
        
            [image: cover]
        


The Society On Da Run #38: Irish Boys Can Walk

By L’Poni Baldwin

 


© 2011 by L’Poni
Baldwin

Smashwords
Edition

Licensed CC-BY-NC

 


Cover image pattern: Antic
Dream by kerast on Deviant Art. The creator of the image said it
can be used for anything.


[image: tmp_de62acd9384462c348d10f60952d5904_K7p_nF_html_m5bf9de18.png]

Irish Boys Can Walk

 


 


The Irish farmer, Ted
Kuplink, happened upon a half-buried dragon in his yard. He
curiously poked it’s soft green hide with a stick. Feathers atop
the dragonet’s head flared up as it sensed the farmer’s body
heat.

“I thought my seed would
blossom into a flower, not a Dragon,” he said to
himself.

He studied the features on
the dragon, staring intently at it’s hide as it glistened in
filtered sunlight. The dragonet asked him, “who are
you?”

“My name is Ted,” he said,
“I own this land.”

The dragonet tried to dig
itself out of the hole. To no avail, it inclined it’s head to the
left and asked, “care to help me out of this hole?”

Ted used a variety of ways
to help the green feather-dragon. Rope was not an option, it
constricted the little guy’s breath. Digging him out would take the
whole day and Ted ad to get dressed before his visitors stopped by.
He came back out with a rake, and the dragon flicked it’s tongue at
it defensively.

“That’s a big claw,” he said
through shivers.

“It’s a rake,” said
Ted.

Five minutes later, nothing
happened. Dirt only filtered through the rake and plowed back into
it’s place.

His next option was to hoe
the dragon out.

“what’s that thing?” he
asked.

Ted replied, “it’s a
hoe.”

The dragonet hissed and
bared his teeth, “we dragons treat our females with
expect.”
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