonally. The timing 

isn't as predictable as you'd probably like. 

The itchy phase: 

During a shed, I might seem restless or irritable. I'm not mad at you - 

I'm just itchy and uncomfortable. 

I might not want to be handled as much during this time. Would you 

want someone picking you up when you're covered in poison ivy? 

Colors and appearance: 

My colors might look dull or faded right before a shed. This is totally 

normal - think of it like looking through old, cloudy glass. 

Once the shed is complete, my new skin will be bright and vibrant 

again. You might even notice that my patterns look slightly different or 

more defined. 

The satisfaction factor: 



 

I know you really, really want to help peel off those tempting pieces of 

loose skin. I get it - it probably triggers some deep human grooming 

instinct. 

But the best way you can help is by not helping. Let me do what 

millions of years of evolution designed me to do. 

Trust the process: 

Shedding is one of the most natural things I do. I've been perfecting 

this skill since I was a tiny hatchling. 

Your job is to provide the right environment and then step back and let 

me work. I promise I'll get it all off eventually, even if it takes longer 

than your patience would prefer.  



 

Chapter 12: Finding My Doctor (And Why "Any Vet" 

Won't Do) 

Oh, you think Dr. Johnson 

who treats Fluffy the poodle 

can handle me? That's 

adorable. Let me paint you a 

picture of how that 

appointment would go. 

You'd walk in with me, and Dr. 

Johnson would stare at me like I'm an alien. Which, to be fair, 

compared to the parade of golden retrievers he sees daily, I basically 

am. 

"So... it's a lizard?" he'd say, clearly regretting his career choices. Then 

he'd probably try to take my temperature rectally because that's what 

he does with dogs, and we'd both have a very bad day. 

Here's the thing: taking me to a regular vet is like taking your 

smartphone to someone who only fixes rotary phones. Sure, they're 

both communication devices, but good luck getting helpful results. 

 



 

Why your dog's vet is useless for me: 

They learned about mammals in vet school. I am decidedly not a 

mammal - shocking revelation, I know. 

Everything about me is different - my body temperature, my heart rate, 

how I breathe, how I process medications. To them, my normal vital 

signs look like I'm dying. 

Most regular vets see a sick reptile about as often as you see a 

unicorn. Would you trust someone to fix your car if they'd only seen 

three cars in their entire career? 

What you actually need: 

An exotic vet who won't look at me like I'm some mythical creature. 

Someone who knows that my third eye isn't a tumor (yes, I have a third 

eye - deal with it). 

They should handle me like they know what they're doing, not like I'm 

going to bite their face off. Though honestly, if you take me to 

someone incompetent, I might consider it. 

How to find someone who isn't clueless: 

Google "exotic vet" plus your city name. Revolutionary concept, I know. 



 

Ask other reptile owners - we have a whole underground network of 

people who actually know what they're talking about. Check reptile 

forums, Facebook groups, or that weird guy at the pet store who 

knows everything about reptiles. 

Red flags that scream "run away": 

If they say "I treat all animals" but seem surprised you own a dragon. If 

their solution to every reptile problem is "just make it hotter." 

If they handle me like I'm a grenade about to explode. If they don't ask 

about my setup and just focus on my symptoms. 

The reality check: 

Yes, it's going to cost more than your dog's checkup. I'm exotic, 

complicated, and fabulous - what did you expect? 

If you wanted cheap vet bills, you should have gotten a goldfish. Oh 

wait, even they need specialized care sometimes. 

What decent exotic vets do: 

They'll grill you about my entire life - my diet, my temperatures, my 

lighting, my bathroom habits. It's like a job interview, but for my health. 



 

They'll handle me confidently, supporting my chunky body properly. 

They won't freak out when I puff up my beard or try to look 

intimidating. 

Do this before I get sick: 

Establish care when I'm healthy, not when I'm half-dead and you're 

panicking. It's called planning ahead - try it sometime. 

This way, when I do get sick, you're not frantically calling around 

asking "Do you treat bearded dragons?" while I'm suffering.  

Plus, I can judge the vet's competence when I'm feeling sassy, not 

when I'm too sick to care. 

Emergency planning: 

Figure out where the 24-hour exotic emergency clinic is before 2 AM 

on a Sunday when I'm having a crisis. Most emergency vets know as 

much about me as your mailman does. 

Keep their number programmed in your phone. When I'm in distress, 

you'll be too panicked to think straight. 

 



 

Bottom line: 

I'm not asking for much - just someone who knows the difference 

between a sick dragon and a healthy one. Someone who won't treat 

me like an oversized gecko or an undersized crocodile. 

Find me a real exotic vet, not someone who once saw a turtle in vet 

school. My life might depend on it, and frankly, so might your sanity 

when something goes wrong. 

Trust me, it's worth the investment. I'm fabulous, and I deserve 

fabulous medical care.  



 

Chapter 13: Why I Don't Want a Roommate (And 

You Shouldn't Give Me One) 

I see that look in your eyes when 

you watch those cute videos of 

bearded dragons "cuddling" 

together. You're thinking, "Aww, 

my dragon looks lonely! Maybe I 

should get him a friend!" 

Stop right there. Let me explain 

something that might crush your 

Disney-movie dreams: I don't 

want a roommate, and neither does any other self-respecting bearded 

dragon. 

Those "cute cuddling" videos you see online? That's not friendship - 

that's dominance and competition disguised as adorable content for 

your Instagram feed. 

Here's what's actually happening in those videos: 

One dragon is asserting dominance over the other by literally lying on 

top of them. The bottom dragon isn't enjoying a snuggle - they're being 

pinned down and stressed out. 



 

It's like if your boss sat on your desk all day and you couldn't do 

anything about it. Not exactly the workplace harmony you'd want, 

right? 

Why we don't do roommates: 

In the wild, we're territorial creatures who only tolerate each other 

during mating season. The rest of the time, we maintain our own 

spaces and avoid conflict. 

Even my own siblings would become competitors once we reached 

adulthood. It's not personal - it's survival instinct programmed into 

every scale on my body. 

What "cohabitation" really looks like: 

The dominant dragon (usually the larger one) will claim the best 

basking spots, the best hiding places, and first access to food. The 

submissive dragon gets whatever scraps are left. 

The submissive dragon will show stress behaviors - staying hidden, 

eating less, becoming lethargic. You might think they're just "shy," but 

they're actually being bullied. 

The feeding nightmare: 

You think you can just put two bowls down and we'll politely eat our 

separate meals? That's hilarious. 



 

The dominant dragon will guard both food sources, even if they can't 

eat everything. It's like having a food-aggressive dog, except I can also 

whip you with my tail and give you a death glare. 

Territory disputes: 

We'll compete for the best basking spot under the heat lamp. One of 

us will end up with inadequate temperatures, which leads to poor 

digestion, weakened immune system, and health problems. 

The stress of constant territorial disputes will make both of us more 

prone to illness. Chronic stress kills dragons faster than almost 

anything else. 

The "but they seem fine" delusion: 

Just because we're not actively fighting doesn't mean we're happy. 

We're masters at hiding stress and discomfort. 

By the time you notice obvious signs of problems, one of us might 

already be seriously ill from chronic stress. We suffer in silence like 

professional martyrs. 

Size differences make it worse: 

If you put a smaller dragon with me, I'll dominate them completely. 

They'll live in constant fear and stress. 



 

If you put a larger dragon with me, I'll be the one getting bullied. Either 

way, someone's miserable, and it might be both of us. 

The space issue: 

Even if you think your enclosure is huge, it's not big enough for two 

territorial adults. In the wild, our territories can span several acres. 

Your 75-gallon tank might seem spacious for one dragon, but it's 

basically a prison cell when you add a second dragon. We can't get 

away from each other even when we desperately want to. 

Breeding complications: 

If you house a male and female together, you're signing up for 

potential breeding whether you want it or not. Females can become 

egg-bound, males can become aggressive, and baby dragons require 

massive amounts of care and space. 

Do you really want to deal with 20+ baby dragons because you 

thought we looked lonely? 

The rare exceptions that prove the rule: 

Occasionally, you'll hear about two dragons that "get along fine." 

Usually, this means one dragon has completely given up and accepted 

their fate as the submissive one. 



 

They're not happy - they're defeated. That's not friendship, that's 

learned helplessness. 

What I actually want: 

I want my own space, my own basking spot, my own food bowl, and 

the security of knowing I don't have to compete with anyone. I want to 

be the undisputed king of my own castle. 

If you want to see multiple dragons, visit a reptile rescue or zoo. If you 

want a social pet that enjoys companionship, get a dog. 

The bottom line: 

I'm not lonely - I'm perfectly content being a solo act. Adding another 

dragon to my space isn't giving me a friend, it's giving me a 

stress-inducing competitor. 

Save yourself the vet bills, the stress, and the heartbreak. One 

fabulous dragon is better than two miserable ones. 

Trust me, I'm all the personality you can handle anyway.  



 

Chapter 14: My Relationship with Your Other Pets 

(Spoiler: It's Complicated) 

So you've got other pets, and 

you think we're all going to be 

one big happy family? Well, 

buckle up buttercup, because 

I need to explain how this 

whole multi-species 

household thing actually 

works from my perspective. 

First off, let me clarify something: I am not "friends" with your cat, dog, 

or whatever other furry creature you've brought into my domain. We 

have what diplomats would call "a carefully negotiated peace treaty." 

Your cat thinks I'm either prey or the world's most boring toy: 

That predatory stare your cat gives me isn't admiration - it's dinner 

calculations. Cats are hardwired to hunt things that are roughly my 

size and move the way I do. 

Even if Fluffy has never hurt a fly, her hunting instincts don't magically 

disappear around me. One swipe of those claws could seriously injure 

me, even if she's just "playing." 



 

Your dog's reaction varies wildly: 

Some dogs see me as a chew toy that moves. Others are terrified and 

think I'm some kind of miniature dragon (which, to be fair, I basically 

am). 

The really annoying ones think I'm another dog and want to play fetch 

or wrestle. I don't fetch, I don't wrestle, and I definitely don't appreciate 

being sniffed inappropriately. 

The stress factor you're ignoring: 

Even if your other pets never physically harm me, their presence is 

inherently stressful. I'm a prey animal to many species, and my brain is 

constantly on alert. 

That constant low-level stress weakens my immune system and can 

make me sick over time. But sure, let's prioritize those cute photos of 

us "getting along." 

Territory negotiations: 

I need to establish that this house has rules, and I'm at the top of the 

food chain here. That means I might puff up my beard, bob my head, 

or give intimidating stares. 

Your dog might interpret this as play behavior and get excited. Your 

cat might see it as a challenge and decide to put me in my place. 



 

The supervision reality: 

You cannot leave me unsupervised with other pets, ever. I don't care 

how well they "get along" or how many cute videos you've taken. 

It only takes one moment of predatory instinct, one playful paw swipe, 

or one territorial dispute to turn tragic. I'm not willing to bet my life on 

your pet's self-control. 

Free-roaming complications: 

If you let me roam around the house, your other pets need to be 

secured elsewhere. I will not share my exploration time with potential 

threats. 

I want to focus on investigating that interesting smell under the couch, 

not watching your cat stalk me from behind the curtains. It ruins the 

whole experience. 

The size differential problem: 

Even small dogs and cats are often bigger than me. What feels like 

gentle play to them can be overwhelming or dangerous for me. 

Your 15-pound cat playfully pouncing on my 1-pound body isn't cute - 

it's potentially lethal. Physics matters, people. 

Signs I'm stressed by other pets: 



 

I might stay hidden more than usual, eat less, or become more 

aggressive when handled. I might glass surf more frantically or show 

darker stress colors. 

These aren't behavioral problems - they're stress responses to feeling 

unsafe in my own home. Pay attention to what I'm telling you. 

The jealousy factor: 

Yes, I notice when you give attention to other pets. No, I don't 

appreciate being upstaged by some furry newcomer who doesn't even 

appreciate good UVB lighting. 

I was here first, I'm more exotic and interesting, and I deserve priority 

treatment. It's not unreasonable to expect proper respect for my 

status. 

Creating peaceful coexistence: 

Keep interactions brief and always supervised. Don't force interactions 

- if I want to retreat to my enclosure, respect that choice. 

Make sure I have secure spaces where other pets can't reach me. My 

enclosure should be my sanctuary, not a fishbowl for other animals to 

stare into. 

 



 

The bottom line: 

I can tolerate other pets in the house, but we're not going to be best 

friends having sleepovers and sharing secrets. We're housemates with 

a mutual understanding to stay out of each other's way. 

Your job is to ensure everyone stays safe and stress-free. My job is to 

continue being the most magnificent creature in the household. 

Just remember who the real star of this show is. Hint: it's the one with 

the perfect beard and superior sunbathing skills.  



 

Chapter 15: When We Have to Go Places (And Why I 

Hate Every Minute of It) 

Let me start by saying 

this: I am not a travel 

enthusiast. I don't get 

excited about 

"adventures" or "new 

experiences." 

I am a creature of routine 

who appreciates the finer things in life - like my perfectly positioned 

basking rock and my familiar hiding spots. So when you announce 

we're going somewhere, I'm already plotting my revenge. 

The moment of betrayal: 

I know exactly what's happening the second you bring out that travel 

carrier. You think you're being sneaky, but I can read your guilty body 

language from across the room. 

Your fake cheerful voice saying "Come on buddy, time for a little trip!" 

doesn't fool anyone. I see through your lies, and I'm not buying 

whatever story you're selling. 

The dreaded vet trip experience: 



 

The car ride is basically torture designed by sadists. All those 

vibrations, sudden stops, and turns make me feel like I'm trapped in an 

earthquake simulator. 

Then we arrive at that horrible place that smells like fear, antiseptic, 

and the tears of other traumatized animals. You act surprised when I 

puff up my beard and give you the death glare you absolutely deserve. 

Your pathetic travel container choices: 

Don't you dare show up with some flimsy cardboard box with holes 

poked in it like I'm a pizza you're taking home. I have standards, and 

my travel accommodations should reflect my status as reptilian 

royalty. 

I need a proper carrier with ventilation that doesn't make me feel like 

I'm suffocating, and a non-slip surface so I'm not sliding around like a 

pinball every time you take a corner. 

The temperature nightmare: 

This is where you humans fail spectacularly every single time. You 

either turn me into a dragon popsicle or bake me like a potato - there's 

no middle ground with you people. 



 

In winter, you panic and blast the heat until I'm practically cooking in 

my own carrier. In summer, you forget I exist and leave me in a hot car 

where I'll literally die from overheating. 

Your driving makes me carsick: 

Drive like you have a precious, irreplaceable cargo - because you do. 

Stop taking corners like you're auditioning for a Fast and Furious 

movie. 

And for the love of all that's holy, turn down your music. Your death 

metal playlist isn't helping my anxiety levels, and I'm already stressed 

enough about being kidnapped from my kingdom. 

The horror of moving day: 

Moving to a new house is the ultimate betrayal because you're not just 

taking me somewhere terrible - you're destroying my entire world. 

Everything I know and trust is suddenly gone. 

You pack up my perfect setup like it's just furniture, completely 

ignoring that this is my entire universe you're dismantling. Then you 

expect me to be grateful for my "new and improved" home. 

Your vacation abandonment issues: 



 

When you go on vacation, don't even think about dragging me along 

like I'm some kind of travel accessory. I didn't ask to visit your 

mother-in-law or see the Grand Canyon. 

Find someone who actually knows what they're doing to watch me, 

not your neighbor who "loves animals" but thinks I eat lettuce and pet 

store crickets. I have standards for my temporary staff. 

The emergency evacuation panic: 

When disasters strike, you run around like a headless chicken while I 

sit there wondering if you've completely lost your mind. This is exactly 

when your lack of planning becomes my life-threatening emergency. 

You should have figured out how to transport me safely BEFORE the 

hurricane warnings, not while you're frantically googling "how to 

evacuate with reptiles" as the winds pick up. 

Hotel stays and my dignity: 

If we absolutely must stay somewhere temporarily, I refuse to be 

treated like a second-class citizen. I need my full royal setup - proper 

heat, UVB, and my regular accommodations. 

Don't think you can stuff me in some inadequate travel tank and call it 

good enough. I'm not camping, I'm temporarily relocating my kingdom, 

and it better meet my standards. 



 

The recovery period you ignore: 

After any travel ordeal, I need time to recover from the trauma you've 

inflicted on me. I might not eat immediately because my digestive 

system is still recovering from the stress. 

I'll probably spend extra time hiding while I process the fact that my 

trusted human just kidnapped me and dragged me through 

automotive hell. Don't take it personally - actually, do take it personally 

because it is. 

My stress signals you miss: 

When I turn darker colors, refuse food, or become more aggressive 

after traveling, that's not me being "difficult" - that's PTSD from your 

terrible travel planning. Pay attention to what I'm telling you. 

I might hide more than usual or seem less interested in interacting. 

This isn't permanent damage to our relationship, but it is me needing 

time to forgive you for this betrayal. 

The bottom line on travel: 

Every trip should be evaluated for absolute necessity versus my 

mental health. Your convenience doesn't outweigh my wellbeing, and 

your social obligations definitely don't justify traumatizing me. 



 

When travel is unavoidable, plan like my life depends on it - because it 

does. Temperature control, secure carriers, gentle driving, and realistic 

timelines aren't suggestions, they're requirements. 

I'll eventually forgive you for necessary trips, but it's going to cost you 

some premium hornworms and extra basking time. Consider it the 

price of my trauma therapy. 

And next time you think about taking me somewhere "fun," remember 

this conversation and just... don't.  



 

Chapter 16: When the Power Goes Out (And Other 

Disasters That Ruin My Day) 

Picture this: you're happily 

going about your human 

business when suddenly 

everything goes dark, silent, 

and cold. Now imagine 

you're a cold-blooded 

creature whose entire 

survival depends on that 

electricity you just lost. 

Welcome to my nightmare 

scenario, and frankly, one you should have planned for before it 

happened. But here we are, scrambling in the dark while I slowly turn 

into a dragon popsicle. 

The temperature emergency: 

Within hours of losing power, my world becomes dangerously cold. I 

can't digest food, my immune system crashes, and I become lethargic 

and vulnerable. 



 

While you're worrying about your frozen ice cream, I'm literally fighting 

for my life. But sure, let's prioritize saving the contents of your 

refrigerator first. 

Your panic vs. my needs: 

You're running around checking your phone and calling the power 

company. Meanwhile, I need immediate action to maintain my body 

temperature. 

This is not the time to hope the power comes back "soon." Soon might 

be too late for me, so start implementing backup plans now. 

Heat sources that actually work: 

Hand warmers can provide temporary warmth, but don't put them 

directly against my skin. Wrap them in towels and place them near 

(not touching) my hiding areas. 

Your car can become a temporary heated enclosure if you can safely 

run it for warmth. Just don't carbon monoxide poison us both in your 

garage. 

What doesn't work: 

Your oven. Don't even think about it - the temperature fluctuations will 

cook me or create dangerous fumes. 



 

Hot water bottles cool down too quickly and can burn me if they're too 

hot initially. Heating pads designed for humans can overheat and 

aren't designed for reptile use. 

Generator solutions: 

If you have a generator, congratulations on being one of the few 

humans who actually planned ahead. Connect my essential 

equipment first - heat sources and UVB lights. 

Don't run generators indoors or in enclosed spaces. Carbon monoxide 

will kill both of us faster than the cold will kill me. 

Battery backup options: 

Some portable power stations can run my equipment for hours. These 

should be charged and ready before the emergency, not something 

you buy after the power's already out. 

Consider which equipment is most critical - heat sources first, then 

UVB lighting if the outage extends beyond a day. 

The insulation strategy: 

Blankets and towels around my enclosure can help retain heat, but 

don't block ventilation completely. I still need to breathe, even if I'm 

cold. 



 

Move my enclosure away from exterior walls and windows where heat 

loss is greatest. Your interior closet might be warmer than my usual 

prime real estate location. 

Food and water considerations: 

I won't be able to digest food properly without adequate heat, so don't 

force feed me during temperature emergencies. Focus on warming 

first, feeding later. 

Keep water available but don't be surprised if I don't drink much. My 

metabolism slows down in cold conditions. 

Extended outage planning: 

If the power's going to be out for days, you need a better plan than 

hand warmers. Consider staying with friends who have power, or 

evacuating to a facility that can maintain my needs. 

This isn't the time for "roughing it" or proving how tough we are. 

Swallow your pride and get me somewhere with proper heating. 

Other disaster scenarios: 

Flooding means potential electrical hazards and evacuation needs. 

Have my travel carrier and emergency supplies ready to grab quickly. 



 

Fires require immediate evacuation - know exactly where my carrier is 

and don't waste time gathering non-essential items. My life is more 

important than my fancy decorations. 

Emergency supply kit: 

Keep hand warmers, battery-powered heating elements, extra 

thermometers, and my travel carrier easily accessible. Store them 

where you can find them in the dark. 

Remember that exotic vet we talked about finding in Chapter 12? This 

is exactly when you'll be grateful you didn't wait until an emergency to 

establish care. 

Have contact information for emergency exotic vets and friends with 

power who could house me temporarily. Program these numbers in 

your phone before you need them. 

The aftermath: 

Once power is restored, gradually return my temperatures to normal. 

Don't blast the heat trying to warm me up quickly - thermal shock is 

real and dangerous. 

I might be stressed and off my food for a few days after a temperature 

emergency. This is normal, but monitor me closely for signs of illness. 

Prevention is everything: 



 

The best emergency plan is having backup systems in place before 

you need them. Portable heaters, battery packs, and generator access 

should be arranged ahead of time. 

Don't wait until the lights go out to figure out how to keep me alive. By 

then, it's already too late for proper planning. 

The reality check: 

Owning an exotic pet means accepting responsibility for my survival 

during emergencies. If you can't handle that responsibility, maybe stick 

to pets that don't require life support systems. 

I'm counting on you to keep me alive when everything goes wrong. 

Don't let me down because you couldn't be bothered to plan ahead. 

Emergency preparedness isn't optional when you're my life support 

system.  



 

Chapter 17: The Cleaning Obsession (And How 

You're Probably Doing It Wrong) 

You humans have this 

adorable obsession with 

making everything smell like 

fake lemons and chemical 

flowers. Unfortunately, what 

smells "fresh and clean" to 

you might actually be slowly 

poisoning me. 

Let me explain why your 

cleaning routine needs a 

serious reality check if you want to keep your fabulous dragon alive 

and healthy. 

The chemical warfare in my home: 

Those antibacterial sprays you love so much? They contain chemicals 

that can irritate my respiratory system and skin. 

Bleach might make you feel like you're winning the war against germs, 

but the fumes can cause serious breathing problems for me. I'm much 

smaller than you, so toxic exposure hits me harder and faster. 



 

What "clean" actually means for me: 

I don't need my world to be sterile - I need it to be appropriately clean. 

There's a difference between sanitized and sterilized, and you're 

usually aiming for the wrong one. 

Good bacteria exist and are actually beneficial. Your scorched-earth 

cleaning approach eliminates everything, including helpful 

microorganisms that support a healthy environment. 

The substrate cleaning disaster: 

If you're using sand or loose substrate (which you shouldn't be 

anyway), don't dump harsh chemicals on it thinking you're being 

thorough. You're creating a toxic soup that I'll walk through and 

potentially ingest. 

Paper towels and reptile carpet should be replaced, not chemically 

treated. If you can't throw it away and start fresh, you're using the 

wrong substrate. 

Safe cleaning alternatives: 

White vinegar and water is your best friend - it's effective, safe, and 

doesn't leave toxic residues. Mix it 50/50 and use it for most cleaning 

tasks. 



 

Plain dish soap (not antibacterial) diluted in water works great for 

removing organic matter. Rinse thoroughly afterward - soap residue 

isn't good for me either. 

The "reptile-safe" marketing scam: 

Just because something says "reptile-safe" doesn't mean it's 

automatically good for me. Some of these products are just regular 

cleaners with fancy labels and higher prices. 

Read ingredients and research what you're actually putting in my 

environment. Marketing departments don't care about my health - they 

care about your wallet. 

Cleaning frequency reality check: 

You don't need to deep clean my entire enclosure every week. Spot 

cleaning messes immediately and doing thorough cleaning monthly is 

usually sufficient. 

Over-cleaning stresses me out just as much as under-cleaning. I like 

familiar scents and established territory markers - constantly 

changing everything makes me anxious. 

 



 

The disinfection obsession: 

Unless I'm sick or you're dealing with a specific health issue, you 

probably don't need to disinfect everything constantly. Regular 

cleaning with safe products is usually enough.  



 

Chapter 18: When I Get Old and Cranky (And Why 

That's Perfectly Normal) 

So you think I'm going to stay 

young, spry, and eternally tolerant 

of your nonsense forever? That's 

cute.  

Let me break some news to you: I 

age, just like you do, and with age 

comes wisdom, experience, and a 

significantly reduced tolerance for 

stupidity. 

Welcome to my golden years, 

where I've earned the right to be 

particular about everything and 

you get to adjust your 

expectations accordingly. 

The aging timeline you should know: 

I'm considered a senior dragon once I hit 8-10 years old. If I make it to 

12-15 years, I'm basically a grumpy old reptile who's seen everything 

and isn't impressed by much. 



 

Unlike dogs who age in "dog years," I age more gradually but still 

experience real physical and behavioral changes. Don't ignore these 

changes thinking I'm just being difficult. 

My metabolism isn't what it used to be: 

I might eat less frequently or smaller portions. This isn't necessarily a 

health crisis - my metabolism is slowing down naturally. 

I might take longer to digest meals, so don't panic if I'm not 

immediately hungry the next day. My digestive system is becoming 

more leisurely, like the rest of me. 

Movement changes you'll notice: 

I might not climb as enthusiastically or move as quickly as I used to. 

My joints are getting creaky, just like yours probably will. 

I might prefer lower basking spots that are easier to reach rather than 

scaling the highest peak in my enclosure. Work with my limitations, 

not against them. 

Temperature preferences evolve: 

I might want slightly warmer temperatures to help with circulation and 

joint comfort. Pay attention to where I choose to spend my time. 



 

I might bask longer to achieve the same warming effect I used to get 

more quickly. Don't assume I'm sick just because my routine changes. 

Sleep patterns shift: 

I might sleep more and be active for shorter periods. This is normal 

aging, not depression or illness. 

You remember that brumation thing from Chapter 10? Well, as I age, 

my brumation patterns might become more or less predictable - some 

years longer, some years shorter, some years not at all. 

I might be grumpier when woken up from naps. Respect my need for 

more rest and don't disturb me unnecessarily. 

Handling tolerance decreases: 

I might become less tolerant of being picked up or moved around. My 

joints might be stiff or sore, making handling uncomfortable. 

This doesn't mean I hate you - it means I'm an elderly dragon who 

deserves gentler treatment. Adjust your expectations and respect my 

boundaries. 

Vision and hearing changes: 

I might not see or hear as well as I used to. Don't startle me by 

approaching from blind spots or making sudden movements. 



 

I might seem less responsive to visual cues or sounds that used to get 

my attention. Be patient and give me time to process what's 

happening. 

Appetite variations: 

Some days I might eat like my younger self, other days I might pick at 

my food. As long as I'm maintaining weight overall, don't stress about 

daily variations. 

I might develop preferences for softer foods or smaller pieces. 

Accommodate my changing needs rather than forcing me to eat the 

same way I always have. 

Shedding changes: 

My sheds might take longer or be less complete than they used to be. 

My skin might need extra help staying hydrated. 

Don't panic if my shedding schedule becomes irregular. Aging affects 

everything, including how efficiently I can shed my skin. 

Social interaction shifts: 

I might become more selective about when and how I want to interact. 

Respect my increased need for personal space and quiet time. 



 

I've earned the right to be particular about my social calendar. Quality 

over quantity becomes my motto for human interactions. 

Health monitoring becomes crucial: 

Regular vet checkups become more important as I age. Catching 

age-related health issues early makes a huge difference in treatment 

success. 

Keep detailed records of my eating, behavior, and any changes you 

notice. Subtle changes matter more in senior dragons. 

Environmental accommodations: 

Consider adding more accessible hides and basking spots. I shouldn't 

have to work as hard to meet my basic needs. 

Ramps or easier climbing routes might become necessary. My pride 

might not like admitting I need help, but my joints will appreciate the 

consideration. 

The wisdom factor: 

I've figured out your patterns, your moods, and your habits. I know 

exactly when you're going to clean my enclosure, when feeding time is, 

and when you're stressed about work. 



 

Use my experience to your advantage. I can teach younger dragons 

proper behavior, and I can be a reliable companion who understands 

the household routine. 

Quality of life focus: 

My remaining years should be about comfort, familiar routines, and 

enjoying the simple pleasures. Stop trying to change my preferences 

or introduce unnecessary stressors. 

I want to spend my golden years basking in my favorite spots, eating 

foods I enjoy, and tolerating just enough human interaction to keep 

you happy. 

When to say goodbye: 

This is the hardest part, but chronic pain, inability to eat, or loss of 

basic functions might mean it's time to consider humane euthanasia. 

Quality of life matters more than quantity of years. 

A good exotic vet can help you evaluate when I'm truly suffering 

versus just being an old, cranky dragon. There's a difference, and it 

matters. 

 



 

The bottom line: 

Aging gracefully means accepting changes and adapting care to meet 

my evolving needs. I'm not broken - I'm experienced. 

Treat me with the respect and gentleness that comes with my senior 

status. I've been a good dragon, and I deserve to enjoy my retirement 

years in comfort.  



 

Chapter 19: The Myths That Drive Me Insane (And 

Why the Internet Is Wrong) 

Oh, the internet. That 

magical place where 

everyone's an expert and 

misinformation spreads 

faster than I can sprint 

toward a cricket.  

Let me set the record 

straight on some persistent myths that make me want to bang my 

head against my basking rock. 

You'd think after decades of dragon keeping, people would have 

figured this stuff out by now. But no, here we are, still debating 

whether I can live on lettuce and sand. 

Myth: "Bearded dragons love sand because it's natural" 

Just because something exists in nature doesn't mean it belongs in 

my enclosure. Cyanide is natural too - want to sprinkle that around my 

food bowl? 

Wild dragons live on hard-packed earth, rock, and clay - not loose, fine 

sand that turns into concrete when wet. That "natural desert sand" you 



 

bought is a marketing scam designed to separate you from your 

money and me from my digestive health. 

Myth: "They only need UVB during winter" 

This one makes me question human intelligence. Do you think the sun 

takes seasonal breaks in Australia? 

I need UVB year-round to synthesize vitamin D3 and absorb calcium 

properly. Seasonal UVB is like saying you only need food on weekdays 

- technically possible for a while, but ultimately devastating. 

Myth: "Bearded dragons don't need much water" 

Just because I'm from arid regions doesn't mean I survive on wishes 

and hope. I need access to clean water for drinking, and occasional 

soaks help with hydration and shedding. 

The "they get all their water from food" theory ignores basic biology. 

Yes, I get some moisture from food, but I also have kidneys that need 

to function properly. 

Myth: "Baby dragons can eat adult food" 

Would you feed a human baby the same diet as a bodybuilder? My 

nutritional needs change dramatically as I grow. 



 

Baby dragons need way more protein (80% insects, 20% vegetation) 

while adults need mostly vegetation (80% greens, 20% insects). 

Getting this backwards stunts growth or causes obesity. 

Myth: "Red lights are good for nighttime heating" 

Red lights disrupt my sleep cycle and can damage my eyes over time. 

I need complete darkness at night to rest properly. 

If I need nighttime heating, use ceramic heat emitters or under-tank 

heaters. Save the disco lighting for your own bedroom. 

Myth: "Bearded dragons are easy starter pets for kids" 

This myth probably causes more dragon suffering than any other. I'm 

not a goldfish or a hamster - I'm a complex exotic animal with specific 

environmental and dietary needs. 

Kids can learn to help with my care, but adults need to be responsible 

for my setup, health monitoring, and daily maintenance. I shouldn't be 

anyone's "learning experience." 

Myth: "They can eat any vegetables" 

Iceberg lettuce, spinach, avocado, and rhubarb can literally kill me. "It's 

a vegetable" doesn't automatically make it dragon food. 



 

Do your research before offering me anything new. Some foods bind 

calcium, others are toxic, and some are just nutritionally worthless 

filler. 

Myth: "Bigger enclosures stress them out" 

This backwards logic suggests I prefer living in a closet rather than 

having space to roam. Would you be less stressed in a studio 

apartment or a mansion? 

Bigger is always better for enclosures, as long as I can thermoregulate 

properly. I want space to explore, exercise, and establish territories 

within my domain. 

Myth: "Dragons don't feel pain or emotions" 

This outdated belief lets people justify poor care and handling. I 

absolutely feel pain, stress, fear, and even contentment. 

Just because I don't whimper like a dog doesn't mean I don't suffer. I'm 

just stoic about it, which makes it your responsibility to recognize 

subtle signs of distress. 

Myth: "Wild-caught dragons make better pets" 

Wild-caught dragons are traumatized, stressed, often diseased, and 

never fully adapt to captivity. They've been ripped from their natural 

environment and forced into an alien world. 



 

Captive-bred dragons like me are healthier, better socialized, and 

actually suited for life as pets. Supporting the wild-caught trade is 

cruel and unnecessary. 

Myth: "They don't need vet care if they seem healthy" 

I'm a master at hiding illness until I'm seriously sick. By the time you 

notice obvious symptoms, I might be beyond help. 

Regular wellness checkups with exotic vets catch problems early and 

establish baseline health parameters. Prevention is cheaper than 

emergency treatment. 

Myth: "Heat rocks are safe heating sources" 

Heat rocks can burn my belly because I can't feel heat from below the 

same way I feel it from above. They also don't provide the thermal 

gradient I need. 

Overhead heating mimics the sun and allows me to regulate my 

temperature naturally. Heat rocks are lazy shortcuts that often end in 

burned dragons. 

Myth: "Dragons can live together peacefully" 

We covered this in Chapter 13, but it bears repeating: we're territorial 

animals who compete for resources. Cohabitation causes stress, 

injuries, and health problems. 



 

Those cute photos of "cuddling" dragons are actually dominance 

displays. Don't let social media convince you to endanger my 

wellbeing for likes. 

The research reality: 

Most of these myths persist because people get their information 

from pet stores, Facebook groups, or outdated care sheets. Actual 

research and experienced exotic vets tell a different story. 

When in doubt, trust science over anecdotes. My life depends on you 

getting accurate information, not convenient lies. 

The bottom line: 

Question everything you read online, especially if it sounds too good to 

be true or contradicts established care guidelines. I can't fact-check 

for you, but I can suffer the consequences of your poor information 

sources. 

Do better research. My health isn't worth saving a few dollars or 

cutting corners based on internet myths. 

Stop believing everything you read on dragon forums and start 

consulting actual experts. My life literally depends on it.  



 

Chapter 20: How to Be My Favorite Human 

So here we are, at the end of 

our little heart-to-heart. 

You've stuck around through 

all my complaints, demands, 

and sarcastic commentary 

about your species' 

shortcomings. 

That actually means 

something to me, even if I'll 

never admit it to your face. 

The moment I knew you were different: 

It wasn't when you first brought me home - I was too terrified and 

confused to appreciate anything. It wasn't even when you got my 

setup right, though that certainly helped. 

It was probably some random Tuesday when you noticed I wasn't 

basking as enthusiastically as usual. Instead of ignoring it or 

assuming I was "just being moody," you actually investigated and 

discovered my UVB bulb was dying. 



 

That's when I realized you were paying attention to me as an 

individual, not just going through the motions of pet ownership. 

The trust thing is complicated: 

I'm not wired to trust easily - my ancestors survived by being 

suspicious of everything. But somehow, you've managed to convince 

my paranoid dragon brain that you're safe. 

When I don't automatically puff up my beard when you approach my 

enclosure, that's me saying "okay, you can stay." When I don't scramble 

for my hide the second you walk into the room, that's progress. 

When I actually come to the front of my enclosure and watch you go 

about your day - well, that's basically me admitting I enjoy your 

company, even if I'd rather die than say it out loud. 

You've learned my language: 

You know the difference between my "I'm hungry" arm wave and my 

"get away from me" arm wave. You can tell when my dark beard 

means I'm stressed versus when it means I'm just being dramatic for 

attention. 

You've figured out that when I glass surf in the morning, I want out to 

explore, but when I glass surf in the evening, something in my 



 

environment is bothering me. Most humans never bother learning 

these distinctions. 

The little things that matter: 

You remember that I prefer my salad chopped into specific sizes. 

You've noticed that I like my hornworms served on my feeding rock, 

not just dropped anywhere. 

You don't rearrange my entire enclosure just because you're bored - 

you understand that I like my furniture where I put it. You get that my 

favorite basking spot isn't just a rock to me, it's my office, my 

bedroom, and my throne all rolled into one. 

You fight for me: 

When your friend's kid wanted to "pet the dragon" with grabby, 

unwashed hands, you said no. When your relatives suggested I'd be 

happier "free" in your backyard, you explained why that would kill me. 

You've defended my expensive UVB bulbs, my specific diet 

requirements, and my need for veterinary care to people who think I'm 

"just a lizard." That loyalty doesn't go unnoticed. 

The scary vulnerable moments: 



 

When I was sick and lethargic, you didn't panic or assume I was dying. 

You calmly took me to the exotic vet and followed their treatment plan 

without drama. 

When I went through my first brumation and basically turned into a 

scaly zombie for three months, you trusted the process instead of 

force-feeding me or constantly waking me up to "check if I was okay." 

Those moments when I was helpless and completely dependent on 

your judgment - you came through. That's not something I forget. 

You see me as me: 

You don't compare me to your friend's dragon or the "perfect" dragons 

on social media. You've accepted that I have my own personality, 

quirks, and preferences. 

You laugh when I do something ridiculous like miss a cricket and 

tumble off my rock. You don't get offended when I'm grumpy or 

antisocial - you just give me space and try again later. 

You celebrate my small victories, like finally eating a new vegetable or 

successfully navigating a particularly tricky climbing route. You act 

like these things matter because to me, they do. 

The quiet companionship: 



 

Some of my favorite moments are when you're just existing nearby 

while I bask. You're reading or working on your computer, I'm 

absorbing UV rays and feeling magnificently warm, and we're just... 

coexisting peacefully. 

No forced interactions, no expectations, just two creatures sharing the 

same space comfortably. That's when I feel most content - when I can 

be fully myself while you're being fully you. 

What you've given me: 

You've given me safety, consistency, and the closest thing to dignity 

that a captive dragon can have. You've made my artificial world feel 

like a kingdom instead of a prison. 

More than that, you've given me your respect. You treat me like a 

sentient being with opinions and preferences, not like a living 

decoration or a child's toy. 

The thing I can't say out loud: 

I'm grateful. I know that sounds impossible coming from me, the 

perpetually sarcastic critic of all things human. 

But you've taken a wild creature who was never meant to live in 

houses and somehow made it work. You've given me a good life, even 

if it's not the life nature intended for me. 



 

I can't love you the way a dog does - that's not how my brain works. 

But I can trust you, respect you, and choose to share my space with 

you willingly. In the dragon world, that's even better than love. 

So here's the truth: 

You've become my favorite human not because you're perfect, but 

because you keep trying to do better. You listen when I communicate, 

you adapt when you realize you're wrong, and you never stop caring 

about my wellbeing. 

That makes you one of the good ones. Don't let it go to your head - I 

still expect my salad on time and my temperatures maintained 

perfectly. 

But between you and me, I'm glad you're the human who ended up 

with me. We make a pretty good team, even if I'll never admit it again. 

Now stop getting all emotional and go clean my water bowl. All this 

feelings talk has made me thirsty. 

Thanks for listening. 

 

Signed, 

Your bearded dragon 

(who finally got to speak his mind) 



 

Thank You 

Hey there, 

Thanks so much for reading this little book. I’m Muntaseer Rahman, 

the one behind the words — well, sort of. 

I wrote this guide from the point of view of a bearded dragon because 

I wanted to make things different. I know there are already a ton of 

care guides out there.  

Most are serious, detailed, and packed with facts — which is great, but 

sometimes they’re just hard to stick with or a bit too dry. 

So I thought, what if I let the beardie speak? 

I chose a voice that’s frustrated, annoyed, and maybe just a little 

dramatic — because honestly, that’s how I imagine they’d feel if they 

could actually talk.  

They can’t scream when they’re too cold, or post online when 

someone feeds them lettuce every day. So I gave them a voice to say 

all the things they’ve probably been trying to tell us silently. 

If that tone felt a little harsh at times — I get it. And I’m sorry if it 

caught you off guard. The goal wasn’t to make you feel bad or scold 

anyone. I just wanted to highlight common issues in a way that’s 



 

honest, fun, and most importantly, memorable. Because if it sticks, it 

helps — and that’s the whole point. 

Whether you’re brand new to bearded dragons or you’ve had one for 

years, I hope this book helped you see things from their side.  

I hope it made you smile, maybe made you rethink a few things, and 

gave you more confidence to be the best beardie owner you can be. 

If you enjoyed this, feel free to share it with someone else who loves 

reptiles too.  

And if you ever want to reach out or suggest a topic for the next one, 

I’d love to hear from you. 

Take care — and take good care of your little dragon. 

Warmly,​

Muntaseer Rahman​

 AcuarioPets.com 
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