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Hobnobby swept the dried leaves from his stone flats in front of his hovel. He gazed into Bailory’s sky and appreciated the warmth. It was the end of summer and the sunflowers were in full bloom. He knew summertime on topside would give way to harvesting and cooler days ahead. But in this fae town, it was always moderate.

Nikki strolled by as he was about to head back into his home.

“What are you up to, Hobs?” the she elf asked.

“Not much. I’ve finished my shoe and pot repairs, and now I’m just taking it easy until this fall.”

“It has been calm. No witches, no trolls, no accidents, well except for Huldra. She’s the exception,” Nikki said, and then she brightened. “Do you think Susan is making popcorn?”

“Hmm, it’s morning there right now. I doubt it. But I’ll ask her later. Have you ever been to topside?” he asked.

“No, from what Tiko tells me, it’s noisy and fraught with dangers.”

Hobs smiled and nodded. “I suppose so. There’s never a dull moment. And speaking of dull moments, I declare we will have to busy ourselves or mischief will come about.”

“What shall we do?”

“Come help me dig out my fall decorations. We can see how much we have and make more.”

“Ooo I love that idea.”

—-
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In a small Idaho town, Susan Edwards ventured into her basement closet and searched for several fall decorations she wanted to display. Mickie, her small black poodle, wanted to see if there was any food in the enormous cardboard box.

“No, there isn’t anything for you,” Susan said.

Jan, her daughter, appeared at the doorway. “What are you looking for?” she asked.

“Fall is coming and I wanted a few decorations,” Susan said. “Here, take these two floral bowls upstairs for me. Oh, good, here’s a few candles. Now, where is that garland of orange leaves. I was sure I put them in here.”

Jan collected the two flower arrangements and looked up on one of the shelves over her mother. “What’s in that box, up there?” she asked.

Susan raised her eyes and spotted the carton with one orange leaf drooping down from the top.

“That’s the one,” she said, standing on her toes to reach the box.

“I heard your neighbor, Sally Montgomery, is planning a Halloween Festival before the holiday. Maybe I’ll volunteer to help her out,” Jan said as she followed her mother up the stairs.

“It’s fun to do that, but make sure you don’t take on too much. She’s a dear and a good organizer but she has a way of volunteering you to many unrelated jobs, Susan replied. “That reminds me, I promised her I’d bake a couple of pies for the festival.”

“You’re should tell Bosloe, he won’t get pies right now,” her daughter said.

“Too late, I just made some peach cobbler. That should hold him for a while.” Susan arrived at the top of her stairs and walked into the kitchen. “Set those on the table and I’ll decide where they should go. Hmm, I guess we should locate a couple of pumpkins for the front porch.”

“I’ll do that. We still have a few weeks to buy some,” Jan offered.

“You’re right. There’s always an oversupply. I’d better start making pumpkin bread and pies.

—-
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A few days later, Tiko ran over to Hob’s dwelling.

“Hobs, Hobs, open your door,” he shouted.

Hobs opened his door and frowned. “What is the world are you yelling about?” he asked.

“Come look for yourself. That mean ogre has returned to the castle. Hulga is letting him stay there. Wolf won’t get rid of him. You gotta come see.”

“Very well.” Hobs reached for his vest and overcoat. As he buttoned both garments up, Tiko grew agitated.

“Hurry,” the elf shouted.

“Will he be there when I come? I’m sure he will,” Hobs said, grabbing his walking stick from the umbrella stand just inside the doorway.

Tiko jumped around Hobs, trying to spur the gnome on but the old one plodded at a steady rate.

When they arrived at the marble steps of the castle, Hulga the she troll rose from her position.

“Who goes there?” she called out.

“Hulga, you know me. It’s Hobs and Tiko.”

She shrugged. “Okay, what do you two want?”

“Ahem, we heard there was an ogre here,” Hobs said.

“There is. Do you have an appointment?”

“Tell him I want to see him now,” Hobs said, gritting his teeth and clenching his fists.

“I’ll see if the master is accepting unsolicited requests,” Hulga said and strolled off with her tail dragging beneath her floor length skirt.

“He’ll see me or I’ll have everyone in Bailory camp out right here,” Hobs threatened.

Hulga continued into another room.

Hobs turned toward his cowering friend. “Tiko, do you know where this ogre came from?” he asked.

“I’m not sure, but Nacobi said something about topside.”

As they waited, Hobs noticed a lot of pumpkins lined against the walls and into another room. “At least the ogre is getting into the fall season,” he thought. Tiko jerked on his sleeve.

Heavy footsteps sounded through the hall until a large man bent his head under the doorframe.

“I know you,” Hobs said. “You helped us at the Easter Carnival. Why are you here?”

“None of your business,” Karl Ahlberg growled. “Now what do you want?”

Hobs threw out his chest and rose off the floor to look the ogre in the eye. “Ahem, Bailory is a peaceful community. You don’t belong here. You need to return to topside.”

Karl inhaled a large volume of air and blew at the shorter gnome. Hobs went flailing back toward the floor when Tiko reached out and buffered his fall.

Hobs sprang right up and adjusted his vest. “Well, I never! I’ll find a way to get rid of you,” he sputtered.

“You just try,” Karl said and turned away to leave.

“Wait. What are all these pumpkins for?” Hobs asked.

Karl turned and sneered. “If you must know, I’m going to ruin Halloween. Best you leave me or I’ll see that you’re banished.”

Hobs turned and marched toward the front doors. On the way, he kicked one of the smaller pumpkins. When it broke open, a wad of cash laid hidden inside. Tiko cracked another, spilling while pills on the floor.

“Oh dear, oh dear. What does this mean, Hobs?”

“It mean, Karl is back to his old crime habits. Come on. We have to get Susan down here.”

—-
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The festival date was closing in on Sally faster than she wanted. She needed so many vendors, prizes, and decorations. Sally wasn’t a lightweight. She always promised herself she’d lose weight after her last child was born, but then came another. She walked as fast as her bulk could manage until she arrived on Susan’s front step. She rang the doorbell and rapped several times on the door. When the door did open, Susan stuck her head out.

“Sally, what on earth? Is there a disaster somewhere?” she asked.

“Well, almost. May I come in?” Sally asked. “I’m bushed from running over here.”

“Sure, come on in. Back, Mickie.”

“Oh, thank you,” Sally said, plopping her large frame on the sofa.

“Okay, what is it?” Susan asked.

“Well, I was scouting out fall decorations and visited a few stores and farmers. Susan, no one has any pumpkins.”
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