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				On the Far East Coast of the Caribbean where the waves crashed the most, right in the middle of those waves there was a building. That was massive, so massive it reaches all the way to the clouds. And on the forty-seventh floor, scientists from AmericanScienceCo. Were working on there worst, most dangerous project yet. PROJECT: PROVE.TO.RUSSIA.WERE.BETTER.THAN.THEM!	Their head scientist Dr. Franvis was doing the creating of the strange, weird, radioactive ooze. Dr. Franvis used a science coat to big for him, he had hazel eyes, he had hair as dark as night but he liked to keep it down, he isn’t too strict, or to lenient, and he’s always determined to get his work done. ”Give me the jar of venom from the King Cobra,” remarked Dr. Franvis. “Here you go sir,” replied one of his clients. “Great, all we have to do is add the last two teaspoons and ... voila! Done. Okay this has to sit for an hour. And since the suns out, lets go down to the fifteenth floor and plant some more gray myrtle seeds.” ”Okay. That’s alright with me.” So they left and went down to the fifteenth floor also known as the garden.
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			Chapter      2

	Right when the client and Dr. Franvis left in the elevator, one of the company’s cleaners walked in. His name was Tibon. Tibon had red hair, fuzzy red hair, he had brown eyes, and he was one of their best cleaners if he knew what he was doing. Tibon thought, why would Dr. Franvis  leave all of these bottles, and all this trash out. Especially this weird, black, muck! Of course there were only a couple people who knew about the project, and Tibon was not one of them. So Tibon thought that Dr. Franvis was done with a project. He picked it up and started walking over to the trash. “Wow this is heavy,” exclaimed Tibon. As soon as he finished talking to himself the door bust open! “Tibon! What are you doing,” shouted Dr. Franvis. In fact the scream was so loud, and unexpected that Tibon screamed, and dropped the big pot of ooze. All over the floor.
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			Chapter      3

“Clang!” “Nooooo what have you done to PROJECT: P.T.R.W.B.T.T,” hollered Dr. Franvis “D-D-D Doctor I’m-I’m so s-“ “Nope I don’t want to hear it! Rooberg get in here, and clean up this mess,” screamed Dr. Franvis. Rooberg was one of his best workers he had mild brown hair, green eyes, and his lab coat went all the way down to his knees. “Yes? Ohhhhh my gosh what happened to PROJECT: P.T.R.W.B.T.T.,” Rooberg questioned. “Tibon decided to spill it all over the floor,” Dr. Franvis blurted. “Tibon! How could you?!” “I-I didn’t mean to.” Tibon wailed and then he ran out of the room. “Whatever, just start cleaning up,” demanded Dr. Franvis. “Ok.” Rooberg collected the muck and put it in the trash, and while he was at it he cleaned the floor and picked up some glasses. Some pieces of cheese and gray myrtle seed. And then he threw away everything he picked up. And so the gray myrtle seed that Rooberg threw away didn’t have a shell on it, so the seed was being touched by the oooooze.
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			Chapter     4

“All done. Better go get the boss,” exclaimed Rooberg. While Rooberg was going to get Dr. Franvis, the seed and the sludge were merging. “Over here boss, I fin-.” “What? My ears are a bit dry so can you, oh my.” What is that thing?” questioned Dr. Franvis. “Don’t know but I think we should runv a few tests, give it a name, and rub it in Russia’s face,” exclaimed Rooberg. “Great Idea!” So Dr. Franvis got on his scientist gloves and went on to do some science tests. “Hmmm... It looks like an alien tree, with green pod thingys. Lets feel it so we can get a better description of it.” Dr. Franvis walked over to the tree and touched it. “I thought something would—AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhHHH!!! THE TREE IS DEVOURING MEeEeE! Help me Rooberg!!” Rooberg rushed over as fast as he could. “Rooberg! HeLp MeEeE!” “I-I’m trying!” Then Dr. Franvis was pulled in.
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			“OHhhH NoOo, what do I do?” Then a weird gurgling came from the tree and then it spoke in a low deep voice. “I have found a body and I will devour everyone until I am strong enough to get to other worlds.” “I’m not letting that happen!” announced Rooberg in a quivered voice. “Tough one I see, the name is Gray Bomber. I get my name because well, touch me.” ”Ew. Gross why would I touch a tree.” ”TOUCH ME!” In that instant, Rooberg fell to the ground backwards and he looked dead as a rat. “Oh, in case you didn’t know how many people I have devoured that’s how many hours you will be  paralyzed for which is one right now but will soon be BILLIONS!” 
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			One hour later, Tibon was shaking Rooberg fastly and repeated. “Rooberg! Rooberg! WAKE UP!” Shouted Tibon. Tibon slapped him hard right in the face. “I’m up, I’m up,” exclaimed Rooberg. “Did you know there is a giant tree that wants to devour everyone in the state, everyone in the country, EVERYBODY IN THE WORLD!” “Yes, Tibon I know I witnessed the scene,” remarked Rooberg. “Did, did you create this, this thing?” Questioned Tibon. “More like Dr. Franvis!” bellowed Rooberg. “Well whoever did it is not important right now,” exclaimed Tibon. “Your right, we have to think of an idea to stop it!” “Hmmm, how about we stop a fire, and push him into it, ehh, ehh,” suggested Tibon. “Nah, he’s probably fire proof because of all the chemicals that were put into him.” “Ohh, well that changes all of my ideas,” announced Tibon. “Oh, I got it, how about—“ And Rooberg walked up to Tibon and told him the plan. “Ok, I like it, I like it a lot. I even know someone who can help us, but we better hurry the Gray Bomber already ate everybody in the building, besides someone.”
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			So they walked over to the elevator and pressed the fourty-six floor button. The elevator was weird because it looked like it used to be fancy. They got out and walked over to the only clean and unbroken door. Then out of nowhere they heard a scream. “AHHHHH! It’s the tree thingy! Somebody help m-“ Then the screaming stopped. Rooberg and Tibon then busted thorough the door, WAM! “That was a close one,” exclaimed Rooberg. “Agreed,” remarked Tibon. “What are you doing here Tibon, with another person?” “Oh, Rooberg this is Dr. Clovell. His boss was Dr. Franvis,” replied Tibon. Dr. Clovell had red hair as bright as the sun, his lab coat was all the way down to his thighs, and he had black glasses. “Dr. Clovell will you help us defeat the tree?” asked Tibon. “Welp, its worth a shot if I want to get my company back.” “Isn’t it technically Dr. Franvis’ company?” questioned Rooberg. “He was eaten.”
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			“Well, lets get to it,” announced Dr. Clovell. So they got into Dr. Clovell’s Jeep, and drove over to the site. The site had a great feel of the ocean. The danger in the plan was big, because if the Gray Bomber got into the ocean it would grow big, very big! “Okay, Tibon go get the Gray Bomber’s attention,” demanded Dr. Clovell. “O-okay,” replied Tibon in a quivering voice. People would never say no to Dr. Clovell when he demands something. While Tibon was going to get its attention, Rooberg and Dr. Clovell were digging a gigantic hole in the ground, and right next to them there was about 30 cranes holding quick dry concrete all the way to the top. Then they heard a thud, then another, and then ANOTHER. So they got in position and before you could say banana Tibon was already back, but he wasn’t alone. It was the Gray Bomber!
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			So Dr. Clovell and Rooberg got out from behind the trees and went over to the hole that they dug and covered up with twigs and a bunch of leaves. “My, my three people, well I hope there is room for Desert,” bellowed the Gray Bomber. So he charged at them and sent one of his vines at Tibon. But before it pound reach him in the nick of time right before he had a hold of Tibon skinny ankle the Gray Bomber plummeted into the pit. “Activate the cement!” shouted Dr. Clovell. So when they activated the cement, it came plummeting down and covered the Gray Bomber all up, and he was stuck. Stuck as a magnet. “HORRAYY!!” Screamed the group with excitement and joy. They decided to go back to the lab and clean up the mess that was made. While walking away in the starry, black beautiful night, the Gray Bomber thought in his head “When I get out of this thing, those three are the first to go...
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			“The Gray Bomber” was written and illustrated by Grey, who grew up in Tampa, Florida. When he is not writing he is either building things, playing, or gaming. The inspiration for “The Gray Bomber” was that he used to and still does call the Gray Myrtle tree in his front yard the Gray Murder. But, due to camp policies he had to change the name. Grey hopes you enjoyed the book! And hopes you continue to like it!
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