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I WANT A DRAGON

 


 


Marcy May was the richest girl in the world.
She had all the best toys. She had all the best clothes. She even
had her very own butler. Marcy May had everything.

Marcy May was also the rudest girl in the
world. She never said, “Please.” She never said, “Thank you.” She
always yelled, “I WANT MORE!”

On her 7th birthday she invited everyone in
town to a huge party. Of course everyone was expected to bring a
present.
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Robbie Baker was invited to Marcy May’s 7th
birthday bash. He thought and thought, but couldn’t think of a gift
to buy the girl who had everything.

“What do you want for your birthday?” he
asked Marcy May.

“I WANT A DRAGON!” she yelled.

“A dragon,” Robbie said, “Where in the world
am I going to find a dragon?”



Marcy May smiled and yelled again, “I WANT A
DRAGON!” then stomped her feet and jumped into her limousine.
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Robbie walked down the street. He went into
old Mr. McGuire’s store.

“Can I help you young man?” Mr. McGuire
asked.

“Yes sir, I am looking for a dragon. Have you
got one?”

“Hmm, a dragon eh? Sorry kid, no dragons
here,” Mr. McGuire said. “You should try the wizard at the end of
the block. I don’t know if there will be any dragons, but I did see
a flying elephant or two swoop out of the shop last week.”

“Thanks, mister,” Robbie said as he ran out
of the store and down the street. Suddenly, a long black limousine
pulled up beside him. A dark window rolled down and a voice yelled,
“I WANT A DRAGON!” then drove off.
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He walked up to the front door of the
wizard’s shop. The windows were boarded and spiders had webbed a
curtain of sticky goo across the doorway. The stairs creaked as he
took his first step. He turned the skull door knob. A bat flew out
and swooped past his head. The shop was silent, except for a glass
jar bubbling in the middle of an old table that was tucked quietly
in the corner of the store.

“H-h-h-hello?” Robbie asked.

“WEEER!” an old, yellowed -eyed cat
screeched.

“M-m-m-maybe there’s no one here,” Robbie
said to himself. “I-I-I-I’ll just get her a doll or something.”
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As he turned to run out of the store he heard
a ‘SWOOSH’ and felt a small gush of wind. The lights flickered and
the smell of black licorice filled the air.
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Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/544
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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