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Hey there, loyal readers! Yes, Ye Olde Dragon Books has done it again. With the help of our fabulous authors, we’ve slaughtered... er, manipulated... uh, TRANSFORMED yet another fairy tale into ten very twisted stories. Some will make you laugh, some will shock and terrify, but all of them will be well worth the time it takes to read them. 

We have one new author in the mix, and he’s been delightful to work with. I love those precious “newbies”! (And it’s amazing how many of them we steal... er... commandeer... well, wrangle (?) from Havok Publishing!) We get one now and again, and I always get super-excited to see another author added to our ranks. So, Arlan Gerig, welcome! Now I cannot say enough about the rest of the authors in this book, because they are all returning warriors, armed with the BEST fiction in the universe! Stoney Setzer has not missed one anthology since we started five years ago! Yes, this is year FIVE! Can you believe that!?! I think he’s the only author (besides Michelle and me) who has been in every volume! And while his stories have connective thread, they can be stand-alone tales too. So get ready for another Sardis County story! Michelle Houston, Jim Doran, and Kathleen Bird have been steadfast in their submissions, and they score big with every story they submit. Kathleen gives us a touch of “real world” but weaves in aspects of the fairy tale with such grace, she leaves us breathless. Oh, how happy I was to see Jim Doran join our team. I was the resident “horror” writer until Jim showed up. He excels at the thriller, and we’ve loved his stories. And Michelle Houston—she’s the jack of all trades around here! We’ve seen science fiction, fantasy, mainstream, and even a touch of horror. She does it all! We are so proud of all our writers! Not so many issues ago, we gained new authors Jordan Campbell and Etta-Tamara Wilson. Wow! We’ve been especially proud of the work they’ve done with us. Jordan usually scares us silly with his tales, but in a real turn-around, he submitted a hilarious treat for this edition. Etta-Tamara has given us laughs and scares in equal measure in true fairy tale style. This time, she added a touch of reality with a hurricane and a very “wolfy” insurance man! And lastly... oh, what can I say about the Dynamic Duo, Pam Halter and Rosemarie DiCristo?! They wrote individual stories for our early anthologies and we were delighted. THEN, they teamed up to write together and BAM! It’s like the old 1960s Batman television show where they put up bubbles with WHAM!” and “POW!” to show they’d walloped the bad guys. These two ladies have knocked it out of the ballpark every time. Can you tell how very proud I am of all these wonderful people? We would not have lasted for five minutes, much less five years, without each and every one of them. They’ve stuck with us through the learning curves of the publishing “stuff,” and helped us to look like we knew what we were doing. (even when we didn’t!)

I can’t finish this off without mentioning my “partner in crime” ... hm... “partner in publishing,” Michelle Levigne! There wouldn’t BE a Ye Olde Dragon Books without Michelle at the helm. She does all the bookkeeping, the formatting and negotiating with the printers... in other words, all the “tough stuff”! I’m so grateful to her for guiding us in this wonderful, often-frustrating, nerve-wracking world of book publishing. 

And you, beloved reader! If this is your very first YODB anthology, welcome to our wild and wacky world! We hope you’ll enjoy the ride. If you’ve been around for a while, welcome back for another crazy edition. I think this might be the wackiest volume yet. I mean, the Three Little Pigs? Who wouldn’t have fun with that?

This is going to be a great year for our company! In a few months, we’ll start working on the fall “Monster” edition which will be Dracula! I’ve been saving this mesmerizing guy for a landmark year and this is IT! So, hang onto your hats and get ready to tag along. Three Little Pigs—ready, set, GO!

Deborah Cullins Smith

March, 2025

––––––––
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PART II
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What she said!

I should mention Deb’s contribution. She deals with the contracts and the biographies so you get to know our authors behind the stories, and edits and makes the anthologies visible in social media and comes up with promotion ideas and .... Yeah, we’d just be sitting here, looking at our computer screens and wishing someone would notice we have a bunch of stories out there, without Deb!

And for your reading pleasure, her story this time around brings back some beloved characters from previous stories. Not going to give away their identities, because they’re both living under their own nom de guerre, but you’ll have a “howling” good time figuring out who they are while reading about some very justified if painful justice visited on some very brutish piggies of the worst kind.

Thanks for reading. We think you’re going to have a great time with these stories. And remember to come back for more. We’re gonna be around for years to come!

Michelle Levigne

March 2025
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NOBODY GNOMES THE TROUBLE I’VE SEEN

Arlan Gerig
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I cared about scientific advancement as much as the next gnome—which wasn’t much—so when Hamcake burst into my kitchen crowing about breaking the laws of time and space, I didn’t get excited. I ignored him. I also wondered if this would mirror the time my brother created a mechanical dragon that nearly burned down the village.

Hamcake frowned. “Are you listening, Loopy? It finally works!” He spread his chubby arms as though encompassing the entire room, his eyes sparkling, and spittle dribbling into his beard. “This could be my big break.”

I yawned and tried to change the subject. “I hear you, brother, but I spent an awful morning getting rid of fairies from the garden. They’re so annoying when they get all sugared up from dandelion nectar and swarm anyone who crosses their path. I only want a swig of ale and a nap.”

“Don’t you care about the mysteries of the universe? There could be hidden dimensions all around us, and you only want to sleep your life away!”

I grunted and slurped my ale. “You try keeping those fairies out of the garden. Not easy, I tell you.”

Hamcake threw his hat onto my table. “Maybe Greasy will understand. This could be our chance to explore other dimensions. There’s no telling what we’ll find!”

“You say we, brother, but I say you go for it alone, ‘cause you’re giving me a headache.”

He looked ready to slug me, but my creaky front door distracted him when our sister Greasy shuffled in.

She looked down her nose at us. “You two aren’t fighting again, I hope.”

I grinned. She was short and pudgy like most gnomes, complete with a bulbous nose and round, red cheeks. I admired Greasy’s sense of style, the way that daisies and petunias draped over her oversized straw hat and covered her large ears. Her hat overshadowed Greasy’s otherwise serious personality.

I pointed at our brother. “Hamcake says he’s got another awesome invention that will take us to other planets—or maybe someone’s closet across town. I wasn’t really paying attention. Maybe you can figure him out.”

Greasy pushed her hat back and squinted at Hamcake. “Are you squandering our inheritance trying to prove your goofy theories?”

Hamcake’s cheeks turned red. “Not what I said at all, but they’re not goofy theories. Definitely not a waste of time and gold.” He clenched his fists. “I can prove it to you.”

Without another word, he stomped out the door, leaving Greasy and me to shrug at each other and follow him along our meandering forest path. I liked my cozy log cabin, furnished sparsely with a bedroom and a small, homey kitchen. A door at the far end led to an underground tunnel that descended into the rest of my home, used mainly for entertaining my siblings and storing my ale.

Hamcake’s house resembled a big, unwieldy box. It annoyed me with its total deviation from gnome culture. He had used so much gold to finance his experiments that his house was meager, consisting of compressed wood and a thatch roof. His constant desire to test and observe had killed all the weeds and most of the grass in his yard. Even the birds resting in the withered trees seemed off, like they were too tired of Hamcake’s experiments on their habitats to do more than give an occasional tweet.

The door swooshed open into Hamcake’s lab, complete with tables of pipes and mechanical arms, gears, metal tubes, and complex circuits. I shrank back from all this metal and science, more comfortable with my gardens and flourishing fruit trees. Different dimensions and quasi-scientific theory strained my brain. It wasn’t natural.

Hamcake wove around the collection of tables to a large device in the center of his lab. “This is where the future happens.”

He yanked on a lever, and the machine shrieked as wheels and gears slowly turned. As the machine gathered momentum, a large, middle wheel spun and gyrated. It spun so fast that I wondered if it might break off and fly in our direction. The monstrous scream and growl the machine emitted made my nose hairs quiver. At the same time, I was impressed. My brother had actually invented something that didn’t fall apart when turned on.

My awe turned to horror as the wheels and gears spun in a blur with sparks that sizzled and popped. A flash of lightning blinded me, leaving a burn mark on the ceiling.

“Turn it off!” I yelled, my voice lost in the screech and whir of the wheels. Hamcake jumped at the levers, cranking them, pushing buttons, and striking a red button over and over.

Greasy had her hands over her ears, her screams indiscernible from the noise of the machine. Whether from the lightning or Hamcake continuously hitting the red button, the screech lessened and the spinning wheels slowly wound down. No more lightning appeared.

A seat had appeared in the middle of the wheels. A hunched figure in a black hooded cloak sat there, covering its head with furry paws.

The wheels slowed, and the figure turned to us with gleaming, red eyes peeking from the hood. A grimace exposed large incisors. My blood ran cold. Had my brother just pulled a wolf from a different dimension into ours? Or maybe an angry wolf from a distant village? The wheels stopped with a creak, and the cloaked wolf leaped from the machine.

Standing to his full height, he towered over us. His voice rolled like thunder. “This is a most fortuitous event that has released me from that awful, life-sucking prison that shriveled my soul. May those rotten guards never learn that I, Devlin, am finally free!”

Devlin? A name like that certainly didn’t sound familiar to our dimension. He let loose something between a chortle and a howl that froze us in place. It reverberated throughout the large lab, gaining in volume rather than lessening. My knees almost buckled under his scrutiny.

“Back away,” I said. My voice squeaked, and I winced. Why couldn’t I sound more intimidating when I wanted to?

Saliva dripped from Devlin’s sharp, yellow teeth. I grabbed a pipe and brandished it as a sword. Hamcake held my arm back, pure rapture in his eyes. I stomped on Hamcake’s foot, and he released my arm.

Devlin wiped his mouth. “In exchange for freeing me, I will give you three an extra twelve hours to enjoy your meaningless lives.” He licked his lips. “I am so very hungry after my long imprisonment."

He leaped over us and sprang out the open door.

We tottered after him, which was fast for us, but Devlin had already disappeared into the forest. A little too chubby for his own good, Hamcake puffed from the exertion and grinned weakly. 

“Looks like we made a friend from another dimension.”

Greasy whirled around, hands on her round hips. “A friend? Rethink who your friends are.”

“Will you help me find him?” Hamcake bit his lip. “He may feel lost in a strange world.”

“He didn’t look lost by the way he flew out of here. More like a predator. I’m going home before he changes his mind and returns.” She snorted, gave me a brief wave, and shuffled along the path to her home.

I hated uneasy silences, but I hated dancing around the truth even more. “I have to agree with Greasy. He’s not in the forest looking for a burger or a friend.” I locked my hands together, giving my brother my best disapproving glare.

Hamcake stared through the fading sunlight with a stupid grin. “My machine works! Think of the possibilities.”

“If you mean death, destruction, and utter chaos in the streets, I’d say you’re right.”

Hamcake sighed and placed a pudgy hand on my shoulder. “Our first attempt may not have gone exactly as planned, but there’s so much we can learn from him. He can enlighten us on life in another dimension. Think of it, Loopy. Another dimension!”

He hopped forward, rubbing his hands together. I’d seen this same reaction when he’d taught fairies to pick gooseberries. Some fairies had gotten berries into the bucket, but most gooseberries became a pulpy mess when the experiment turned into a food fight. Despite that, Hamcake insisted the fairies were close to cooperating.

I waddled into the deepening forest shadows, then turned with a scowl. “Will he enlighten us before or after he tries to eat us?” Without another glance, I scurried into the fading twilight.

In the daytime, the forest exuded piney smells amongst mossy dankness, full of growth and overflowing life. At night, it was a maze of traps and terrors. Due to our slight size, we were careful of bears, wolves, and witches. Equipped with only my oil lamp from my handy fanny pouch to guide me along the winding forest trail, I shuddered whenever I remembered Devlin’s sharp teeth and piercing eyes.

At each creak or rustle, I stopped to hide the oil lamp, listening for more. Besides an owl announcing its presence and a deer galloping through the woods, I heard little more. Relief filled me when I finally spied my cabin, a light still merrily shining in the window. Everything looked in perfect order when I got inside. With my doors firmly locked, I climbed into bed.

My disturbing dreams of running from red-eyed wolves, running but always feeling their hot breath on my heels, were interrupted by a banging on my front door. I staggered to open it, still shaking, as Hamcake rushed inside. 

“I need help, Loopy! This could be the worst thing ever to happen to Flagen Woods. The worst.” Hamcake paced in my small kitchen, muttering other things I couldn’t make out. 

“Speak up, brother,” I said. “I’m not awake yet.” 

Hamcake wrung his hands. “They’re blaming me because Devlin’s eating gnomes! He’s just misunderstood, I’m sure, and not familiar with our culture. Plushpot’s gone, Fuzzlegob’s gone, and so is Hooey, but the Gnome Council can’t blame me for that.” He stopped to wipe away a tear and blow his nose in a loud honk. “I don’t know what we’re going to do.” 

I clenched my fists, upset that we’d already lost some close friends, the sun not even over the horizon yet. “We? You created that horrible machine that brought him here. In the main interest of saving our village, and only because of that, I’ll help you stop him.” 

Hamcake brightened. “He’s also some kind of wizard, which is incredible, right? We just have to teach him not to eat gnomes.” 

I shuddered when I remembered my past dealings with wizards. The ones I’d met were grizzled, humorless fellows with little consideration for other people’s viewpoints. They weren’t power-hungry, though. If Devlin managed to catch gnomes, who mostly resided underground, he must be powerful indeed. If he was as evil as I suspected, we were dealing with a serious problem. 

“You must promise to destroy your confounded contraption once we get rid of this menace.” I folded my arms and thrust out my lower lip. 

“That’s not fair.” Hamcake intertwined his fingers and stared at the floor. “Just because the first person we find in another dimension is possibly homicidal...” 

“You must promise.” 

Hamcake glanced up, then down at the floor again, still mumbling in barely discernible words. “Don’t glare at me like that, and don’t make me promise. I love inventing.” 

I lowered my arms and pointed at him. “Look at the trouble your inventing has caused! You brought something back you can’t control, and we’ve already lost precious gnomes from our village. The Gnome Council could banish you to live in mountain caves, so consider this a decent alternative.” 

Hamcake said nothing but kicked at an imaginary pebble. 

A sharp knock pulled our gazes to the door. I shivered, took a deep breath, and shuffled to open it. Devlin stood there, still dressed in his black, hooded cloak that hung past his knees. His smile revealed sharp teeth and a large red tongue. Hamcake bounced on his heels, twiddling his fingers nervously.

“Ah, I believe we’ve met,” Devlin said and chuckled. “I’m making my rounds, getting collections. So nice to again see the brothers who released me from my miserable prison. As thanks, I’ll merely collect two hundred gold pieces and let you continue to live in your humble abodes.” 

I gulped, gave a quick glance at my bug-eyed brother, and leaned forward. “I appreciate your kind offer, but we’re fresh out of gold pieces.” 

With a swipe of his paw, he pulled a wand from his cloak. A black cloud whirled up behind Devlin, spinning like the tornadoes that I’d heard stories about, including one that dropped a house on a witch. A chill trickled down my back. We could use a flying house right now.

“Mr. Devlin, sir, I-I don’t have access to any gold. Perhaps Greasy does.” 

Devlin’s red, wolfish eyes narrowed. “You have no gold? In the absence of the White Wards, I do what I want.” He gave a sharp bark that ended in a howl. “And they don’t seem to have followed me. In my dimension, gnomes are known for their gold, and this one seems no different. Certainly one of you three, probably that female, has plenty of gold to trade in exchange for your lives.” 

The whirlwinds behind him grew stronger and larger. I ground my teeth in anger. How dare he make us barter for our lives! Fear of losing everything gnawed at my brain, but I couldn’t back down.

“Do what you will, you miserable wolf. I’m not giving you any of my gold, and neither is anyone else. Hamcake, go downstairs where it’s safe.”

Hamcake nodded and rushed for the door leading down to the tunnel to my living room. I slammed the reinforced door and waddled down after him. 

The ground shook. The sound of a hundred winds barreled overhead. Dirt particles trickled down the walls and through the door leading to the surface. The shaking continued. My bookshelves emptied their precious contents. Dishes smashed on the floor, and paintings of our ancestors fell and cracked their frames. 

I led Hamcake to the dining room and backed against the wall with my eyes shut, waiting. The quakes and winds ceased as quickly as they started. 

Devlin’s maniacal laughter rang longer in my ears, penetrating even this far underground. “Next time, give me the gold.”

Hamcake and I glanced at each other, and I nodded. “Let’s investigate.” 

We struggled up the stairs and worked to shove open the door, which we discovered was blocked by the fallen beams of my ceiling. I frowned in dismay at the damage. The top part of my house was gone! Everything had turned to rubble, everything destroyed. I screamed in frustration and kicked pieces of what used to be my favorite chair, now broken and covered in debris. 

Hamcake stood beside me with quivering lips and his hands tightly folded together. “I’m so sorry, Loopy. This is all my fault.” 

Angry as I was, blaming Hamcake wouldn’t help. “He didn’t kill us, and he couldn’t destroy my underground dwelling. That’s something to be glad about, isn’t it?” 

Hamcake turned pale. He gripped his beard with both hands. “My house! Do you think he destroyed it?” 

My shoulders drooped at the thought. “I hate to think he did, but let’s find out.” 

As we waddled along the road to Hamcake’s boxy house, something kept rattling in my little gnome brain. “What do you think he meant about the White Wards? Never heard of them.” 

Hamcake gulped and tried to smile. “Does it matter? He said none of them followed him into our dimension.” 

If Hamcake’s house was destroyed, he deserved it. If it still stood, though, maybe we could use the machine one more time to pull a White Ward through, if they were powerful enough to stop Devlin. 

I waddled faster to catch up to Hamcake, my mind racing. If the machine was destroyed, how could we get Devlin back to his own dimension? Was that even possible? If not, I had no idea how to stop him. 

I scratched my beard, brow furrowed. My worst fears were confirmed. Hamcake’s home lay in ruins. Other homes lay untouched. Hamcake wailed. 

I grunted as we examined the damage. The machine no longer existed, torn apart and metal shards scattered. “That’s what’s decorating the countryside,” I muttered. 

Hamcake continued to wail and cry, waving at the damage. “I know I should have listened to you about building below ground, but I never expected this.” 

“Yeah, we can debate your stupidity later,” I said with a glare. “Right now, we need to get rid of this wolf.” 

“We can’t return him, and he’s too powerful to stop,” Hamcake cried. “I hate this as much as you do, but it would take months to rebuild my machine. That’s assuming we can even find all the parts.” 

Taking a deep breath and stepping away from my stupid brother, I decided the bigger problem was saving our community from this methodical maniac. There was only one person I trusted, only one who could create a decent plan for stopping Devlin. 

“Come on.” I grabbed Hamcake’s arm and tugged. “We need to find Greasy. She can help us develop a plan.” 

Hamcake nodded and wiped his eyes. He blew his nose again into his sizable handkerchief and followed me at a distance, head down. He occasionally wiped away more tears and blew his nose. 

Greasy’s home sat further away, cleverly nestled into the hillside. Her door was hidden between gorse bushes. 

As we drew near, Devlin sat on a shattered tree stump. He gave a wolfish grin. Those yellow teeth and red eyes gave me the shivers, but I bravely thrust my chest forward. 

“You’ll not threaten us again, you mangy wizard.” 

Devlin sneered. “And why not? I’ve already feasted on several of your kind. Rather tough meat, if I don’t say, but juicy. Two more wouldn’t hurt.” 

“That’s the thing,” I said, rubbing my hands together to prevent them trembling. “If you want any measure of gold, Greasy has plenty, much more than Hamcake or myself. However, you’ll get nothing if we can’t talk to her. She’ll never listen to you.” 

Devlin thought a moment, licking his lips around his sizable snout. “You make sense, my little gnome. Pity your machine was destroyed. Since going back to my own dimension is not an option, I’ll need some gold to establish an empire here.” He snickered, and I kept myself from rushing him, choosing instead to spit in his direction. “Take some time. However, I’ll kill you all if you take too long. I am a creature of much patience until I get hungry again.” 

Hamcake and I scurried through the gorse bushes to Greasy’s door. Barely two knocks in, her door opened. She glowered and pulled us inside. Monitors next to her door showed Devlin sitting on a little mound, relaxing in the sunshine. 

“You’ve got nerve bringing that gnome-killer here,” she said, jabbing a finger toward the monitor. “I keep up with Gnome News. You might be interested to know that Hamcake’s home was the first one hit.” 

“The first?” Hamcake looked like he would burst into tears again. 

I patted his back. “Houses can be rebuilt.” 

“But my machine! Years of research and gold, just gone like that.” Hamcake snapped his fingers, tears spilling down his face. 

“Get it together, you sap,” Greasy said, shaking him. “We obviously can’t use your machine, and he’s too powerful for us to stop.” 

“He wants gold, two hundred pieces,” I said. “Maybe then he’ll leave us alone.”

“You really think he’ll stop at that? No, we need a way to destroy him. Either of you know any wizards?” 

Hamcake shook his head, and more tears dampened his cheeks. 

“He mentioned White Wards,” I said, shivering at the thought of meeting wizards from any dimension. “In the absence of any wizards, maybe a White Ward will show up.” 

Greasy’s eyebrows twitched. “If they had him in a prison in his dimension, they must be very powerful. But are they good? You assume a White Ward imprisoning an evil beast would be good themselves, but that might not be the case.” 

Hamcake paced. “We need to fix my machine. It’s the only way.” 

Greasy slapped him on the arm. “Wake up, brother! It’s up to us. No White Ward or anybody else is coming to help us. We need to find a way to stop him before he destroys our whole land and enslaves anyone he hasn’t eaten.” 

I nodded. Coming to Greasy was the best way to stop this wolf wizard. Besides, her whole house was underground, an added benefit. I pointed to the monitor. 

“He’s starting to look restless. Will your house sustain a whirlwind?” 

She snorted. “There’s no tornado or storm yet that’s been able to infiltrate my abode. Now don’t interrupt me.” 

Greasy waddled to her bookcase and pulled out a couple thick tomes. “If there’s anything written about White Wards, it’ll be here.” 

She handed me a book, giving a sardonic glance at Hamcake. He still paced, wringing his hands. We both knew he would be useless.

Greasy had given me Wizards, Magical Creatures, and Other Useful Beings for Gnomes. I flipped through the contents page, sneezing at the dust. There weren’t any useful headings, and nothing about White Wards. 

I sighed and started down the listings again. One listing caught my eye: “Contacting Wizards in Times of Emergency.” Turning to page 395, I ignored the hand-drawn pictures of gnomes and ravens, but the wizard drawing caught my attention. It accurately captured everything, from the condescending eyes to the wispy beard around sneering lips. The drawing included a gnarled hand gripping a staff that no doubt had whacked its share of gnomes and other creatures too distracted for his liking.

Wizards were difficult, snobby people who looked down on gnomes—which nearly everyone did, anyway—but ravens were just as bad. They were loud, obnoxious birds; I didn’t relish messing with either one. 

I sighed again. This was an emergency. “Greasy, do you have any ravens?” 

She glanced over her glasses with a frown. “Nasty birds like that would never last underground. Are you considering ways to contact a wizard?” 

I nodded. “There’s nothing here about White Wards, but plenty about contacting wizards.” 

“Yes, White Wards seem relegated only to Devlin’s dimension.” 

“Um, Greasy?” Hamcake fidgeted, pointing at the monitor. 

The wolf shook the camera, yelling at it. “I’ve been patient enough. Your time is up.” 

Devlin twirled his wand, and a black whirlwind rose behind him. With a flick of his wrist, the tornado gained size and speed and rushed at us. 

I gulped when the familiar rushing sound surrounded us. The ground shook, several books fell from Greasy’s bookcase, and the chandelier rocked slightly. We had each found a wall to lean against, and we all smiled as the whirlwind’s whoosh died away. Cries of frustration from the monitor added to our glee. 

Devlin glared into the camera. “My first whirlwind failed, but the next one will surely destroy your house. As my reward, I’ll eat the female first.” 

I glanced at Greasy, but she only scowled. “It’ll hold,” she said, crossing her arms.

As the wind picked up again, I shuffled to her and spoke in a whisper. “Do you have anything we can send to contact a wizard?” I pointed to the page I’d been reading. “Besides ravens, it looks like we could use magic mushrooms, dogs, weasels, or pigs.” 

Greasy’s face brightened. “My P.I.G. Why didn’t I think of it sooner?” 

She rushed to her closet and pulled out a little pink device that resembled a vacuum cleaner with legs. She carried it to a chute built into a wall and opened it. Although carved into dirt, the tunnel looked solid. 

“This is my Pink Instant Gasbag. It will take any magical message to the wizard’s dormitory. I just have to open it here and inject a message.” 

The whirlwind had started again. The chandelier rocked precariously side to side, and several more books fell. Greasy opened the back end of the gasbag and spoke into it. As the shaking grew worse and the whirlwind louder, faint cracks formed along her ceiling. She shut the gasbag and shoved it into the tunnel. Greasy closed the chute, pushed a button, and hung onto the wall as another tremor shook her home. 

I hid under the table and shut my eyes. Hamcake muttered desperate prayers from his corner. When the shaking stopped, I looked around. Everything was still in place! 

Cursing came from the monitor, as well as bangs to the camera. More cracks had spiderwebbed across Greasy’s ceiling. 

I grimaced as Devlin’s wolfish face filled the monitor. “This is where I destroy you once and for all. I will eat all three of you in the public square, enjoying you morsel by morsel so that your whole community knows not to mess with me.” His guffaws sent chills down my spine. “I will rule this land with a mighty fist. All will serve me, giving me whatever I ask.”

He stepped away and waved his wand. A tornado larger and blacker than the others sprang from the earth, headed right for us. I frantically scanned the room, hoping for anything that might protect us.

“We’re not going to make it,” Hamcake wailed. “I am so sorry I caused this. This is all my fault.”

“It’s about time you admitted it,” Greasy snapped. She scowled, facing the monitor with her arms folded. “I just wish you’d said it way before we’re killed by a wolf you brought here. As though we don’t have enough predators of our own!”

Hamcake crumpled into a heap, sobbing into Greasy’s carpet. I swallowed my anger and glanced at Greasy. “Where’s the wizard you called? Did your message make it?”

“I wondered the same thing.” She glared at the monitor. “If I make it out alive, the Gnome Council will hear how they should have protected us better.”

I giggled. Maybe it was the overwhelming tension, maybe knowing we were going to die. I couldn’t stop giggling. “What would the Gnome Council do? Not the International Council of Wizards? Not High Gnome Fluzzpot?”

My giggle became a laugh. Her glower turned to a smile, then a laugh. “Why not the Ultra Spectacular Grand International Chief Council of Wizards and Gnomes?” She plopped into a chair, laughing harder than before.

Hamcake stopped wailing to frown at us. “Have both of you lost your minds? There is no Ultra Spectacular Council Chief... whatever...”

The screaming wind of the tornado grew in intensity. Its image filled the monitor. I laughed all the harder, wiping away tears. Impending death had made me giddy.

A voice boomed through the monitor and the vibrations shook the room and Greasy’s whole house. 

“Cease!”

The whirlwind went from black to gray to white and fizzled away. The face of a wizard with a long, white beard filled the screen, speaking in a friendly voice one might use to coax a kitten from a box. 

“Greasy? You and your brothers can come out now. The danger’s over.”

“Bermelthus!” Greasy exclaimed and raced for the door. I followed her, Hamcake close behind.

A tall, thin wizard dressed in typical green robes grinned and bowed as we exited. Devlin stood next to Bermelthus, frozen stiff. Only his head moved as he cursed at us.

On the other side of Bermelthus stood a stern figure in white robes, holding a sword that glinted in the sunlight. The figure spoke in a deep, penetrating voice.

“Devlin, you have broken your sentence of imprisonment and terrorized yet another race in yet another dimension. Therefore, you are banished to the lower levels of our prison, where the fires burn hotter and darker, and there you will remain.”

Devlin’s howl cut short in a bright flash. When we looked again, Devlin and the white stranger were gone.

Greasy ran to the wizard and hugged his knees. “Thank you, Bermelthus. You couldn’t have come at a better moment.”

The old wizard chuckled. “I left my dormitory as soon as I got your message. I met that White Ward on the road, who said he followed Devlin’s time signature to this location. He brought me here instantly. His magic is even more powerful than mine.”
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