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Little Bob was technically a dragon, perhaps.  

But, he was really short, about as tall as a chair.  

He couldn’t fly because his wings were the size of  donuts.  
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He was shaped like a beach ball and waddled when 
he walked.  Little Bob talked a little funny and had a 
silly laugh that sounded more like a donkey than a 
dragon. 

108 
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The head dragon, Magloram 
spoke in a deep voice while 
smoke poured from his nostrils. 
 
“Why?” asked Little Bob. 
 

“It’s simple. You are 

not a dragon.” 

 

Little Bob couldn’t breathe fire, he 
had no claws, and his teeth were 
round, not pointy. He loved his home 
in the South Lands, but  
unfortunately it was just announced 
in front of the whole dragon  
assembly that, 
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Little Bob looked surprised. He looked 
to the left and to the right, waiting for 
another dragon to disagree. The other 
dragons had nothing to say, so Little 
Bob replied, 
 

“Well, I can tell you right now, 
you’re looking at a dragon. Momma  

said I am pure dragon,  
guaranteed or your money back. 

 

shouted Magloram. 
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“YET,” 
replied little Bob. 
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Magloram glared at Little Bob.  

“What kind of a dragon eats 

 
 

Little Bob looked confused. “What does that have to do with 
anything? I like the way they taste. What, y’all don't eat?” 
 

9 



Little Bob tried really hard not to roll his eyes.  

“Am I seriously getting banished from the South 
Lands because I like peanut butter and jelly sandwiches?” 
 

“You’re 40 and you still live in your momma’s hut,” 
scolded Magloram. 
 

Little Bob looked offended. He put his little, chubby arm 

on his hip, “37, and she happens to be the most 

amazing dragon in the world.  You, even you, 

would not want to leave if she was your 

momma!” 
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