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			Dedication

			
		
    To you, dear reader — thank you.

Thank you for picking up this book, for stepping into a dungeon riddled with questionable choices, goblin logic, and more glitter than is legally advisable.

You are brave. Possibly foolish. Certainly curious.

You could have chosen an epic tale of noble heroes and elegant quests. But instead, you chose Grognar — a Goregoblin with a dream, a crayon, and absolutely no idea what he's doing.

For that, you have my deepest gratitude… and my sincerest warning.

This book contains traps. Literal and literary. Expect explosions, jazz spiders, sentient furniture, and at least one enchanted sandwich. There will be goblins. There will be mistakes. There may be glitter-related trauma.

You have been warned.

Now sharpen your wit, brace your belly (for laughter and/or horror), and hold onto something flammable — because you're about to descend into madness, mayhem, and possibly management.

Good luck.

And remember: never trust a rock that blinks.

--Mark--

      

    


​Grognar the Glorious (Sort Of)
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​Chapter One: Grognar Gets an idea (Unfortunately)

[image: ]




Grognar adjusted his dented shoulder pad and tried to look important. It wasn’t easy — one of the gibberlings had just thrown up on his boots, and the goblins were arguing over whose turn it was to carry the “Boom Stick.” The Boom Stick wasn’t a real weapon. It was just a stick. With spikes. And a label written in blood-red crayon that said "DO NOT TOUCH (unless boss says so)." It had exploded twice. Possibly on purpose.

Still, Grognar was determined to lead. He had a mission. A shiny mission.

“Alright, listen up, you beautiful disasters,” Grognar barked, puffing out his broad green chest. His voice echoed off the mossy dungeon walls like someone gargling gravel through a megaphone. “Orders came down from High Warlord Skazgak himself. Our job is to stop a party of smelly, well-groomed heroes from grabbing the dungeon core. You know what that is?”

A goblin raised a hand. “A snack?”

“No.”

“A bomb?”

“No!”

“...A metaphor for our crumbling morale?”

Grognar paused. "...Not this time."

He stomped over to the center of their makeshift camp — which featured a campfire fueled entirely by old furniture and a suspiciously flammable map of the dungeon — and jabbed a claw at a crude drawing in the dirt.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
/ GROGNAR

THE GLORIOUS

§ (SORT OF)
{






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





