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Introduction
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Every story in this book began with a simple idea: make someone smile.

Some stories came from strange questions, like What if a donut could talk? Others arrived out of nowhere on late nights, long drives, or quiet mornings with coffee nearby. Before long, those little ideas grew into runaway pumpkin trains, missing buttons, teleportation experiments, cheese heists, stubborn chickens, and yetis with very strong opinions about socks.

These stories were written to be fun, a little wild, and full of imagination. Some are silly. Some are heartfelt. A few are completely ridiculous, on purpose.

Most importantly, each story stands on its own. You can jump into any adventure you want.

I never set out to write perfect stories. I wanted to write memorable ones, the kind that feel like they’re being told around a campfire, during a road trip, or right before bedtime when nobody is quite ready to sleep yet.

So wherever you begin, I hope these pages make you laugh, wonder, and maybe even believe that ordinary places can still hold extraordinary adventures.

Welcome to the world of Danny Capel.
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The Secret Life of Boogers

Chapter One: The Big Pick
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Deep inside Jimmy’s left nostril, in a place known as Boogerville, Blobby sat comfortably in his favorite spot, a cozy little nook near the nasal bridge. Life was good. Warm, slightly sticky, and filled with the occasional breeze whenever Jimmy sneezed.

Blobby was no ordinary booger. While most boogers were content to dry up and fall away, Blobby had dreams, BIG dreams. He had heard legends of the Snotball Championships, where the fastest and stickiest boogers competed in high-speed roll races. He had read about The Great Tissue Wars, where brave boogers fought against their greatest enemy: The Dreaded Kleenex.

But most of all, he had heard the terrifying whispers about... The Pickers.

Pickers were the monsters of every booger’s worst nightmare. Giant fingers that swooped in without warning, plucking boogers from their home and sending them off to an uncertain fate. Some boogers were flicked. Some were wiped. And the truly unlucky ones? They met the dreaded fate of the Mouth Disposal. (Blobby shuddered just thinking about it.)

But Blobby wasn’t scared. He wasn’t going to let some giant finger decide his fate.

Unfortunately... that’s exactly what happened next.

One moment, he was lounging comfortably in Boogerville. The next, the walls around him shook with a terrifying rumble.

Jimmy’s finger was coming.

“EVACUATE!” shouted Mayor Mucus, the leader of Boogerville. Tiny boogers scrambled for cover, diving into nostril crevices and clinging desperately to nose hairs.

But Blobby wasn’t fast enough.

The finger swooped in, plucked him free, and before he could protest, he was held high in the air, dangling between Jimmy’s thumb and forefinger like a captured warrior.

Blobby’s sticky heart pounded. He knew what came next. The Wipe of Doom.

But then, something unexpected happened.

Jimmy didn’t wipe Blobby on a tissue.
He didn’t flick him away.
And thank goodness, he didn’t... eat him.
Instead, Jimmy wiped Blobby on his sleeve.
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Chapter Two: The Great Sleeve Escape
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Blobby clung to the fuzzy fabric of Jimmy’s sleeve, his sticky little body holding on for dear life. The world outside of Boogerville was... huge. Giant objects surrounded him, books, chairs, shoes, and the distant, terrifying sight of Jimmy’s dog, Sniffles, who was busy licking something gross off the floor.

Blobby took a deep breath. Alright. No time to panic.

He had survived The Pick.
He had avoided The Wipe of Doom.
Now, all he had to do was escape the sleeve before he was washed away forever.
But first, he needed to get his bearings.

He peered across the sleeve fabric, which stretched on like a vast, woolly landscape. Other tiny fuzzballs and crumbs were scattered around him—some looked friendly, others looked... like they had been stuck there since last Christmas.

“Psst!” a voice whispered nearby.

Blobby turned. Just a few threads away, another booger was stuck in the sleeve fibers, looking at him with wide, crusty eyes.

“New guy, huh?” the booger said. “Name’s Lumpy. Welcome to Sweatshirt Valley, home of the forgotten and the fuzzy.”

Blobby blinked. “Wait... there are more of us?”

Lumpy nodded. “Oh yeah. Picked weeks ago, wiped here, never washed. Some boogers dry up and disappear, some of us stick around. But if you’re smart, you get out before Laundry Day.”

Blobby’s insides went cold. Laundry Day.

He had heard horror stories in Boogerville, whispers of the great Whirlpool of Doom, where boogers were trapped in soapy bubbles, spun around at terrifying speeds, and finally drowned in a watery grave.

“I can’t let that happen,” Blobby said. “I need to get out of here. I have dreams! I want to see the world! Maybe even find the legendary Land of the Forgotten Boogers.”

Lumpy snorted. “Ha! Good luck. No booger has ever escaped The Sleeve. You’re stuck here, kid. Best get comfortable.”

Blobby narrowed his gooey eyes. “Watch me.”

And with that, he wiggled, squirmed, and pulled himself free of the fabric’s grip. He tumbled down the sleeve like a tiny, sticky adventurer, bouncing off lint and dodging rogue crumbs.

Then, suddenly.

WHOOOOSH!

The sleeve lifted as Jimmy raised his arm. Blobby slid fast, straight down toward the cuff!

“Hold on, kid!” Lumpy called.

Blobby had no intention of stopping. He launched himself off the edge of the sleeve.

And landed...

SPLAT! Right onto Jimmy’s desk.

He was free.

Blobby looked around. The desk was like a whole new world, pencil mountains, eraser boulders, and a giant ruler bridge leading toward the edge of the desk.

This was it. His adventure was only beginning.

Now, he just had to figure out where to go next...

Blobby stuck to the fuzzy fabric, dazed but alive. He blinked, adjusting to the bright new world outside the nostril. This was it. His chance.

He wasn’t going to dry up and disappear.
He wasn’t going to be wiped away without a fight.
He was going to escape.

And so, Blobby the Booger’s grand adventure began.
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Chapter Three: The Desk of Doom
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Blobby sat motionless on Jimmy’s desk, taking in his new surroundings. The place was massive, towering pencils stood like skyscrapers, a half-eaten sandwich loomed in the distance, and right next to him...

A GIANT GLOP OF DRIED GLUE.

Blobby gasped. “Oh no... it’s one of them.”

The glue glop twitched. “Who dares disturb The Stuck One?”

Blobby gulped. He had heard legends of The Stuck Ones, boogers who had bonded with glue and could never escape. Trapped forever. Hard. Crunchy. Lifeless.

Blobby inched away. “Uh... sorry to bother you.”

The glue glop let out a deep, sticky sigh. “It’s too late for me... save yourself!”

Blobby wasn’t about to argue. He turned to move when... 

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

The desk trembled. Something was coming. Something big.

Blobby turned to see... 

JIMMY’S HAND.

His massive, five-fingered doom-machine was reaching across the desk. Blobby panicked. Was this it? Had he survived The Pick only to be smeared across a math worksheet?

No way!

Blobby did the only thing he could, he jumped.

Well, “jumped” is a generous term. He mostly peeled himself off the desk and flopped awkwardly forward. But hey, it worked. He rolled right under Jimmy’s hand, barely escaping a horrifying squish fate beneath his palm.

Blobby tumbled past a paperclip, skidded over a sticky note, and finally... stuck to the edge of a ruler.

He sighed in relief. “That was close.”

Then... 

CRASH!

The ruler was moving. It was being picked up! Blobby had seconds to react before he was flung off into who-knows-where.

He wiggled. He wriggled. He pried himself loose... 

And landed...

SMACK! Right on Jimmy’s math test.

“Oh no,” Blobby groaned.

Jimmy’s pencil was hovering above him, ready to write the answer to 7 times 8. 

If Blobby didn’t move fast, he was about to become part of Jimmy’s terrible math skills forever.

This was not how he planned his escape to go.
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Chapter Four: The Great Eraser Disaster
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Blobby was stuck smack in the middle of Jimmy’s math test, right between a question about fractions and a doodle of a stick-figure ninja fighting a dragon.

Above him, the monstrous pencil tip loomed, hovering like a missile about to strike.

Blobby panicked. This is it. This is how I go. I’ll be smeared into math history forever!

Jimmy’s pencil lowered.

Blobby rolled.

The pencil tip landed hard, missing Blobby by a fraction of an inch. Jimmy, confused by the unexpected resistance, frowned and squinted at the tiny smudge now on his paper.

“What the—?” Jimmy muttered.

Then came the real danger.

The Eraser.

Before Blobby could react, Jimmy reached for his giant pink eraser, a booger’s worst nightmare.

“No, no, NO!” Blobby yelled, though of course, Jimmy couldn’t hear him.

The eraser came down fast.

Blobby did the only thing he could, he dove.

He rolled right off the paper, just as the eraser screeched across the test.

The good news? Blobby dodged it.

The bad news?

He landed right in the middle of Jimmy’s backpack.

SQUISH!

Blobby found himself smooshed between a half-eaten peanut butter sandwich, a crumpled permission slip, and... oh no. A used gym sock.

“Ughhhhhh!” Blobby gagged. “This is worse than The Great Tissue Wars!”

He tried to wiggle free, but the peanut butter was too sticky, and the gym sock smelled like it had been worn for a month straight.

Blobby gulped.

He needed a new escape plan.

And fast.

Because deep inside the backpack, something was moving.

Something big.

Something furry.

Blobby turned slowly... and came face to face with...

A GIANT DUST BUNNY.

Its eyes glowed red. Its fuzz twitched. It opened its mouth and let out a deep, raspy whisper:

“Intruder.”

Blobby screamed.
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Chapter Five: The Dust Bunny King
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Blobby stared in horror at the massive, fuzzy creature before him.

The Dust Bunny King was bigger than any booger Blobby had ever seen, his body made of tangled lint, stray pet hair, and what might have been an old french fry from last semester. His glowing red eyes locked onto Blobby, and his tiny fluff minions scurried around him, twitching their dusty noses.

“Intruder,” the Dust Bunny King rumbled again. “Boogers are not welcome in the Backpack Kingdom.”

Blobby gulped. “Whoa, whoa... easy there, Your Fuzziness. I don’t want any trouble. I was just, uh... passing through?”

The Dust Bunny King narrowed his beady red eyes. “LIAR! All boogers are trouble. You are sticky, clingy, and worst of all... you bring THE ERASER.”

At this, the dust bunnies all gasped. Some fainted dramatically into piles of old cracker crumbs.

“Hey, look, I don’t even like erasers!” Blobby protested. “I barely escaped one myself! I’m on a mission to find freedom! To explore the world! To..”

“Silence!” The Dust Bunny King’s fuzz puffed out angrily. “No booger has ever escaped the Backpack Kingdom. And you will be no different.”

Blobby’s stomach (if he had one) sank. He needed a plan. Fast.

Suddenly, the backpack jolted.

Outside, Jimmy was walking.

Which meant... the backpack was moving.

Blobby’s sticky little heart raced. This was his chance!

As the backpack swayed, Blobby wiggled free from the peanut butter sandwich and lunged onto a loose shoelace dangling inside.

The Dust Bunny King roared. “SEIZE HIM!”

His minions lunged, tiny lint creatures leaping toward Blobby. But Blobby was ready.

He swung from the shoelace, bounced off a crumpled-up spelling test, and...

FWOOMP!

Blobby catapulted himself straight out of the backpack... 

And into the air.

For a moment, everything moved in slow motion. Blobby tumbled past a floating pencil, narrowly missed a flying eraser, and soared straight toward...

Jimmy’s LUNCHBOX.

SPLAT!

Blobby landed right on top of a ham and cheese sandwich.

He groaned. “Oh, snot.”

Then, the lunchbox snapped shut.

Blobby was trapped.

And worse...

He wasn’t alone.

Something wiggled nearby. Something cold. Something... squishy.

Blobby turned his gooey head and locked eyes with... 

A rogue blob of mayonnaise.

“Welcome,” the mayo blob said in a deep, ominous voice. “To the Land of Forgotten Condiments.”

Blobby screamed.
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Chapter Six: The Mayo Menace
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Blobby stared at the rogue blob of mayonnaise.

It was oozing, wiggling slightly, and had an unsettling glistening sheen under the dim light of the lunchbox. Other forgotten condiments surrounded it, half-dried mustard, a glob of ketchup, and what looked like a mystery pickle that had probably been in there since last year.

“Who are you?” Blobby stammered.

The mayo blob let out a deep, dramatic sigh. “I am Duke Mayo the Third, ruler of the Condiment Wastelands.” He gestured dramatically toward the sandwich crusts and smeared napkins around him. “We are the Unwanted. The Left Behind. The things that never make it to the taste buds of a child.”

Blobby gulped. “Uh, cool, cool, but I really gotta get out of here before Jimmy...”

BOOM.

The lunchbox shook.

Blobby turned in horror as he saw...

Jimmy’s giant fingers reaching in!

This was bad. REALLY BAD.

The fingers grabbed the sandwich, the sandwich Blobby was stuck to.

“Oh no. OH NO.”

Blobby squirmed, wiggled, flailed, anything to unstick himself... 

But it was too late.

Jimmy lifted the sandwich.

His mouth opened wide.

Blobby stared straight into the dark, cavernous pit of doom.

“THIS IS NOT HOW I GO!” he screamed.

Just then, Duke Mayo launched himself into action.

“For the Forgotten!” Mayo bellowed as he flung himself off the sandwich and landed directly on Jimmy’s fingers.

Jimmy paused.

He looked at the glob of mayo on his hand. He frowned.

And then... 

“EWWWWWWW!”

Jimmy dropped the sandwich.

Blobby tumbled through the air, rolling past a juice box, skidding across a bag of chips, and finally... 

SPLAT!

He landed on Jimmy’s fork.

Blobby groaned. “Oh, come on.”

And that’s when he saw what was on the plate.

Mashed potatoes.

A huge, steaming mountain of mashed potatoes.

Before Blobby could react, Jimmy stabbed the fork down.

Blobby had one second to think before he disappeared into the pile of mashed mush.

“Welp,” he muttered. “At least it’s softer than the desk.”

And then... PLOP! He was gone.
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Chapter Seven: Escape from Potato Mountain
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Blobby was buried alive.

Mashed potatoes surrounded him, warm, fluffy, and horribly suffocating. He wriggled, but every move just squished him deeper into the creamy, buttery abyss.

“This is it,” Blobby muttered. “This is how I go. Lost in Potato Mountain, never to be seen again.”

Then, something moved.

The potatoes shifted. A deep, slow rumble echoed around him.

Blobby froze. “Oh no... please don’t be what I think it is...”

Suddenly, from deep within the mashed mush, a massive, gurgling figure emerged. It was thick. It was gooey. And it was covered in brown, gloppy rivers of gravy.

“WHO DARES DISTURB THE GRAVY BEAST?” the creature bellowed, sending tiny potato chunks flying.

Blobby gasped. “AHHHHHH! I KNEW IT!”

The Gravy Beast’s eyes, two floating peas, narrowed. “You are not of the Potato People.”

Blobby wiggled. “Yeah, uh, that’s kind of the problem! I don’t belong here! I got stuck to a sandwich, almost eaten, and now I’m...”

“SILENCE!” the Gravy Beast roared. “You have trespassed into my domain! And now, you must face... the Spoon of Doom!”

From somewhere deep in the mashed potato pit, a massive, silver spoon rose. It gleamed under the dim lunchroom light, coated in thick gravy residue.

Blobby’s insides went cold. “Wait... WAIT! IS THAT JIMMY’S SPOON?!”

The Gravy Beast grinned. “It is the chosen one. And it takes all who enter Potato Mountain... TO THE BELLY REALM.”

Blobby screamed.

The spoon lowered, scooping up a chunk of potatoes, WITH BLOBBY STILL INSIDE.

Jimmy’s hand lifted the spoon.

Blobby’s sticky little heart pounded. He was seconds away from becoming a part of Jimmy’s digestive system.

“I REFUSE TO BE A MEAL!” Blobby shrieked.

He launched himself off the spoon... 

And FLEW through the air, flipping, spinning, sailing toward freedom.

Only to SPLAT!

Right onto Jimmy’s juice box.

Blobby sighed. “At least it’s not gravy.”

Then... WHOOSH!

Jimmy squeezed the juice box.

A giant wave of apple juice erupted, sending Blobby flying across the cafeteria like a tiny, sticky cannonball.

He tumbled through the air, past screaming children, past a startled lunch lady, and finally... 

SPLAT!

He landed on a window.

Blobby stuck there, looking out at the world beyond.

The outside world.

The REAL outside world.

For the first time since leaving Boogerville, he saw grass, trees, the open sky.

Blobby gasped. “I’m... I’m almost free.”

But first... he had to figure out how to get unstuck from this window.
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Chapter Eight: The Great Window Escape
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Blobby was stuck to the window... like really stuck.

A giant, sticky booger, trapped between the outside world and the safety of Jimmy’s lunchbox. He could feel the cold breeze of freedom just a few inches away, but no matter how hard he wiggled, he couldn’t get loose from the glass.

"Come on! Come on!" Blobby grunted, trying to slide himself off the window. But no matter how hard he pushed, he was just too gooey, too sticky.

Suddenly, he heard a voice, a voice that sounded suspiciously like a seagull.

"Hey, little booger! Need a hand?"

Blobby's gooey eyes widened. He looked up to see a seagull circling overhead, eyeing him curiously. The seagull landed with a dramatic flapping of wings on the windowsill.

"Uh, I’m good, thanks!" Blobby called out, a bit embarrassed.

The seagull tilted its head. “Really? You’re just going to stay stuck there? I mean, that’s pretty lame, man.”

Blobby sighed. “Well, if you have a better idea, I’m all ears.”

The seagull smirked. “What you need is a little help. I’m Chuck the Seagull, the fastest, slickest bird in the cafeteria. Let me show you how it’s done.”

Without another word, Chuck opened his beak and snatched Blobby off the window with a swift flick of his head.

“WHOA!” Blobby screamed as he was flung into the air.

The wind rushed past him, and for a split second, he thought he was flying. He looked down and saw the whole cafeteria shrinking beneath him.

And then... plop!

Blobby landed with a soft splat onto Chuck’s back.

“Not bad, huh?” Chuck squawked proudly.

Blobby could hardly believe it. He was free!

“Wow, Chuck, you’re awesome!” Blobby cheered, bouncing slightly on Chuck’s back. “But now where do we go? I mean, the outside world’s pretty big, right?”

Chuck tilted his head again, his beady eyes sparkling. “Oh, I know just the place. Follow me!”

Chuck spread his wings and took off, soaring above the playground. Blobby clung tightly, feeling the rush of wind beneath him.

They flew over the schoolyard, past the tall trees, and over a small park. Blobby was completely awestruck. The world beyond the lunchroom was huge, full of endless possibilities.

And then, Chuck banked hard left, heading toward a large, sparkling pond.

Blobby’s eyes widened. “What’s that?”

Chuck smirked. “That, my friend, is Pond City... the hidden paradise of the Booger Refugees. The place where boogers go to truly live free, away from the tyranny of tissues and pencils.”

Blobby’s heart raced. “Are you serious? This place is real?!”

Chuck nodded proudly. “You bet it is. And you’re about to get the grand tour!”

Blobby’s sticky little mind raced. Could this be the freedom he had dreamed of? A place where boogers like him could finally be free? No more picking, no more wiping, no more danger of being squished under Jimmy’s shoe?

“I’m in!” Blobby cheered, throwing his gooey fists into the air.

Chuck flew even higher, heading toward Pond City, a glittering, secret world just beyond the edge of the playground...

And Blobby was about to enter it.
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Chapter Nine: The Booger Refugees
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Blobby’s heart pounded with excitement as Chuck the Seagull led him closer and closer to Pond City. The world was so big, and Blobby was about to enter a new world, a booger utopia, where he could finally be free.

Chuck banked one final time, heading toward a glimmering patch of water surrounded by lush greenery. As they descended, Blobby could see small, floating islands made of leaves and twigs, and boogers, yes, actual boogers, lounging on them, playing games, and relaxing in the sun.

“Welcome to Pond City,” Chuck said with a satisfied grin. “A place where boogers can live without fear of being picked, wiped, or stuck to desks.”

Blobby’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. “This is amazing!”

Chuck nodded proudly. “You bet it is. Over there is Booger Beach, where we catch flies for fun. And over there is Tissue Mountain, where no tissues are allowed. Oh, and don't forget the Snotball Court, you’ve never seen a game until you’ve seen boogers play snotball.”

Blobby felt like he was dreaming. A world just for boogers? This was the adventure he had always dreamed of.

As Chuck landed near a floating lily pad, Blobby hopped off his back and gently squished into the soft, spongy surface.

A group of booger citizens, a few slightly squished, some a little gooey, and others perfectly round, came over to greet him. They all had wide smiles and goopy eyes that were both friendly and a little bit... sticky.

“You must be the new booger!” one of them said. “We haven’t had a new one around here in weeks!”

Blobby grinned. “I sure am! I’m Blobby, and I came all the way from Jimmy’s nose. Chuck told me this place is awesome, and I couldn’t wait to see it for myself!”

The boogers cheered and clapped their gooey hands. One of them even tried to give Blobby a high-five, but his hand stuck to Blobby’s forehead. “Oops, sorry about that!” the booger giggled. “Sometimes I forget how sticky I am.”

Chuck flapped his wings. “Alright, alright! Let’s give Blobby the grand tour. He deserves to see the best of Pond City.”

They all set off toward the Snotball Court, where a game was already in full swing. Blobby could hardly believe his eyes. There were teams of boogers, each trying to score by throwing a gooey ball of snot through a ring made of toothpicks. The crowd cheered as one of the boogers scored a point, and the whole team erupted in a victory dance, which involved a lot of wiggling and flopping.

“This is incredible!” Blobby exclaimed, laughing. “I’ve never seen anything like it!”

“Stick around, kid,” Chuck said, “There’s plenty more to see!”

Next, Chuck led Blobby to Booger Beach, where a bunch of boogers were sitting on leaves, fishing for flies with twigs. One booger proudly held up a fly that was as big as his head. “I caught this one with my nose,” the booger said, grinning.

“Wow, you guys are good!” Blobby said, impressed.

The booger winked. “It’s all about timing, kid. And a little bit of gooeyness.”

They continued the tour, visiting Tissue Mountain, where there were no tissues in sight, just boogers lounging in the shade, watching clouds. Then they stopped by Snotball Stadium, where a giant tissue box sat in the corner, but no one dared approach it.

Blobby was amazed. “I can’t believe this place exists. I thought I was the only booger who wanted to escape.”

Chuck gave him a knowing smile. “Pond City has always been a secret. It’s where the free boogers go to live their best lives. And now, you’re one of us.”

Blobby grinned ear to ear. “This is my new home.”

But just as Blobby started to get comfortable, a loud shouting broke out near the edge of the pond. Blobby’s gooey ears perked up. What was going on?

Chuck’s wings stiffened. “Uh-oh. Looks like we’ve got company.”

Blobby looked up and saw a massive group of boogers marching toward them, led by a particularly large and angry booger.

“Who are they?” Blobby asked, suddenly feeling a little nervous.

Chuck frowned. “That’s the Snot Gang. They don’t believe in freedom. They think boogers should be picked and wiped, just like in the old days. They don’t like what we’re doing here.”

Blobby’s heart skipped a beat. “Are they going to try to take over Pond City?”

Chuck nodded grimly. “If we’re not careful, they might.”

Blobby took a deep breath. This was no longer just about living free, this was about protecting the booger paradise he had just discovered.

And Blobby was ready to defend it.
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Chapter Ten: The Booger Revolt
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Blobby stood on the edge of the lily pad, staring at the approaching Snot Gang. They marched across the pond with grim faces, their gooey eyes glowing menacingly under the dim light. The leader of the gang, a towering, chunky booger with a large waddle, led the way, sneering at Blobby and the peaceful residents of Pond City.

Blobby could feel the tension building in the air. This was no longer a friendly booger gathering; this was a battle.

Chuck flapped his wings nervously. “The Snot Gang has been causing trouble for months. They think Pond City is a weak place, full of boogers who just want to relax and enjoy their freedom.”

Blobby’s eyes narrowed. “I won’t let them ruin this place. This is our home now. We can’t just let them march in and take it over!”

The Snot Gang stopped at the edge of the pond, their leader, the King of Crud, as he was known, stepped forward, his slimy grin dripping with arrogance.

“So, you think you can hide in your little swamp, eh?” the King of Crud boomed, his voice echoing across the pond. “You think this is a safe haven? You’re all a bunch of soft boogers! And we’re here to change that.”

Blobby’s heart thudded in his chest. He didn’t want to back down. Not now. Not after everything he had worked for.

“Not so fast!” Blobby shouted, stepping forward. “Pond City isn’t for bullies like you! It’s a place for freedom, for boogers who want to live on their own terms!”

The King of Crud snickered, rolling his eyes. “Freedom? You think you’re free, little booger? No one is free! We’re all wiped, all of us. And that’s how it should be. You think you can just live without being picked, thrown away, wiped up? You’re living in a fantasy.”

Blobby wasn’t having any of it. “Well, maybe you’re the one living in a fantasy, thinking we all have to be wiped away. We’ve got something you don’t: hope, and we’re not going to let you ruin that.”

The Snot Gang leader raised a thick eyebrow, but Blobby wasn’t done yet. He turned to the boogers of Pond City, who were standing behind him, waiting for their cue.

“Are you going to let these bullies tell us what to do?” Blobby called out. “Are you going to let them destroy our freedom? Or are we going to show them what it really means to be a booger?”

A cheer rose up from the crowd, the boogers of Pond City clapping their sticky hands and stomping their feet. “Yeah! Show them, Blobby!”

Blobby felt a rush of confidence. The boogers of Pond City were ready. They weren’t going to let anyone, not even the Snot Gang, take away their new home.

The King of Crud looked at his gang and scowled. “You really think you can win this? You’re a bunch of soft, sticky, unpicked boogers. We’re the Snot Gang, and we’re going to take over.”

Blobby’s eyes gleamed with determination. “Let’s settle this with a good ol’ fashioned Snotball game.”

The King of Crud laughed so hard, his entire body wobbled. “A Snotball game? You want to challenge the Snot Gang to a game of Snotball?”

Blobby nodded firmly. “That’s right. A real game. Winner gets to keep Pond City. Loser has to leave and never come back.”

The King of Crud sneered his slimy lips curling. “You’re on, little booger. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

Blobby and the boogers of Pond City quickly gathered around the Snotball Court, where the game was about to begin. The tension in the air was so thick it could be cut with a knife. On one side, the Snot Gang, big, tough, and full of attitude. On the other, the boogers of Pond City, small, sticky, and determined to protect their home.

Chuck the Seagull fluttered over to Blobby. “Are you sure about this?” he asked nervously. “The Snot Gang plays dirty.”

Blobby grinned. “I’ve never been afraid of a little dirt.”

The game began with a loud whistle from Chuck, who had somehow found a whistle on the ground.

Blobby had never played a game of Snotball before, but he quickly learned the rules: each team had to score by throwing a gloppy snotball through a hoop made of toothpicks. The Snotball was slick and hard to catch, but the boogers from Pond City were quick and nimble.

The Snot Gang, on the other hand, played rough, they elbowed, shoved, and used every trick in the book to try and gain the upper hand. But Blobby and his team weren’t intimidated. They passed the snotball with precision, making quick moves and dodging the Snot Gang’s dirty tricks.

As the game went on, it was clear: the Snot Gang had the strength, but the Pond City boogers had the heart. And soon, it became clear that the King of Crud and his gang were losing.

Blobby made the final move, leaping into the air and catching the snotball just as the King of Crud tried to block him. With a quick flick of his sticky arm, he tossed the ball through the hoop, scoring the winning point.

The crowd erupted in cheers. The Pond City boogers had won.

The King of Crud snarled, but he knew he had lost. “You may have won this time, soft booger, but we’ll be back,” he growled before signaling his gang to retreat.

Blobby smiled, watching the Snot Gang slink away, tails between their legs. “Not if we have anything to say about it.”

Chuck flew down and landed next to Blobby. “You did it, Blobby! You saved Pond City!”

Blobby beamed. “We did it. We all did it.”

And as the sun began to set over the peaceful Pond City, Blobby knew one thing for sure, he had found a home where he truly belonged.

The End
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Quinn the Quokka

Chapter 1: Quinn Has Questions
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On a sunny little island called Rottnest, where the beaches are beautiful, and the snacks are aggressively stolen by seagulls, lived a quokka named Quinn.

Now, if you’ve never seen a quokka, imagine a fluffy brown potato with legs, a permanent smile, and the energy of five toddlers after a cupcake.

That’s Quinn.

But Quinn wasn’t just any ordinary adorable furball. While most quokkas were busy sunbathing, leaf-snacking, and photobombing tourists, Quinn was digging through seaweed looking for clues.

To what?

He wasn’t sure, but he was extremely enthusiastic about it.

“Today’s the day!” he shouted, stuffing a soggy leaf into his backpack. “The day I find a mysterious secret and become fabulously legendary!”

His mum, Maureen, sighed and handed him a muffin.

“Love, you’ve got a head full of coconuts,” she said kindly.

“That’s just what they said to the great adventurers!” Quinn declared, dramatically adjusting his explorer’s hat, made from a bottle cap and a shoelace.

His dad, Trevor, peeked over his newspaper, which featured the daily headline:
“Wombat Loses Socks: Again.”
He grunted approvingly. Or maybe that was just how he sneezed. Hard to tell.
Quinn zipped up his backpack of very important supplies:

	1 magnifying glass

	3 snack crumbs

	1 rock named Gerald

	And the unshakeable belief that he was destined for greatness


Out the door he went, squeaking his theme song:

“Q to the U to the I-double-N!
Quokka on a quest, adventure’s his friend!”
“Where are you going this time?” asked Barry, his best friend, who happened to be a bat and not a morning creature.

Quinn pointed his stick dramatically at the beach. “I’m following the signs!”

Barry blinked. “You mean those crab tracks that spell ‘AAARGH’?”

“Exactly! It’s either pirate code... or a very frustrated crab.”

Barry groaned and fluttered into a tree. “Wake me up if you find gold. Or snacks.”

Quinn marched toward the beach, squinting at every shell and flip-flop.

Then... he saw it.

Something buried in the sand.

Shiny. Mysterious. Possibly dangerous. Or possibly a piece of an old sandwich.

He dug with wild, muffin-fueled energy until...TA-DA!

A crumpled scrap of paper.

It was damp.

It was crusty.

It reeked of destiny (and stinky anchovies).

Quinn gasped so hard a nearby seagull passed out.

Because on the paper, written in fishy ink, were these words:

“To find the rest, follow the quest.
Begin where the quokkas smile best.”
Quinn’s eyes nearly popped out of his fluffy head.

He held the map piece up to the sky like it was the final piece of a breakfast puzzle.

“Barry!” he yelled. “GET DOWN HERE RIGHT NOW!”

Barry grumbled and flopped out of the tree like a furry pancake. “This better not be like the time you thought a banana peel was a treasure trail.”

“This is different,” Quinn said, holding out the map. “This has a riddle. And mysterious crab goo.”

Barry sniffed it. “Smells like destiny. And expired sardines.”

Quinn was already sprinting in circles.

“This is it! The start of the greatest quest of all time!”

“Do we have snacks?” Barry asked.

Quinn tossed him a muffin chunk.

“Let’s roll, team!”

And so the quest began.

One brave quokka.

One sleepy bat.

One rock named Gerald (who did not vote to join this adventure but was dragged along anyway).

The Quokka Secret Adventurers were on the move.
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Chapter 2: The Pancake Trap
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Quinn the Quokka marched through the trail like he was leading an army of muffins.

His bottle-cap explorer hat gleamed in the sunlight. His backpack bounced with every hop, packed with snacks, a magnifying glass, and Gerald the rock (strapped in tightly so he wouldn’t roll off and start a side quest).

Trailing behind him, very slowly, was Barry the bat.

“This is the worst,” Barry groaned. “Too bright. Too loud. And I think my wings are sweating.”

“No time for complaints!” Quinn chirped. “We’re following the clue:

‘Begin where the quokkas smile best.’”

Barry blinked. “That could be anywhere. We smile all the time. We smile in our sleep.”

“We smile when we’re falling over,” Quinn added.

“Exactly.”

Quinn pulled out his hand-drawn map of Rottnest Island. Most of it was muffin stains and questionable scribbles, but one spot was marked with a glittery heart:
“THE SMILING SPOT.”
“That’s where the humans take the best selfies with us,” Quinn said. “Maximum smile zone. If the clue leads anywhere, it’s there!”

“I was really hoping it meant the snack bar,” Barry muttered.

They set off.

They made excellent time, which means Quinn only stopped three times:

	To investigate a suspiciously shaped leaf,

	To high-five a tree stump (just in case it was magical),

	And to apologize to a crab he accidentally stepped on (the crab did not forgive him).


Finally, they arrived at the Smiling Spot.

It was quiet. The tourists were off somewhere else, probably being yelled at by seagulls.

There was a bench shaped like a giant quokka. A sign that read:
“Please Do Not Hug the Wildlife (Even If They're Cuter Than You)”
And under a nearby bush...
Something rustled.

Quinn’s ears twitched. He tiptoed closer.

He gasped.

It was a pancake.

Just sitting there in the bush. Warm. Golden. Suspicious.

Quinn poked it with a stick.

Barry flapped over. “Is it a clue?”

“It’s breakfast,” Quinn whispered. “Or... a test.”

Suddenly, the pancake JUMPED.

Actually, it wasn’t a pancake at all, it was a pancake hat.

And under it was a very round, very annoyed wallaby covered in syrup.

“WHO WAKES ME FROM MY FLUFFY NAP?” the wallaby shouted.

Barry screamed. Quinn fell backwards. Gerald just sat there, as always.

“I thought you were a clue!” Quinn said. “Or at least a snack!”

“I AM WALLACE,” the wallaby boomed. “Keeper of the Smiling Spot! Defender of Breakfast! Guardian of the Map!”

Barry squinted. “Is... that pancake glued to your head?”

“Don’t question the hat.”

Wallace crossed his arms. “You want the next piece of the treasure map, don’t you?”

Quinn nodded quickly. “Yes! Very much!”

“Then you must pass...” Wallace paused dramatically. “THE TRIAL OF THE FLAPJACKS.”

Barry sighed. “Of course we do.”

Trial One: The Pancake Balance of Destiny

Wallace handed Quinn a plate stacked high with pancakes.

“Carry this across the sand, through the sprinklers, and past the angry magpies, without dropping a single one.”

“Do angry magpies count as ‘mild danger’ or ‘serious danger’?” Barry asked.

“Yes,” Wallace said.

Quinn took a deep breath, balanced the pancakes on his head, and started walking.

Sprinklers shot him in the face.

Magpies dive-bombed him.

A lizard tried to sell him insurance (weird but ignore that).

Quinn dodged. He twirled. He pancake-shuffled through the chaos and reached the other side.

Not one pancake lost.

Wallace blinked. “Okay, that was impressive.”

Trial Two: The Syrup Slide of Heroism

“Slide down this hill,” Wallace said, pointing at a very slippery tarp covered in maple syrup, “and land in that inflatable pool, while yelling the sacred Flapjack Battle Cry.”

“What’s the cry?” Quinn asked.

“You’ll know.”

Quinn ran.

He leapt.

He launched through the air, spinning like a syrupy frisbee.

And just before he landed, he shouted:

“I REGRET NOTHING AND I SMELL AMAZING!”

Wallace nodded. “Correct.”

Trial Three: The Spoon of Wobble

Final challenge.

Balance a spoonful of syrup on your nose while walking across a wobbly branch and naming ten breakfast foods.

“GO!” Wallace barked.

Quinn placed the spoon on his nose.

He stepped onto the branch.

He wobbled.

He shouted, “Toast! Waffles! Pancakes! Muffins! Croissants! Oatmeal! Sausages! Cereal! Leftover pizza! Noodles!”

“Noodles?!” Wallace shouted.

“BREAKFAST IS A STATE OF MIND!” Quinn yelled.

He wobbled. He twisted. He landed.

Still balanced.

Barry applauded. “That was weirdly emotional.”

Wallace blew a kazoo and tossed Quinn a small, syrup-stained envelope.

Inside: the next piece of the treasure map.

Quinn held it up. It fit perfectly with the first. And scrawled on it, in swirly ink:

“To find what’s next, you must be brave.
Go where the wind and the wombats rave.”
Barry froze. “Please tell me that’s a metaphor.”

Quinn’s eyes lit up. “Oh no. I think it’s exactly what it sounds like.”

Barry groaned. “This island is trying to kill me.”

Wallace tipped his pancake hat. “Good luck, little adventurers. And remember...”

He lowered his voice.

“Never trust a goose in a monocle.”

Quinn blinked. “Wait, why?”

But Wallace had already vanished into the bush.

Quinn looked at Barry.

Barry looked at Gerald.

Nobody said anything.

Then Quinn puffed out his chest.

“Next stop: the wombat rave.”

Barry sighed. “Please let there be snacks.”

And with syrup on their paws, crumbs in their pockets, and a slightly confused rock, the Quokka Secret Adventurers set off once more.

Into the wild.

Into the weird.

And definitely into something they were not ready for.
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Chapter 3: The Wombat Rave
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If you’ve never been to a wombat rave, it’s kind of like a regular forest party...
Except all the dancers are wombats, the disco ball is a glow-in-the-dark coconut, and someone’s grandma is DJing with a leaf blower.
Quinn the Quokka, Barry the Bat, and Gerald the Rock (who had acquired a glitter sticker somehow) were standing at the edge of the forest, staring at the flashing lights and pulsing beats.

“Is this... the rave?” Barry asked, rubbing his eyes. “Or did I accidentally eat glowing moss again?”

“It’s real,” Quinn said. “It’s magnificent.”

In the clearing ahead, wombats danced like short, determined bowling balls. Glow sticks spun through the air. Eucalyptus confetti floated gently down like weird snow. In the middle of it all, a DJ echidna was headbanging behind a pineapple.

“This is a cultural masterpiece,” Quinn whispered.

Barry blinked. “This is chaos.”

Then a voice thundered across the dance floor:

“WHO DARES ENTER THE DEN OF DANCE?!”

A chunky wombat wearing LED sunglasses and a glitter cape marched through the fog.

“I am WUBSY,” he declared, “Chancellor of the Wombat Rave. And that,” he pointed dramatically at Gerald, “is a rock with style. Respect.”

“Thank you,” Quinn said, bowing. “We’re the Quokka Secret Adventurers. We’re looking for the third piece of a treasure map.”

Wubsy pulled a glow stick from behind his ear and twirled it. “I might have that map piece. But I don’t give away treasure to just anybody. If you want it... you’ll have to DANCE FOR IT.”

Barry buried his face in his wings. “Why is everything a competition?”

Quinn didn’t hesitate. “We accept your challenge.”

“I hate this island,” Barry mumbled.

Dance Battle: Round 1 – The Wiggle-Off

Wubsy’s team of elite wombats, called the Funky Burrowers, shuffled onto the dance floor. They started wiggling in perfect unison, making the ground tremble.

Quinn countered with a move he called The Spiral Nibble, which involved spinning while pretending to eat invisible muffins.

Gerald didn’t move at all but somehow still won the crowd.

Round 1: Tie.

Round 2 – Interpretive Dance

The Funky Burrowers performed a dramatic piece titled “Trapped in a Sock Drawer.”

It was powerful. One wombat cried.

Quinn responded with his original dance:
“The Day I Sat on Cheese.”
It involved leaping, falling, and a dramatic slow-motion roll.

Barry, against his will, clapped.

Round 2: Tie.

Final Round – Freestyle

It was mayhem.

Quinn breakdanced using his tail like a spinning top.

Barry unexpectedly flipped into the air and moonwalked mid-flight.

Gerald glowed.

And then Quinn ended the whole thing with a backflip into a muffin-catching pose that made a wombat faint.

Silence.

Then... ROARING APPLAUSE.

Glow sticks flew through the air. Wubsy took off his sunglasses and wiped away a single tear.

“You,” he said softly, “have the soul of a disco biscuit.”

He reached into his fanny pack and pulled out a scroll.

“Here,” he said. “The next piece of the map.”

Quinn unrolled it and gasped. It fit perfectly with the other two.

And at the bottom, another clue:

“To get what you need, be clever, not rash.
Seek out the goose with the monocle and sash.”
Barry froze. “No. Nope. That goose? The one Wallace warned us about?”

“The very one,” Quinn said, smiling.

“We’re doomed,” Barry whispered.

Wubsy leaned in. “Be careful. He’s not just any goose. He once sued a cloud for raining on him.”

Quinn’s eyes sparkled. “I love him already.”

Wubsy handed them each a glow stick. “Take these. You’re honorary rave members now.”

“Do they do anything special?” Barry asked.

“No,” Wubsy said. “But they make you look fabulous.”

Quinn nodded seriously. “That’s important.”

And with that, the team marched back into the forest, glow sticks in paw, wings, and on Gerald’s head, ready to face a goose so terrifying...

Even the trees whispered, “Good luck.”
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Chapter 4: The Goose is Loose

[image: ]


The forest grew darker. The air got foggier. The trees looked like they were holding their breath.

Quinn the Quokka adjusted his explorer hat. Barry the Bat flew in nervous circles. Gerald the Rock rolled into a patch of moss and pretended to nap.

They had arrived.

“This must be the place,” Quinn whispered. “Where the goose with the monocle and sash lives.”

Barry shivered. “He sounds terrifying.”

“He sounds majestic,” Quinn said. “Like someone who has very strong opinions about cheese.”

They stepped into a clearing.

A beam of moonlight lit a tiny table set for tea.

Next to it stood a large goose.

He wore:

	A monocle.

	A royal blue sash that read SUPREME HONK COMMANDER.

	And a frown so powerful it could probably cancel a parade.


Quinn gasped. “He’s even more elegant than I imagined.”

Barry mumbled, “I think I just got judged by a bird.”

The goose eyed them coldly.

“State your business,” he said in a voice so posh, it smelled faintly of cucumber sandwiches.

Quinn bowed deeply. “Good sir, we are the Quokka Secret Adventurers. We’re on a noble quest to find the final pieces of a legendary treasure map!”

The goose took a slow, loud sip of tea.

“Of course you are,” he said. “Everyone’s always after my map pieces. Last week a platypus tried to bribe me with jam. I sent him flying with one honk.”

Barry tried to smile. “We brought no jam.”

“Wise.”

Gerald rolled forward slightly, wearing his honorary rave glow stick like a necklace. The goose nodded.

“Respectable rock. Good accessories.”

Quinn stepped closer. “Supreme Honk Commander, we seek only to prove ourselves. Will you grant us the map piece?”

The goose narrowed his eyes.

“Only if you pass... the Trial of Ultimate Sophistication.”

Barry fell over.

Task One: The Fancy Walk-Off

The goose strutted down a mossy runway like he was modeling for Bird GQ.

Feathers fluffed. Wings tucked. Monocle gleaming.

“Now you,” he said.

Quinn stepped up.

He twirled.

He pranced.

He did a cartwheel and stuck the landing with a wink.

Gerald rolled behind him, leaving a trail of crushed daisies.

The goose blinked. “Surprisingly elegant.”

Task Two: Tea Party Etiquette

The goose placed a teacup, saucer, and a biscuit shaped like a tiny shoe in front of Quinn.

“Drink with grace,” he said.

Quinn picked up the cup with his pinky paw extended. He sipped.

His face did not explode.

He calmly placed the cup back down and said, “Mmm. Leafy.”

Barry clapped with one wing. “That was... unsettlingly refined.”

The goose grunted. “Acceptable. Final task.”

Task Three: Ridiculous Trivia

The goose pulled out a scroll.

“Answer three questions correctly and the map is yours.”

Quinn saluted. “I was born for this.”

“Question one: What is the capital of Confusion?”

Quinn answered, “A roundabout with no exits.”

“Correct.”

“Question two: How many blueberries can fit in a gumboot before a wombat gets jealous?”

“Depends on the flavor of the gumboot.”

The goose smiled. “Well done.”

“Final question: What noise does a muffin make when it’s scared?”

Quinn stood, took a deep breath, and squeaked:
“Nooooooo don’t EAT MEEEEE I’m too moist!!”
There was silence.

Then the goose burst out laughing. “Excellent. You’ve passed.”

He reached into his sash and handed Quinn the third map piece.

It clicked into place with the others.

And on it, written in glittery ink:

“To find the last, go where books breathe deep.
But be warned: the Librarian does not allow snacks.”
Barry gasped. “No... snacks?”

Gerald actually wobbled in alarm.

Quinn stood tall. “Then we go to the Whispering Library.”

The goose nodded. “Brave. Foolish. Possibly muffin deprived. I like it.”

He handed them a small book titled: How to Be Quiet and Still Be Fabulous.

“Study this. The Librarian is powerful.”

“Thank you, Supreme Honk Commander,” Quinn said with a bow.

“One last thing,” the goose said, leaning in. “If she catches you... don’t argue. Just run.”

Barry gulped. “Noted.”

The team turned to go.

The goose sipped his tea, watching them disappear into the shadows.

“Good luck,” he said softly. “You’re going to need it.”
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Chapter 5: Shhh... It’s the Librarian
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The Whispering Library did not whisper.

It glared.

It loomed.

And it smelled faintly of ancient paper, lost dreams, and a very distant tuna sandwich.

Quinn the Quokka stood before the enormous wooden doors, map pieces tucked safely in his backpack, heart pounding like a conga drum.

Beside him, Barry the Bat was visibly sweating. “I don’t trust any building that threatens me before I go inside.”

He pointed to the carved sign above the door:

“WELCOME TO THE WHISPERING LIBRARY- QUIET OR ELSE”
Underneath in smaller letters:
“Seriously. Else.”
Gerald the Rock was now wearing a bowtie made of string cheese. He was emotionally prepared. Maybe.

Quinn exhaled. “This is it. The last map piece is in there. We just need to be quiet.”

Barry groaned. “I'm a nocturnal sky-mouse with wing-eczema and loud bones. I’m never quiet.”

“We have a guide,” Quinn said, holding up the book from the goose:
How to Be Quiet and Still Be Fabulous
He flipped it open.

Page one:
Step 1: Stop talking.
Barry scowled.

“Not helpful.”

Inside the Library

The giant doors creaked open with a dramatic SCREEEEEEEK that probably woke up ghosts.

Shelves stretched into the shadows. Books leaned suspiciously. A breeze passed by that may have whispered, “Shhh.”

Then... footsteps.

Loud, slow, terrifying footsteps.

The Librarian appeared.

She was tall. Mysterious. Wearing a cardigan made of recycled book covers and glasses the size of frying pans. Her owl assistant glared at them from her shoulder with tiny bifocals and





	No noise

	No snacks

	No running

	Return all books or face mild haunting



















	“Use a coaster...”

	“That’s not how you say quinoa...”

	“Return your books, Chad...”
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