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	On the beach, Luca wipes his forehead with the back of his hand and admires his sandcastle.
Not bad. Just one more tower to build and it will be finished.
But for now, a break. He’s tired and thirsty.
That’s when a high-pitched voice calls out to him:
Well, then? This isn’t the time to slack off!
At Luca’s feet, a tiny king and his entourage stare at him.
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	They’re no taller than three apples, but they carry themselves with the important air of ogres.
What are you waiting for to finish your work? sneers the tiny jester.
Luca blinks. Is he dreaming? Yet, the tiny characters are really there.
The king, dressed in a ermine cloak, stamps his foot.
Come on, come on, don’t just stand there like a post. Time is running out!
Why?
Have you seen the creature lurking behind us?
Luca scans the horizon.
No miniature dragon. Disappointed, his gaze returns to the little king.
Not in the sky, you fool, he snaps. On the sand!
Indeed, a not-so-big crab scuttles forward, clicking its claws.
Luca scares it off by jumping feet first in its direction.
There you go, he says, proudly.
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