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Hello There, Dear Reader!
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Hello there, dear reader!

What you hold in your hands is not an ordinary book. This book is an adventure, one in which every decision is made by you! Or by your pushy friend, if he or she happens to be reading over your shoulder. I hate when people do that. I’m talking to you, Steve.

Our characters have a perilous journey ahead, and it’s up to you to make the right calls to send them to a happy ending or to a horrifying fate. If you do end up casting Dipper, Mabel, and Blendin into a wormhole, don’t feel too bad. You can always use a form of time travel known as “flipping back through pages” to try again. With enough good sense and luck, you may find the coveted Time Pirates’ Treasure! For your sake, I hope you do, because the friend reading over your shoulder will probably make fun of you if you fail. Steve is such a jerk sometimes. Thinks he’s better than me just because his dad owns a yacht. Good luck making the right choices…if you dare!



Sincerely,

Omniscient Nameless Narrator
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It’s another usually unusual day in Gravity Falls! The green grass rustles in a breeze; the sun shines down through the trees; and a pair of familiar twins strolls through the forest. As usual, they’re in the middle of an argument.

“It doesn’t matter,” says Dipper Pines. “Just pick one already!”

“Yes, it DOES matter,” says Mabel Pines, holding two sweaters in her hands. “The sweater I wear has to match the day perfectly! It’s sunny, so I feel like wearing my ‘Puppy with Shades’ sweater. But I’ve also got a really good feeling about this ‘Glittering Yarn Ball’ sweater.”

“Little choices like this aren’t important,” says Dipper. “That’s why I wear the same outfit every day, so I can focus on BIG choices.”

“And everyone else can focus on trying to ignore how bad you smell!” laughs Mabel. After pondering seriously, she finally puts on the yarn ball sweater, tossing the other aside. “I think I’m gonna go with ‘Yarn Ball’ today,” she says. “I wore a dog sweater yesterday and I don’t want people to think I’m getting predictable.”

Dipper throws an arm out and stops Mabel in her tracks. “Do you hear that?” he asks.

Mabel looks around. “Is it the sound of fashion lovers everywhere applauding my sweater decision?”

Dipper frowns. “It sounds like…digging.” He leads Mabel up a mossy hill. They peer over it just as…

SMACK!

“Aw, time-dangit!” says a portly man in a gray jumpsuit and goggles who just smacked himself in the face with his shovel. He stands in the middle of a clearing, surrounded by nearly a hundred shallow holes.

“Blendin Blandin!” shouts Mabel, beaming.

“Who goes there!” Blendin shrieks, wielding his shovel like a sword. “I have various futuristic weapons and I will attempt to figure out how to use them if you get closer!” he shouts.

Dipper and Mabel laugh and slide down the hill.

“Hey, buddy. How are you?” says Dipper.

“How’s the new hair working out?” asks Mabel.

“YOU TWO!” says Blendin. “I should have known. I’ll have you know my business is personal!”
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“Sure are a lot of holes here,” says Dipper.

“Hundreds of holes,” says Mabel.

“What’s with the holes?” asks Dipper.

“Are you looking for gophers?” asks Mabel. “Because that’s adorable and we want in!”

Blendin blots his brow. “What I’m doing is a secret!” he says, scowling before accidentally hitting himself in the face with the shovel again. He grumbles and breaks his shovel over his knee. “Fine, I’ll tell you, but only because I need help! I’m looking for a buried treasure hidden by a madman. This treasure is so large and powerful that the kindest of souls have made ghosts of their enemies to get it!”

“Is the treasure friendship?” asks Mabel.

“No, it isn’t friendship!” screams Blendin. “I’m talking about the legendary TIME PIRATES’ TREASURE!”

“Ooooooooooh,” says Mabel.

“It’s the greatest treasure ever known, because it’s EVERY great treasure ever known. The Time Pirates are a group of rogue Time Anomaly Enforcement Agents who travel through history and steal the world’s most famous treasures. The Holy Grail! The Philosopher’s Stone! Abraham Lincoln’s pet dodo! And they dress like pirates because…it looks cool!”

“That’s debatable,” says Dipper.

“Hey! They’re the most feared and respected group of rapscallions to ever exist!” says Blendin. “And I’ve found a way to steal their most precious possessions!”

“Stealing from bloodthirsty pirates seems kind of dangerous,” Dipper says. “I thought you hated danger. And doing things.”

“Look,” sighs Blendin. “I don’t know if you know this, but my life isn’t exactly great. Even though you got me my old job back, I live with my mom, my coworkers still make fun of me, and I’m so stressed my new hair keeps falling out.” Blendin pulls out a clump of hair and scatters it to the winds. “If I could take even one-quarter of that treasure, I could finally get the respect I need. But I can’t do it alone, if you haven’t noticed.” Blendin motions to the field of holes. “So what do you say? Help me thieve from these thieves?”

“I dunno,” says Dipper. “We were going to watch TV all day.”

“Or read a book,” says Mabel. “I heard someone on TV say that they still make books.”

“We could split the treasure three ways!” says Blendin, smiling. “That’s more than a million dollars each!”

“But isn’t time travel super dangerous?” asks Dipper. “What if I step on a twig and create a future where everyone turns into lizard people?”

“The lizard people scenario happens only forty percent of the time,” says Blendin. “And they’re usually pretty nice. Plus, I brought some laser blasters to keep us safe! Look!” Blendin whips out one of the strange time-travel weapons and fires it into the forest. They hear what sounds like Toby Determined screaming in the distance. “See?” Blendin says. “Works like a charm!”

Dipper and Mabel look at each other, nod, and huddle up.

“Mabel, a lot of treasure could be cool,” Dipper whispers.

“Yeah! I could use it to buy Moon Shoes or gild Waddles in solid gold!” says Mabel.

“And I could build my own laboratory to study the weirdness of Gravity Falls! And possibly get a few hundred pairs of the exact same outfit to wear!” Dipper glances up at Blendin, who’s watching them from a distance, then back at Mabel. “So what do we do, Mabel? Should we help Blendin out?”

Reader, what should Dipper and Mabel do?
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	DECLINE BLENDIN’S OFFER: GO HERE

GO AFTER THE TREASURE: GO HERE








WARNING! You’re about to spoil a great story by not making a choice! Page back, then click one of the links to advance the story. Otherwise, the next section may not make any sense to you.
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“DRAGONS!” says Dipper, pulling Journal 3 from his vest. “I’ve uncovered some of their bones back in Gravity Falls, but I’ve never been able to see one live. This is the opportunity of a lifetime!”

“Aren’t dragons basically just talking dinosaurs?” asks Mabel.

“The science is still out on that,” says Dipper.

“Veeeeryyyy good!” squeals the king. “Sir Suitsly, equip them with armor!”

A bespectacled old tailor hobbles out, measures the trio, and then claps his hands, summoning two squires, who secure armor on the twins and Blendin. With expert hands, the tailor carves customized symbols onto their breastplates.

“Mine is an hourglass!” says Blendin. “It’s perfect!”

“And mine is a shooting star!” says Mabel.

“Hey, mine is a pine tree!” says Dipper.

“Don’t get too excited,” says the king. “These are only to make it easier to identify your bodies after you’ve been killed.”

Blendin frowns.

“Squire, present them with the dragon flute!” says the king.

A squire boy prances out with a wooden box and opens it. Inside is a wooden fife with a dragon carved on it.

“This is a dragon flute,” says the king. “Playing a note from it will lull any dragon to sleep!”

“If it’s that easy, why haven’t you used it yourself?” asks Dipper.

“Because I have no idea if it actually works!” says the king. “You think I’m actually dumb enough to risk my life trying it?”

He cackles as a squire hands them their swords.

Dipper hands one to Mabel and one to Blendin.

“And here’s a map of the dragon’s den,” says the king, handing Dipper a scroll of parchment. “Now, now, I’ll tell you all about that pirate person you speak of and his key only after you’ve returned. Off you go! Tee-hee!”

A cadre of knights escorts the trio out of the castle.

“The dragon’s that way,” grumbles a knight, pointing off into the hills beyond the village. “Good luck.” He hands them a torch, laughs, and slams the castle doors behind them.

“Well, it looks like it’s quest time!” says Dipper.

Mabel grabs a lute from a plague-ridden peasant lying facedown in the mud. As they make their way to the forest, she begins to sing:


Oh, harken ye close, that you may hear the fable!

Of a dragon defeater named Marvelous Mabel!

She traveled the land, so the legend is heard!

With Blendin the Bald and Dipper the Nerd.



“Someone take that thing away from her,” grumbles Dipper.
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Thirteen verses later, the trio has traveled over glen and dale and reaches the den of the dragon.

“With her glittery sword, she defeated the beast! And then married thirteen hot princes at least!” sings Mabel.

“Shhh!” whispers Dipper, sweeping his torch in front of him.
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Human bones are strewn around the dark cavern, and sharp craggy stalactites hang like crooked teeth at the threshold. From inside comes the thunderous echo of the dragon’s breathing. It shakes the earth beneath the gang’s feet.

“All right, we just need to sneak in and play this dragon flute,” says Dipper. “Hopefully we can lull it to sleep before it incinerates us, and then steal back the king’s favorite goblet. Plus, I might take a few scales back home to brag to Soos.”

“Who needs dragon scales when we’ll have a whole treasure to bring back?” says Mabel.

“Uhhh, is everyone else s-super cool with this p-plan?” stammers Blendin, his armor clanking as his knees tremble and knock together. “The crushed skulls and rib cages around the cave are giving me sort of an iffy vibe.”

Dipper looks at the king’s map. “Well, according to this map, there’s an alternate cliff we could take to a back entrance to the cave,” he says, gesturing to a thin, crumbling precipice precariously wrapping around the mountain high in the air.

Blendin gulps. “Oh, man, things are getting iffier and iffier.”

“Hey, the choice is yours,” says Dipper. “You wanna take the dangerous cliff and sneak up from the back? Or burst in the front and hope this dragon flute works?”

Blendin grunts. “I hate making decisions.”

Luckily, reader, he has you to make the decision for him.
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	CONFRONT THE DRAGON WITH THE FLUTE: GO HERE

SNEAK UP ON THE DRAGON FROM THE BACK: GO HERE
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“I’m exploding the boosters!” says Mabel. “This button’s big and red, and that’s always a good thing! Three…two…one!” She slams her palm on the button.

For a moment, nothing seems to happen, and then all of a sudden—

BOOOOOOSH!

With a force greater than anything they’ve ever experienced before, their racer rockets forward. The g-forces are so intense that Dipper and Mabel struggle to hold on to their seats. With a sonic boom, they speed past Racer T and cross the finish line.

“We won!” screams Mabel.

“We did it!” shouts Dipper.

The crowd goes wild.

Blendin stumbles out of the stands and rushes down to meet the twins. “W-w-w-way to go, guys, that was really amazing! I’ve seen a lot of space races in my life, but that was really something else!” he yells, hugging them.

The twins struggle for air.

“I want you guys to meet someone,” says Blendin, releasing them. “Dipper and Mabel, this is the ex–Time Pirate we’ve won the freedom of, Dos Hunthou!”

Dos Hunthou, the buff, shirtless convict with the time scar, runs up to the twins like an eager puppy.

“Master, mastress, what is your bidding?” asks Dos Hunthou with a bow.

The Time Key falls from the shackle around his neck, dangling on a chain.

“Do a funny dance!” yells Mabel. “There better be kicks!”

Dos Hunthou starts to rush off to obey.

“Wait!” says Dipper. “We’re actually here to set you free. If you give us that key you wear around your neck, you have your freedom!”

Dos Hunthou looks down at his key.

“This key? But of course!” He hands the key to Dipper.

“Yes!” says Dipper.

“Now tell me, master, what is your bidding?” asks Dos Hunthou.

“Uh, dude, I’m not your master,” says Dipper. “You’re free now. Go be free!”

“Giving me my freedom is the kindest thing anyone’s ever done! I am eternally in your debt! I will wait on you hand and foot for all time!” says Dos Hunthou.

Dipper scratches his head. “You realize you’re leaving one prison for another, right?” he asks.

Dos Hunthou looks at him blankly.

Dipper pulls Mabel and Blendin aside. “Guys,” he says, “I don’t know what to do about this. It’s not like we can take him along with us….”

“Can’t we just leave him on the side of the road with a twenty-dollar bill stapled to his neck shackle?” asks Mabel.

“I wish, but it’s very dishonorable to him!” says Blendin. “He’ll have to live the rest of his life in shame! We either have to take him on as our sacred helper or pass him on to someone in need. Which should we do?”

The twins look at each other and shrug.

A fly lands on Dos Hunthou’s eye.

He doesn’t swat it away.

“What do we do, Mabel?” asks Dipper.
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	GIVE DOS HUNTHOU TO SOMEONE IN NEED: GO HERE

ACCEPT DOS HUNTHOU AS THEIR OWN: GO HERE
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“Let’s break into time prison!” says Mabel. “I hear it’s a…riot! Huh? Huh?” Mabel elbows Blendin in the side.

“Listen, Mabel, the Infinitentiary is no joke!” yells Blendin. “I was in that death trap for one thousand years. Or maybe two years. I’m a really bad judge of time. That’s probably why I get fired so often from my time job.”

Dipper and Mabel roll their eyes.

“The bottom line is,” says Blendin, “between the time gangs and the hover rats, we’ve got our work cut out for us here. But Davy Time-Jones is in that prison with our answers, and if we want to get him out, we have to get ourselves in first. Any ideas?”

“Okay,” says Dipper, pacing. “I’ve got a plan. The first thing we have to do is pick out some criminals who are wanted fugitives. We’ll spend a year studying their mannerisms and lifestyles, getting to know them as well as we know ourselves. Then, with the aid of a world-class surgeon and classified military technology, we’ll switch our faces with theirs, go into the prison, and impersonate them. After several months of gaining the inmates’ trust, and proving that we’re dangerous criminals by then, we’ll escape with their secrets. But! When we return to the real world, we’ll discover that the criminals we’ve impersonated have taken our faces, and we may need to have some sort of legendary showdown with them, and there’ll probably be doves. There are always doves.”

Mabel snorts and laughs. “Bro, you’re forgetting what Grunkle Stan says. Getting into prison is easy! Here, watch this!” Mabel spies a policeman walking by and tugs his shirt. “Excuse me, we’d like to confess to time crimes!”

“Which ones?” asks the police officer.

“All of them,” says Mabel. “All of the time crimes.”

“Time larceny?” asks the officer.

“Yup,” says Mabel.

“Clock theft?”

“Yes!”

“Time-icide?”

“Totally!”

“Indecent clock-sposure?”

“Absolutely.”

“Vehicular time-slaughter?”

“That, too!”

“Disorderly chrono-duct?”

“Uhmmm-hmmm!”

“Time forgery?”

“You know it!”

“Time laundering?”

“Uh-huh!”

“Minute trafficking?”

“All day, every day!”

“Future arson?”

“Extra that, please!”

“Time-bezzlement?”

“Totally!”

“Really? Time-bezzlement?” he asks.

“We time-bezzled the whoa out of some people,” she says.

The police officer stares at Mabel, Dipper, and Blendin. “Well, you three are clearly the most ruthless criminals I’ve ever met. Better send you to prison for infinity!” He pulls out his handcuffs.

“Yay!” the three cheer in unison.
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The police officer takes the gang to a futuristic police station. He makes them swap their clothes for striped jumpsuits, and the officers take Blendin’s laser blasters, too.

“Oooh! These prison jumpsuits are surprisingly comfortable,” says Mabel, smoothing hers out.

“It’s the future!” says Blendin. “Everything is made of spandex! Clothes, chairs, even celebrities.”

The twins rub their arms to feel the spandex’s softness, oohing and aahing.

“Please stop enjoying your prison clothes,” snaps the guard.

Dipper and Mabel frown.

Moments later, Dipper, Mabel, and Blendin are thrust into the back of a hovering squad car. Within seconds, they’ve passed through the stratosphere and are docking at an enormous space station in the shape of an infinity symbol. A floating sign reads:

THE INFINITENTIARY: YOUR TIME IS UP

“Welcome to the Infinitentiary. First stop: cafeteria.”

A door opens before the trio, and they find themselves face to face with a scene of utter chaos: hundreds of strange convicts, aliens, and rogues are engaged in an all-out food fight. One beats another over the head with a clock, takes his steamed cabbage, and shoves it down a third one’s throat.

“What’s going on?” shouts Dipper.

“Gang fight,” says the guard. “This prison is ruled by two warring gangs. Frankly, I don’t understand why they can’t just get along. Might be the time madness. Anyway, good luck staying alive.” The guard closes the door and seals the air ducts behind them.

The twins and Blendin stare at the melee. A half man, half bird screeches above the room, dumping mustard on a group of toasters in striped pajamas. A large one-eyed human catapults mashed potatoes with a spoon.

Dipper, Mabel, and Blendin back up against the wall.

“Gleeee glor!” screams a chameleon man who is blending in with the wall. “Gleem glop glop!” He pushes the trio away from him and toward the center of the room.
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“What do we do?” asks Mabel. She ducks to avoid a wayward pie. “I’m no good in food fights! I always want to eat my weapon!”

“I don’t know!” yells Blendin. “I never joined a gang! I usually hide in the corner and try to blend in with the whitest surface I can find!”

A large bearded and tattooed convict approaches the twins and Blendin. He has an eye patch and a tattoo of a skull and crossbones on his shoulder. He cocks back a bowl of chili to throw at them.

“I’m Davy Time-Jones and I ain’t ever seen you before,” he growls. “What side are you on? Are you a Clock King or a Time Duke?” he asks, wild-eyed. “’Cause depending on your answer, you’re either my sworn brothers or my worst enemies.”

Mabel blurts, “Uh…uh…Blendin knows!”

Blendin blurts, “Uh…uh…Dipper knows!”

Dipper blurts, “Uh…uh…We’re the…”
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	TIME DUKES: GO HERE

CLOCK KINGS: GO HERE
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“I choose…JOUSTING!” Dipper says, stepping forward.

Mabel’s and Blendin’s jaws drop.

“Wait, what?” yells Mabel. “Jousting?”

“Wait, I meant to say chess,” says Dipper. “I said chess, right?”

Mabel shakes her head at Dipper.

“Woo, that was not a good slip of the tongue,” Dipper says.

“So be it!” declares the king with a clap of his hands.

A squire straps armor on Dipper and puts him on the back of a horse.

“So, uh, dude, do you have any tips?” asks Dipper.

“Hit him with the pointy end,” says the squire. “And do it first.”

Dipper gulps.
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Moments later, the king on his golden balcony throne looks out over the jousting field, a huge arena decked out with multicolored tapestries depicting the heroic deaths of past failed jousters. Mabel and Blendin stand beside him. Down below, a chicken in a striped tunic with Referee stitched on it pecks at the ground. Dipper rides his horse out onto the jousting field, and the crowd cheers.

“Seriously, guys, I really meant ch-chess,” Dipper stammers. “Are you really going to let a child joust a full-grown man?”

Trumpets announce Sir Swollsley’s arrival.

“YES-ith! YES-ith! Gazeth upon my pipes!” Swollsley yells, flexing his arms.

“When the trumpet blasts, ye shall charge and try to dismount each other!” the king shouts out to the contestants. “Whoever is left upright shall be the victor!”

“Yeah, bro, I love that! I LOVE THAT!” screams Swollsley.

“But whoever loses will be remembered in one of our lovely death tapestries, now available for sale in our Gift Shoppe!” shouts the king.

Dipper gulps, lowers his visor, and attempts to focus. He locks eyes on Swollsley, who’s kissing his lance and biceps.

The trumpet sounds.
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Dipper and Swollsley charge, racing at each other with dangerous speed. Dipper bounces up and down on his horse, barely able to hold the lance straight. Right as he is in striking range, Dipper closes his eyes and—

SMACK!

Dipper opens his eyes. He’s still upright on his horse. He looks back and sees he has successfully dismounted his opponent.

“Incredible!” shouts Mabel from the stands. “Dipper’s so short, Swollsley’s lance went right over him!”

“NO! THIS IS NOT RIGHT, BRO!” yells the vanquished knight.

“Woo!” screams Dipper, tossing back his visor and grinning.

“Yippee!” squeals the king, clapping madly.

“Woo-hoo! Can a sister get her key now?” asks Mabel.

“Ho-ho-ho! Goodness, no. Not until Dipper takes my daughter’s hand in marriage!” says the king. “That’s the whole reason we’re doing this, remember?”

“Wait, what?” says Dipper.

“A wedding! This is so exciting!” Mabel squeals.

“What, Mabel?” says Dipper. “I don’t wanna get married!”

“Oh, you better,” says the king. “It would be a great insult to me if you didn’t. You’re marrying this girl, finding a replacement suitor, or facing the consequences of defying the king!” His knights surround Dipper, their spearheads aimed right at him.

The chicken referee seems to have no opinion on the matter.

“What’ll it be, boy?” asks the king.

Dipper’s in some real hot soup now, I tell ya!
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	ACCEPT THE MARRIAGE: GO HERE

FIND A REPLACEMENT SUITOR: GO HERE

REFUSE TO MARRY THE KING’S DAUGHTER: GO HERE
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“Okay, okay, I know this sounds crazy,” Dipper tells the king, “but I’m not super into getting married, and you really want someone to marry your daughter, so what if I find a replacement suitor? Like a totally eligible bachelor who could really use the romance connection, and then you can marry your daughter to him and we can go on our way!”

The king strokes his beard. “How long will this process take?”

“Literally a second!” says Dipper. He grabs the time tape out of Blendin’s hand, pulls it, and whooshes out of sight. Exactly one second later, with a triumphant flash of light, Dipper returns with a familiar bachelor.

“Hey! Get your hands off me, dork!” says Robbie, stumbling to the ground. “What? Where are we? Is this Amish country or something?”

“You are in my court, young squire, here to marry my daughter!” says the king.

Robbie looks at Dipper. “Is he for real?”

Dipper nods.

“Score!” says Robbie with a fist pump. “A dark Gothic castle. Royalty. A pretty maiden—wait, she’s pretty, right?”

The king claps his hands, and out walks a redheaded girl. “I present to you my daughter, Wendinella!” says the king.

She looks exactly like Wendy.

“’Sup, dude?” she says.

Robbie pumps his fist again. Then he grabs a lute from a squire and plucks out a melody.

“Dude, you play the lute? No way!” says Wendinella. “I’ve always wanted to date a musician.”

“Well, now you get to marry one, baby,” says Robbie with a smirk.

Wendinella bats her eyelashes at him.
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Dipper smacks himself in the face.

“Ha! Bet you wish you didn’t make that choice!” says Mabel.

“We can go back and undo this, right?” says Dipper. “Hey, where’s the time tape?” Dipper sees that Robbie has grabbed the time tape and is spinning it on his finger.

“Guess you won’t need this anymore!” says Robbie, chucking it on the ground and shattering it into a hundred tiny pieces. “Hey, what are you three slave-dorks looking at? To my stables! Go find me the blackest, gothiest horse and start grooming it!”

The twins and Blendin realize that they can’t argue with the newly crowned King Robbie.

For them, it looks like this is…
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	THE END.
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