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Once upon a time in the Amazon jungle of South America, Jordan the Pint Sized Pirate was hired to go on a great quest along with a powerful sorcerer named Witch Doctor Aryu to find a mysterious exotic plant called the Star Flower.
Jordan nervously looked around the spooky forest filled with chattering of animals of all sorts and sizes and sliminess. "It's starting to get dark out here, Merlin. I think we should call it a day."
Witch Doctor Aryu immediately objected to the suggestion. He was a hunchback, frail man with a long stringy beard, eye patch, and the pleasant demeanour of a badger with a stubbed toe. "We are not to stop until we have found the Star Flower. And use my proper name when you address me, you addlepated cur. It certainly is not Merlin!"
Jordan nodded, making a mental note to look up the word 'addlepated' when he got home. "Alright. Which doctor are you anyways?"
Witch Doctor Aryu nodded. "That's better."
Jordan asked again with a sly grin. "No, I mean, which doctor are you anyways?"
Witch Doctor Aryu squinted, his one good eye twitching with growing anger. "I heard you quite clearly the first time, barbarian."
Jordan asked once more, with feeling. "Listen to the words that are coming out of my mouth, would you please?"
Witch Doctor Aryu growled. "I am listening, alright?. Now ask your question."
Jordan snorted, unable to keep a straight face. "Which doctor are you, anyways?"
Witch Doctor Aryu screamed and pulled at his hair, rolling his eye and waggling his tongue in frustration. "Yes, yes! My name is Witch Doctor Aryu! Shut up, shut up, shut up!"
Jordan laughed and smacked his knee, never tiring of the joke. "You're supposed to be a magician, so where did you make your sense of humour disappear to?"
Aryu gestured evilly with his gnarled hands as if about to cast a spell on the bite sized buccaneer. "The same place you're going to vanish to if you don't smarten up and get back to work."
The barely teenage hero grumbled and returned to searching through the thick forest undergrowth for the elusive plant. "Don't know why you're in such a hurry, anyways. We're never going to find that stupid flower in the dark."
Doctor thumped Jordan on top of his head with his wizard's staff. "Enough of your complaining! The emperor hired me to find the Star Flower and you to help me get it safely back to him. And he's not as patient as me - Now hurry up!!"
Jordan rubbed the bump on his head and squinted at the black foreboding forest surrounding them. "Yeah, but he didn't mention anything about walking all night through a dark and scary jungle. Not that I'm scared or anything. What was that!?"
The Doctor pointed his staff at various shadows, wary of every noise. "Listen to me, you pint sized pirate. The Emperor is an extremely rich man and he wants this flower very much. If we were to actually bring one to him, the reward would be ..."
Jordan's interest peaked, being that he'd forgotten to negotiate a fee before accepting the Emperor's job. "It would be what?"
The Witch Doctor frowned, now realizing that he had forgotten to work out his own compensation too. "Well ... more wealth than you can imagine."
Jordan thought for a while, then asked. "I guess but, what if I bring along someone who can imagine a whole ton? Plus, I can imagine spending quite a bit, too. Actually my ex-wife can imagine and spend more wealth than you and I put together and that's why I had to accept the Emperor's kooky job in the first place."
The Witch Doctor stared in disbelief in the very young mercenary. "You were married? You don't look like you're even finished with training pants."
Jordan remembered his blushing ex-bride, Princess Wilamenia. "Ah, she said I was too immature for her to be married to, but that's because she's a big dorky poo poo head. Anyways, what's so special about this stupid flower?"
The Doctor sighed, repeating things he'd already discussed with the forgetful adventurer. "Normally, plants require sunshine to live. The Star Flower requires starlight to live. In a jungle like this, that makes it very rare. The flower is believed to absorb the astrological patterns from the stars and by reading the lines in it's leaves, you can tell the future. That makes it very valuable.
Jordan whistled, mightily impressed. "Wow, that's some plant. What do they taste like?"
The doctor snorted. "It is no surprise to me that a dimwitted specimen such as yourself would be less concerned with the art of astrological prognostication as with the grumblings of your belly. Keep your mind on the task at hand and watch what you step on."
Jordan made a mental note to look up the words 'astrological', 'prognostication', and 'grumblings', and also to short sheet Doctor Dorkhead's bed tonight. "Wait a minute, my shoe lace is coming undone."
The Doctor sighed. "Hurry up, you lazy, whiny little fool."
Just then, Jordan discovered something beside his boot. "Hey, doc? That flower, is it kind of purple coloured? With long petals and thorns?
The Doctor's eye widened. "Yes, yes, it does, so keep your eyes open for it."
Jordan held up a gorgeous iridescent purple blossom. "Does it look anything like this?"
The Doctor squealed like a kid with a case of peanut butter in a jelly factory. "Oh my! Oh my! That's it! I've found it! Give it to me!!"
Jordan held the flower just out of the Doctor's grabby reach. "Just a second doc, first things first. My feelings are kinda hurt."
The Doctor's jaw dropped. "What in the name of Caesar's Salad are you talking about? Give me the flower, now!"
Jordan steadfastly refused to part with the treasure. "Uhuh. First I want to hear you say, 'Jordan's not a lazy, whiny barbarian. He's an awesome heroic damsel saving dude.' Dude."
Doctor barked and pointed his sorcerer's staff at Jordan. "I will not!"
With a grin, Jordan held the flower up to his mouth. "Geez, I wonder what kind of a salad this plant would make? Boy, am I hungry too."
The Doctor's shoulders slumped in surrender. "Don't you dare. Alright. Jordan's not a lazy, whiny barbarian, he's an awesome heroic damsel saving dude."
Jordan laughed and punched the Doctor in his bony shoulder. "Ahhh, you're just saying that. Here you go."
As Jordan handed the flower to the doctor, he heard a noise behind them and whipped out his sword. "There's that noise again. I knew it, something IS following us!"
The Doctor smacked Jordan over the head again. "Quiet! The time has come for you to earn your pay. Go out there and get rid of whatever is following us.
Jordan made a mental note to get some aspirin for his sore head as soon as it was invented, and also to take the wizard's staff away when he went to sleep tonight. "Wait a minute, you said that flower can tell the future? So what does it say is out there?"
Witch Doctor Aryu furrowed his brow as he studied the flower. "Hmmn. I will have to decipher the lines on the petals. If I want to see the past I read to the right, and for the future, I go to the left. It says here that a terrible monster has been following us, but right now it will start to leave and it will move away from us as we walk along this path."
Jordan was immensely relieved and put his sword away. "Cool! Now let's get our butts out of here, royal ugly dude."
The puny pirate and the senior citizen sorcerer continued through the jungle, keeping a sharp lookout for any sign of the monster, but something still bugged Jordan. "Hey doc? You said that you could tell the future by reading the petals to the left, right?"
Witch Doctor Aryu glared, sensing another of Jordan's irritating jokes. "You are asking me if you can tell the future by reading to the left, not right? That's right."
But before Jordan could say anything very irritating, the Doctor raised his staff to threaten another smack. Jordan tried to keep a straight face and be serious for a change. "Don't hit me, I'm just asking."
Witch Doctor continued warily. "I was taught to tell the future by the Great Imperious Breath of the Odiferous Dragon Sorcerer Wang Chung, do you dare to question his wisdom?"
Jordan shrugged. "Well, yeah. Reading to the left is counter clockwise. Shouldn't the future actually run clockwise? That would be to the right, right?"
The Witch Doctor stroked his beard thoughtfully. "Now that you mention it, you're right. The future is clockwise."
Jordan got a terrible thought. "That means that ..."
Witch Doctor smacked himself on the head with his staff. "That nasty old Dragon Sorcerer suckered me out of my tuition fees! I'm going to cast a spell on him that will make his breath smell like ..."
Now in a panic, Jordan interrupted the cursing prestidigitator. "No, no, that means you read the flower backwards! A terrible monster is going to come from far away and follow us until it comes right up to us right now!"
And just then, a huge, green, furry, monstrous looking creature charged right up to them!
Jordan's eyes bugged out and he screamed. "AAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!"
Witch Doctor's eye bugged out and he screamed. "AAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!"
The Monster's eyes bugged out and he screamed. "AAAAAAAHHHHHHH!!"
Jordan whipped out his sword and prepared to fight. "Stay back, or I'll have to hurt you!"
The Monster held up two terrible claws and braced to attack. "Stay back, or I'll have to hurt you!"
Jordan waved his saber and insisted. "I mean it. Back off or else."
The Monster flexed his claws and demanded. "I mean it. Back off or else."
The Witch Doctor smacked Jordan on the head with his staff. "Don't just sit there, kill that monster!!"
The Monster thumped Jordan on the head with his furry fist. "Don't just sit there, kill that monster!!"
"Hey, stop that!" Jordan held his aching head and wished aspirin had been invented already. Then, the half a hero got an inspiration. "Wait a minute."
The Monster's eyes widened. "Wait a minute."
Jordan put his sword away. "What's your name, anyway?"
The Monster retracted his claws. "What's your name, anyway?"
Jordan smiled, catching on. "My name's Jordan."
The Monster grinned, understanding. "My name's Jordan."
Jordan shook his head and disagreed. "No, my name is Jordan."
The Monster ruffled his furry chin and countered. "No, my name is Jordan."
Jordan pointed out the obvious. "No, you're a monster."
The Monster illustrated the well covered ground. "No, you're a monster."
Jordan grinned saucily. "I know you are, but what am I?"
The Monster smirked tauntingly. "I know you are, but what am I?"
Jordan beat his chest and announced. "My name is Snert, and I'm an ugly monster."
Snert scratched his head and declared. "My name is Snert."
Witch Doctor rubbed his forehead, wishing he could invent aspirin. "I'm starting to get a headache."
Jordan waved his hands excitedly. "No, no. I think I can get us out of this." Jordan reached out to shake hands. "Hello, kind sir, my name is Snert, and I'm a friendly creature of the forest."
Snert reached out and shook Jordan's hand. "Hello, kind sir, my name is Snert and I'm a friendly creature of the forest."
Jordan pointed and winked. "You are quite a handsome dude and I like you a lot."
Snert gave a thumbs up and blew a kiss. "You are quite a handsome dude and I like you a lot."
Jordan thoughtfully proposed. "I would be more than glad to guide you back to your home."
Snert generously suggested. "I would be more than glad to guide you back to your home."
The Witch Doctor was both incredibly astonished and amazingly bored. "I don't believe any of this at all."
Jordan gestured grandly with his sword. "What's not to believe? You've heard of monkey see, monkey do? Well, I present to you, Snert see, Snert do."
Snert nodded vigorously and curtsied. "Snert see, Snert do."
Jordan patted the doctor on the shoulder. "He'll do and say whatever we do, so as long as we are friendly, so is he."
Witch Doctor brushed Jordan's hand off his shoulder and glared at the creature. "This is so weird."
Snert glared at the Witch Doctor. "I know what you mean, err, this is so weird."
It was getting very late, so Jordan decided to wrap it up. "Well everybody, let's go home."
Snert checked the time on his watch and segued. "Well everybody, let's go home."
Jordan nudged the Witch Doctor. "You realize of course that if it follows us home, the Emperor has to let us keep it. Along with our imaginary fee, of course."
The Witch Doctor's voice dripped with sarcasm. "Oh, lucky us."
Snert's voice marinated with cynicism. "Oh, lucky us."
Jordan tickled Snert under his furry arm. "Snert, welcome to the club."
Snert honked Jordan on his tiny freckled nose. "Snert, welcome to the club."
And so the three of them lived happily ever after.
Snert included. "And so the three of them lived happily ever after."
The end.
Snert decided. "The end."
That's it. We're finished.
Snert insisted. "That's it. We're finished."
Sssshhh. Say goodnight Snert"
Snert whispered. "Goodnight, Snert."
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Once a pond at the time was where a tiny dog stopped to drink. The dog was a Chihuahua named Pequenito. Chihuahua's were the smallest of all dogs and Pequenito was the smallest of all Chihuahuas. In fact, he was so small he had to stand up just to sit down. He looked at his reflection and barked. "Hi, Pequenito's Reflection. How are you today?"
The reflection said nothing back.
Pequenito barked some more. His bark was far worse than his bite, a high pitched, piercing sound. It wasn't Pequenito’s fault that he was smaller than a smoke alarm and twice as loud, that's just the way he was made. "Reflection, do you know why you're my best friend? Because you're the only dog around who isn't bigger than me. I like that."
The reflection said nothing, only smiled through the rippling water.
"I have to go to school now, Mr. Reflection. Have a nice day."
So Pequenito trotted off to Puppy Elementary School. Like most youngsters, Pequenito didn't like school. He never seemed to know the answers to most of the teacher's questions, and he always got teased for being the smallest in class.
Pequenito trotted into the classroom and went to his normal seat at the front of the class. He wanted to sit at the back with the cool kids, but he wouldn't be able to see anything if he did.
Their teacher entered, a sad faced hound dog named Mr. Barkley. "Alright class, settle down. Your assignment today is to tell the class what you want to be when you grow up. You must write your answer on the chalkboard and you will be graded on spelling, grammar, and punctuation. Who will go first?"
Pequenito got very excited and barked loudly. This was finally a question he knew the answer to. Mr. Barkley winced, holding his ears. "Alright, Pequenito, settle down. You may go first."
The Chihuahua bolted to the front of the class, his tiny chest raised with pride. "When I grow up, I'm going to be big! Ten times as big as I am now!"
Sammy, the class Pit Bully, laughed. "Great, ten times nothing is still nothing. Guess you're gonna flunk out of math too, huh?"
Pequenito blushed and Mr. Barkley interrupted. "Enough from the both of you. Sammy, you get five detentions for that remark."
Sammy howled. "What, that's not fair, he started it!!"
Mr. Barkley ignored the protest. "Pequenito, your response is fine, even if it's not likely. But you need to write your answer on the board like I asked you to."
Pequenito tried to grab a piece of chalk from the chalk board, but it was too far up. "I can't reach."
"I can't very well lower the board."
Pequenito wanted to do his assignment, but he couldn't. "What will I do?"
Mr. Barkley sighed, frustrated that the little dog was holding up his lesson. "You can ask Santa Claus for a new step ladder."
The whole class began to laugh and Pequenito rushed to his chair before anyone could see tears in his oversized eyes.
That afternoon, Pequenito walked home from school, his face down. "Stupid school, I didn't want to pass their stupid test anyways, stupid chalk board."
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