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A Dog in a Cage


[image: Images]


“I have a package for Labra-cadabra-dor from Rider Woofson,” said the delivery bird. He was a nervous bird. He’d never delivered a package to a prison before, let alone to the Cage—a prison that held only the most dangerous criminals.


“We’ll take it from here,” one of the prison guards said. He held the box up to his ear and gave it a little shake. “Well, it’s not ticking. That’s a good sign.” Then the guard ran it through an X-ray machine. “Looks like we’ve got a cake.”
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“Run it through again,” said the warden. “You can never be too sure when it comes to Labra. Before he was an inmate, that pesky pup was the world’s most dangerous magical criminal.”


The guard ran several more tests. He even opened the box. The cake had white frosting and a bunch of candy stars that spelled out “HAVE A MAGICAL DAY!”
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“Hmm, cute,” said the warden suspiciously.


“The cake is safe, Boss,” said the guard. “The only other thing in the box is a flimsy spoon.”
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The warden picked up the long spoon and examined it. “Okay, I’ll deliver it myself.”
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He carried the cake down a series of highly protected hallways through lots of thick doors. The first door needed a card swipe to open. The next one needed paw prints. The third door needed an eye scan, breath scan, and voice recognition. After all, the Cage was an inescapable prison.
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Finally, the warden arrived at the last security checkpoint. He put on a pair of special sunglasses before stepping into the cell.
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Labra-cadabra-dor was sitting on his cot, reading a book. He looked kind and innocent, but the warden knew better. “Special delivery,” the warden said. He set the cake and the plastic spoon down on a table and backed up slowly.


“What’s this?” Labra asked. “A cake for me?”


“It’s from Rider Woofson,” the warden said.
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“Ahh, that’s right! Today is the anniversary of when he sent me to jail,” said Labra. “It’s so sweet of him to remember.”
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The warden watched Labra carefully. “You can have one slice of the cake since it’s from Detective Woofson,” he said. “I’m going to watch you eat it, just in case there are any magic tricks up your sleeve.”
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Labra walked over to the cake and swiped a bit of the frosting into his mouth. “Vanilla. How boring. It’s the least magical flavor.” He picked up the spoon and, with a quick flick of his paw, it turned into a magic wand.
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“Hey! What? No!” shouted the warden, but it was too late.


“I’ll take these,” said Labra. With a wave of the magic wand, the special glasses flew off the warden. Then Labra hypnotized him. “Oh, dear, Warden. I don’t think this gift came from Rider Woofson at all. Still, I should visit Pawston to thank the detective—for putting me behind bars.”
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