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In a time a while back,

There lived a man called Harold Sprack.

Harold was a silly fool,

Who never followed a single rule.

He lived and played his whole life through,

And owned nothing, not even a shoe.

He had no plans to change, no reason to really,

Until he ran into Mrs. O'Neally.

 


She was an old lady who lived out of town,

Up on a hill which she rarely climbed down.

But on this day, she ventured out,

Not expecting to be run over by an ignorant lout.

Harold jumped to his feet, shouting profanities,

And even questioned the old woman's sanity.

He walked off slowly, bare feet making dust,

Not realizing an apology was expected, a definite must!

O'Neally sat up and stared after Harold.

"Young Sprack," she whispered, "you will soon pay,

For you do not realize you are dealing with fey."

 


To her home she sauntered, set with intent,

And brewed a spell, which to Harold was sent.

The magic flew swiftly and soon met its mark,

Appearing to Harold in the form of a lark.

"Young man," the bird squawked, "on you, youth is wasted in every
way,

No rest will you know till forty dragons you slay."

The lark disappeared with a poof,

To which Harold though, what a spoof!

Forty dragons? No way!

Why, that could take an entire day.

He took no heed of what the bird said,

And wandered off, in search of a bed.

 


When Harold awoke the next day,

He felt in a most peculiar way.

Nothing he touched held any sensation,

It was like he'd lost all animation.

His mind full of worry, he raced through town,

On his way to see Doctor Brown.

"Help me! Help me!", Harold cried,

But he felt nothing, no matter what the doc tried.

"My boy," Brown said, "I know what is wrong,

But you must answer this question, it won't take long."

"Into Mrs. O'Neally did you happen to run?

And of her did you make fun?"

Harold nodded, looking meek,

He knew whose help he'd have to seek.

 


So out of town he trudged, up her hill and to her
door,

Thinking this to be a most tedious chore.

He knocked three times and when she came out,

Began to cry and even pout.

To Mrs. O'Neally he said, "This just isn't fair."

To which she replied, "I really don't care.

You acted a jerk,

So now, your duties you shall not shirk.

Forty dragons you will slay,

Or this is how you will stay!"

"I will not do it!", Harold stated,

"I will not perform this task you've created!"
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