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Bumps in the Night



Oooooooooo . . . !

OOOOOOOOOO . . . !

Creeeeeeak!

The door to Prince Lucas’s room whined as it opened. A wave of cold air swept into his chamber. Ruskin, Lucas’s pet scarlet dragon, lifted his ears. Then—CLUMP! The door banged shut in the darkness. Lucas gasped and sat straight up in bed.
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“What was that?” he whispered, staring at the closed door. Ruskin shook his head and whimpered.

The prince looked at the moon shimmering on the water outside the palace. His curtains blew gently in the breeze.

“It must have been a gust of wind,” the prince reasoned. But just as he said this, the strange, spooky sound began again.

Oooooooooo . . . !

OOOOOOOOOO . . . !

Ruskin jumped onto Lucas’s bed.

“Somebody’s awake,” Lucas said softly. “Let’s go find out who it is.” The prince slid out of bed, and Ruskin followed.

The prince slowly opened the door. The light from the moon was just enough for him to see down the passageway. They tiptoed through the first arch. Then they heard the eerie wail again.

Oooooooooo . . . !

OOOOOOOOOO . . . !

Ruskin scrambled and hid beside a decorative suit of armor. His head peeked out.
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Lucas smiled nervously. “Would you believe me if I said that was probably just the wind too?” Lucas whispered to his dragon.

The wind often whistled through the palace on stormy nights. Only tonight wasn’t stormy. And the sound was definitely a moan—not a whistle.
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“Come on, Ruskin,” the prince said. “I’d really like to know who’s making these creepy noises.”

The two of them crept down the hall and peered around the corner. At the end of the next passageway, they saw a glowing bluish light.
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As they tiptoed closer to the light, the air turned ice cold. Lucas hugged himself to keep warm.

If these are winds, then they are blowing in from Flatfrost tonight, he thought. Then he gulped at the ridiculous thought. It was summer in Wrenly, after all.

Slowly a shadow stretched across the wall at the end of the passageway. It had long bony fingers and a tall pointed hat. Lucas and Ruskin froze. Then the shadowy somebody came into view.
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Lucas gasped. It was André—one of the kingdom’s top wizards.
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“What are you two doing up?” the wizard asked.

Ruskin looked at Lucas, who did all the talking. “We heard strange noises and came to see who it was.”

André frowned. “Well, now you know,” he said gruffly. “Get along back to bed. Sleep is important for young princes . . . and their curious dragons.”
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