
		
			The Mis Adventures of a Marker

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				Brring! The chorus of tinkling bells sounded through the empty quiet shop. But this wasn’t a grocery store or a toy store. This was an art store. It was small and somewhat old. And in it lived all sorts of markers. To be specific, a red marker named Ernest. And desperately Ernest longed for adventure.
	The moment Ernest heard the“ brring,” he heard a voice say, “Jeremy why don’t you go pick a box of markers?” Without warning, a giant hand reached out to the box Ernest was in! The box rattled and shook like maracas as Jeremy moved across the store. Instead of feeling worried or scared, he felt a surge of anticipation.
	

	Ernest twitched. ‘How exciting this will be’ he thought. From his box, Ernest could see that  Jeremy was a child of six or seven. He was wearing an extremely dirty T- shirt that was red and white. His hair was a sea of golden brown curls,and it bounced as he walked. His eyes were the color of the sky o a sunny day. “Come along Jeremy, we don’t have all day.We want to get to Gramps and Gran as fast as we can,do’t we?” Jeremy’s mother inquired. Jeremy nodded his head yes. Ernest observed that Jeremy hadn’t talked much. ‘I wonder why?’Ernest thought.
	      The moment he felt himself being carried into up and into the car, he felt his excitement rushing back. “Off we go!” Cried Ernest.
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				The engine started, and the car lurched forward. “Grrr!” “Uh-oh,” Ernest exclaimed in wide-eyed terror. All the excitement Ernest felt immediately drained away. He already knew what it was. A dog. “Down Baby!” Ordered Jeremy. Baby the dog certainly was no baby. In fact, he was the biggest dog Ernest had ever seen. He was s Horst-haired dog with chocolate brown fur. He had a long pink tongue dripping with saliva, and his mouth was a cave of jagged sharp teeth, sharper than a knife. Baby growled at Ernest, daring him to come closer. Ernest trembled with dear. This was definitely not a “good dog.” They rode in the car for a while. Baby was glaring at Ernest the whole time. Finally, they stopped at a gas station.

Chapter 1

Ernest was safe. Or so her thought. The moment Jeremy’s mother left, Baby lunged at the box of markers. Tearing it open, he found what he wanted. “No Baby, no!” Jeremy shouted. He tried to pull the crazy dog away from his markers. “Bad dog, bad dog!” Jeremy yelled over and over again. Meanwhile, Ernest was shock so hard, he couldn’t think. Baby’s teeth were digging into him. He was covered in slobber from cap to bottom. The dog’s saliva was wet and sticky and smelled like barf. Suddenly, all Ernest could see was black. 
	Next thing Ernest knew, he was somewhere dark and stinky. It smelled like garbage and smelly socks. “Where am I?” Ernest asked aloud. When he finally realized where he was, he nearly gagged. “I’m in Baby’s belly,” he thought. This was not quite the adventure he had pictured. How was Ernest going to get out of this terrible mess? Then, he had an idea.
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			Chapter 1

Ernest climbed up. His idea was he could tickle the dog. There was a loud rumble, louder than anything you can imagine. Suddenly, Ernest rocketed forward up, up, up. Faster and faster until... WHOOSH! Ernest was in broad daylight. The first thing he noticed was that he was sitting in something warm and sticky. It was also very gooey. “Bleh!” Ernest cried. “It seems like I’m sitting in a pool of dog vomit. It smelled worse than when I was in Baby’s belly!” He thought with a wrinkle of the brow.

Baby was standing over him “That menace!” Ernest thought. But the dog wasn’t growling or gnashing his teeth. Baby was whimpering with his tail between his legs. Then it struck him. Ernest looked up and saw a stranger looking down. The red marker had never seen him before. Ernest realized that Jeremy wasn’t even in the gas station anymore. Ernest was in a completely unknown place... and he was all alone.
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This ebook was written by Caroline B. who grew up in Alameda. When not writing books, Caroline enjoyed drawing, reading, and playing piano. The inspiration for this book was from a friend who was writing about a pencil. After reading this story, Caroline hopes that you will want to read more.
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