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    Introduction 

    






Pen Raven and friends go to the circus for a good time. But what they see is a freak show using a kidnapped 

village of mystical Huldufolk from Iceland. They are trapped in a dimension they do not belong with little hope of escape.




The Hearse Circus has broken a powerful and ancient law which puts a curse in place until the balance is restored and the elfin folk are 

returned home to the Three Mountains of Iceland.




Freak accidents, unexplained bats, rats, fire balls and a cocooned cotton candy lady tests the circus people who live with the chaos of 

the curse every day.




Pen Raven connects to the mind of the Huldufolk Elder. Then and only then does she understand why it’s urgent to rally her friends to 

set them free. But the dome enclosure is heavily guarded because The Village of the Little People is the headline attraction for the circus and 

well-guarded.




Time is running out and the circus is moving onto the next town. Penelope must risk everything to get the mystical folk out. She is 

dealing with the unknown of dimensional travel, portals and a fierce vortex. Pen is warned of the dangers of the supernatural storm where she can be sucked 

into the powerful whirling vortex mass and never seen again. Can she hold on and save herself against the force? And what of her good friend Ryan who is a 

victim of the curse?
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    Chapter One 

    Curse of the Hearse Circus






So what’s the go this weekend guys?” Jake asks his friends a burning question as 

its Friday afternoon and the school bell has rung to finish the semester.




“I see the circus is in town for the holidays. Anyone interested?” Jess looks at her friends with hope.




“Maybe, are you shouting the tickets?” Simon jiggles his black rim glasses with one hand while teasing his girlfriend.




“That’s stingy Simon, I’m glad you’re not my boyfriend.” I laugh while looking across at my friend Jake. He smiles and shrugs his 

shoulders.  A casual laid-back personality keeps Jake good with everyone.




“Penelope, if you and Jake go then Simon has no choice but to take me. It will be a bit of fun. What do you say?” Jess beams a smile 

and nods her head up and down while flicking her long blond hair off her face. She is very keen to go.




The Hearse Circus has set the big top on the old football ground next to the park. The massive red and white striped tent is surrounded 

by caravans and trucks.  Horses graze on hay in a makeshift corral while the dancing dog trio sleep chained to a trailer.




Circus posters are plastered everywhere through town with colourful images of performers. The one image that has everyone talking is 

‘The Village of the Little People’ where they claim to have live mystical elfin people in the show. I need to see this for myself so I agree to go to the 

circus. Nothing draws me more than mystical everything. My middle name must be Penelope ‘Mystical’ Raven. So I’m in!




That night we all meet at my house which is only a short walk to the park. The show finishes at 9.30pm which is not late so we’re 

walking home and everyone will sleep over. The guys are in the back room with sleeping bags while Jess and I will probably stay up chatting in my bedroom 

until midnight about girl’s stuff.




“Hey Pen, are you doing an up-do tonight?” Jessica asks her best friend as she likes it when they have the same hair style.




“Up-do, down-do, all too hard, I’m going natural.” I respond brushing my long straight black hair.




“How about wearing a hairband?” Jessica prompts while holding a flower garland.




“Sure, you go floral and I’ll go plaited leather headband.” I compromise.




“Not quite the same.” Jess mumbles while pinning hers in place. The petite teenager would love to have more of Pen’s qualities as she 

walks tall with confidence and wears black like a boss.




While walking across the park to the circus, a strange debate starts when Simon says, “I don’t believe the little people are real. 

It’s a trick. No one believes in elves.”




“I do” I sound off while redoing my long black hair into a ponytail.




“Yeah but you’re weird Pen Raven. Everyone knows that.” Simon laughs as if it’s a joke.




“No seriously, I believe in elves, faeries, little people and even blue Gnefros in Italy. Isn’t that right Jess?” I look for her nod 

of approval.




“Oh no Penelope, please don’t tell me something freaky is going to happen tonight.” Jess looks up to the heavens and starts to get the 

jitters.




“Jessica, I can’t help it if weird and wonderful things come our way tonight.” I say in jest.




We walk across the grassland in silence while seeing the brightly lit circus in the distance with flashing neon lights and colorful 

poster boards. Obviously, the cogs in Simon’s head are turning over to justify his doubt in the village of little people.




“No, I reckon the village is made of balsa wood and papier-mâché. The little people will be dolls of some sort or maybe even puppets. 

There’s no such thing as little people.” He protests again.




“We will see ‘oh cynical one’ who is right tonight.” I say with confidence.




“Yeah but you’re weird.” Simon sneaks in a snide remark.




“Yeah I know but you’re ordinary Simon.” I bite back.




The circus is busy on opening night and we line up at the large red ticket box office. Entering the tent, we see many chairs neatly 

placed in rows on the firm ground. The music is loud and very carnival as we sit down ready for the show.




“Pen, what’s this music? It’s so old fashion. I remember hearing it in old movies when I was a kid.”




“Jessica, it’s a classic piece called Enter the Gladiators.” I reply.




“You’re a font of useless information Pen.” Simon chips in trying to sound witty.




“Lucky you are a friend Simon or I’d let you have both barrels. If you don’t know the answer, don’t criticize someone who does.” I say 

my piece.




“You’re right Pen, sorry.”




I accept Simon’s apology with a nod of my head. Sitting patiently, I can smell the sawdust on the floor of the centre arena.  I watch 

clowns walk between the rows of seats selling show bags. It’s an exciting atmosphere but the audience chatter starts to die down as the lights dim.  A tall 

figure enters the ring before the spotlights are turned on to start the show.




“Welcome everyone to Hearse Circus. My name is Alvin Hearse. Tonight you will be amazed at the sights and sounds that is the heart of 

my circus. We have jugglers, acrobats, clowns and prancing horses. But most of you are here for ‘The Village of the Little People’.




There is nowhere else in the world where you will see the Huldufolk of Iceland. They are real and you will see them tonight. Under a 

specially designed dome, the lighting designed to reverse their invisibility so you can see them. Be amazed, be entertained but don’t be denied this once 

in a lifetime chance.”




The music is a mixture of flutes, harp and pipes setting the mood for the show. A black curtain starts to part and a large ultra 

violet lit dome appears. Inside we see a grassy knoll with a number of tiny red, caramel or dark green houses with miniature letterboxes. The scene is an 

authentic Huldufolk tiny town. But there are no little people.




“It’s a fake.” A voice calls out from the back of the audience.




“Settle down folks, you can see no one is outside today, so let’s go and knock on the back door.” The Ringmaster says with confidence 

and with a wave of his hand, the platform supporting the dome town starts to turn and there is a hushed silence as the crowd is spellbound watching closely. 

The scene changes from the front of the houses to the back which has a glass petition so it is open in full view like a dolls house where all the furniture, 

fittings and dividing walls can be seen. It looks like a normal scene from a normal home except everything is tiny. The little people are standing near 

table settings or sitting on beds in another room while some cook on an itty-bitty stove in a tiny kitchen.




“Wow” I say under my breath. I’ve never seen a real elf and this is amazing. They have sweet little faces but they all look the same. 

Dressed in tunics and leggings, there is no variety of clothing except for the many different coloured beanies they wear on their heads. The elves have 

squinty eyes and fixed smiles. I like them already.




“They’re not real Pen.” Jake leans over whispering in her ear.




I don’t answer because I’m not sure one way or the other because no one seems to be moving.




A voice hollers from the back of the audience, “Hey, I can stay home and watch little people come out of my cuckoo-clock.”




The audience laughs but there are starting to grumble and are not happy with the show.




Alvin Hearse commands the spotlight and speaks, “So you want more action in the village? Is that what you want?”




“Yeah!” A chorus is heard.




“Then watch this and get your monies worth.” The Ringmaster announces.




Suddenly there’s a huge rumble and the spotlights flash, the platform shakes and the little people inside the dome start screaming with 

fear. They are running through their houses scooping up children and grabbing the hands of loved ones while they flee outside.




The audience claps wildly and there’s lots of yelling and shouting as people are entertained. The platform is now turning to face us 

where we see the Huldufolk standing on the dirt paths outside their homes terrified and holding onto each other as the ground shakes.




I’m sensing something strange as I can hear screaming.




“Jake, do you hear that?” I lean over to ask the question.




“Hear what?” He answers.




“Screaming, I can hear screams.” I repeat while turning my head from side to side.




“No, I hear nothing.” He is confused by the original question.




“Jessica, do you hear cries. Tell me you hear it?” I insist.




“Pen, you are scaring me. No I don’t hear anything except the music.”




I hear it and it’s coming from the dome. The Huldufolk are scared out of their wits. The whole platform is shaking and for them it’s 

an earthquake. I hear them and I’ve got to do something. I jump out of my seat and run down the walkway towards the dome.




The show is finished and the platform stops shaking. The overhead lights dim but I get close enough to see their frightened faces. My 

heart sinks now I know they’re real. It’s a major blow for me to be right because I now know they are trapped.




The show goes on and the Ringmaster introduces the next act. All eyes are on the centre stage. No one is interested in a frantic 

teenager loitering behind the scenes. I place my open hand against the glass dome. I feel a tingle like static electricity. I tap lightly on the glass, so 

not to frighten them and an older elf stands still tilting his head as if he hears something. He turns and looks directly at me. The elder places his open 

hand on the glass but I realise he can’t see me. It’s one way glass. He can’t see me but he can feel me. I know he can feel me.




“I want to help you. Can you hear me?” I whisper.




He smiles slightly but turns away to join his wife. The earth for them has stopped shaking and they are going back inside their 

homes.




I made contact tonight and know he is real, not of this world, but real just the same.




“Hey missy, you have to go back to your seat. No one is allowed in the performance area.” A skinny circus clown tries to usher the 

intruder out.




“Yeah but they are real. You can’t do this to them, they’re terrified.” I protest while refusing to leave.




“Okay, that’s enough. Out you go!” His gruff voice is matched by a grim look and tight grip.




“But you don’t understand. They are real. They’re not a freak show!” I protest again ripping my arm from his grip.




“What are you talking about? We’re all part of the freak show here.”  Another clown appears and overhears the conversation before 

laughing loudly.




“Like we said girlie, out you go!” The skinny clown is becoming aggressive.




“Don’t call me girlie!” I hiss.




I feel a hand on each arm as I’m being shown the exit by Bobo the clown and his dodgy mate Biffo. I find myself outside the big top. 

The tight rope act has started in centre ring and the music plays loudly but I’m left standing outside the tent. It’s a dangerous performance of great 

concentration so I’m barred from entering and returning to my seat until the show is finished.




I wander over to the cotton candy stand and ask the lady for a stick of sticky stuff before saying, “Do you know the little people are 

real?”




“Yeah, and I know they shouldn’t be here.” She mumbles while looking sideways not wanting to be overheard.




“How did their village end up in a circus?” I’m curious with another question.




“They were tricked and now they’re trapped,” She whispers placing her hand over her mouth before continuing, “the circus is cursed, 

mark my words, cursed!!”
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    Chapter Two 

    Killer Cotton Candy

  




“Cursed? Are you sure you’re not just beefing this up for the 

show?” I ask while staring closely at her face.




“No, I’m not talking big or fluffing it up. I twirl cotton candy and work at the circus but I know stuff. I know what goes on here.” 

She whispers feeling nervous.




“What do you mean ‘what goes on?” I prod the spindly woman who wears a baseball cap to hide her grey hair.




“I mean……,” the serving lady is jittery and stops speaking while she checks if anyone is watching her,” I know the little people are 

real.  I know they were kidnapped. I know they don’t know where they are. I know they are scared. Every night at the performance, Mr Hearse orders the 

platform to shake like an earthquake and they run around freaking out. It’s awful but the audience loves to watch their panic. They clap and laugh amongst 

themselves with no idea the hell the little people are living through.” She finishes and her lips clamp shut.




‘How come you know so much?” I ask but notice her eyes darting back and forth.
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