Chad
Chad felt the chill from the wind as he ran.

The cloth on his back was much too thin to
stop the frost.

He steps on a branch and it snaps with a
crunch.

Is that a troll? he thinks. His chest thumps, his
fists clench. T'll punch the troll, thinks Chad.
Will the troll grab Chad, chop him up and

munch him for lunch?

No! It is just a branch. Chad is such a silly
chap!
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