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Harold is a dragon.



Not that kind of dragon. This kind of dragon.



Harold is a steam dragon. 

He lives in the radiator. When he huffs and puffs he makes great big 
clouds of stream.



One day there was a knock at 
Harold’s door.

Harold sat very still. No one had ever knocked at his door before.

KNOCK!
KNOCK!

KNOCK!





Now Harold was REALLY worried. Whoever was out there sounded big.



He was a dragon, after all, and isn’t everyone afraid of dragons?

He would write a note! And tell them to go away.







Harold waited to see what would happen.



Another note came in under the door!





“Your friend?” thought Harold. “I would like a friend very much. Being a 
dragon is very lonely sometimes.”



Harold cautiously peered out the door.



“Woah,” said Chloe.



Harold looked at Chloe. Chloe looked at Harold. 

It felt like a very long time.



“Are you Harold?” 
whispered Chloe.



Harold nodded, tentatively.



“I knew it!” said Chloe with excitement. 
“My mom said there was no such thing 
as dragons, but I knew all that heat and 
hissing meant there HAD to be a 
dragon in there. And I was right!”



She stopped suddenly, looking back at Harold who was slowly 
trying to inch back to his door. “What do dragons eat?” asked 
Chloe.





Harold pulled a clump of dust out 
from under the radiator.



“Dust bunnies?! You EAT dust bunnies!?” exclaimed Chloe. 
“Are they tasty?”



He’d never considered 
whether he actually liked 
eating dust bunnies. He 
thought about their dry 
texture and bland flavor. 
He shrugged. They were 
alright he supposed.

Harold thought about it. 



“I like M&M’s,” said Chloe. “They’re my favorite.”



“Would you like to try some?”



Harold nodded and flapped his wings.

He didn’t know what 
“M&M’s” were, but if
his new friend was 
having them then he 
certainly wanted to try 
them. After all, they 
couldn’t be worse than 
dust bunnies.



“Oooh Harold, you should have the blue and green ones,” said Chloe. 
“Look how nicely they match you!”



Harold could not agree more. 
He felt so fancy with his pile of 
M&M’s. It was like someone had 
designed a snack just for him. He 
shimmied with delight.



Harold began to think about all the OTHER things he could do with these 
M&Ms...



Finally, he ate one.

It was delicious.

He puffed with delight.



Oh no.

Harold was so embarrassed.



“Don’t worry, Harold! Stay right there. I 
know where mom keeps the wetwipes. 
We’ll have you cleaned up in no time.”



Harold was a little dubious about wetwipes.



They smelled like the monsters that periodically tried to slip in under his 
door to steal his dust bunnies. But he was determined to be brave.









Harold took a deep breath. 
He looked long and hard at the M&M’s.







He danced.



Chloe laughed and laughed. “We’re going to be great friends.”




