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The World of Vesda
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Long, long time ago in the age of giants and elves there lived a small collection of gnomes who hid under bridges, in caves, and dark cellars. Giants and humans alike shunned and hunted the underground dwellers who dabbled often in magic and alchemy. The humans feared their awesome powers when the small people walked through solid earth and walls. Some were small as two spans or twelve to fifteen inches tall. The larger gnomes or dwarves called them Nissers. One such gnome called Hobnobby stood almost four feet in height. 

Hobnobby spent his adult life repairing shoes for human children or small watches for young maidens. Not all gnomes and dwarves were decent to the humans. Some used trickery to steal their money. Woe to those of his kind if they were discovered. Giants and humans would chase them with their dogs on their heels, forcing them into their underground homes. 

Walking through the dark forest at night to avoid detection from the giants, he vanished without a trace. When he woke up, he found he was lying on the ground still surrounded by a forest of trees. However, these trees looked different. A ghost of sunlight shafted through bent and thin trunks. Some of them appeared to have starved for water. He rose up, dusted himself off, and took off down through a grassy path.

After a few minutes of walking, Hobnobby arrived in a clearing, a small meadow. There in the center was an odd looking machine of great height. The closer he approached it, the higher it seemed. A feathered small rodent reared up to stare at him for a second from the machine’s base which was buried part way into the ground. After glancing at Hobnobby, the creature scurried off into the forest.

The sky still had a dreary sunlight as if clouds were filtering the rays. Hobnobby decided he’d better locate a shelter. All of a sudden, the machine hummed and a pile of wood planks appeared on the ground nearby. Now being a carpenter, he ran over to inspect the various sizes and shapes of the cut boards. A can of brand new nails rested on the ground. As if this wasn’t miraculous enough, a beeping sound began.

He looked up at the machine and a red number counted down. When it got to zero, two men appeared.

“Well, where are we, Cal?” the tall skinny one asked.

“Don’t know, Fin. Say, who is that?” Cal asked, pointing toward the small dwarf with the long white beard.

“Hmm,” Fin peered down at Hobnobby. “Say, little fellow, do you have a name? And do you know why we are here?”

“I don’t know any more than you. I just got here a while ago,” the gnome answered. “We need a shelter, can you help me?”

“I suppose. Who are you?”

“My name is Hobnobby, and you two?”

“I’m Finindaddle and this is my trade partner, Califogle. You can call us Fin and Cal. I shall call you Hobs.”

“Hmph,” Hobs replied.

“What is this magnificent machine?” Fin asked.

“I–I made it when I arrived. It transported all this wood,” Hobs explained.

Then the machine began talking.


“We are a race of people who built the world of Vesda long before this world existed. We knew how to fly through the stars and galaxies. Our knowledge was so great that our people wanted to create another universe. But they soon found out a serious mistake had been made in their calculation. Our world was in serious danger. We had to flee to our artificial moon called Vesda and propel it away into space. We escaped just in time to witness our planet blowing up.”



The computer continued to explain how to control the weather and the captured sun above.

“You were saying, Hobs?” Cal asked.

“Uh, the Controller instructed me to build this. I didn’t know it came from another world,” he lied. This was his chance to be somebody respected.

“The Controller you say,” Fin said under his breath. He rubbed his pointy chin. “How can we help you, Hobs?”

“Just help me make a shelter,” Hobs replied. “And I’ll ask the Controller for more wood–and food.”

“Then let’s get to work,” Fin said.

—-
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After the two men constructed the small shack around the computer, they started to build a large framework for storage down the road. Inside they made room for living quarters, a kitchen, and a room they could conduct their scientific experiments. They soon discovered deer and a fruit grove when they explored the forest. This kept them busy for a month.

One day Fin came to Hobs and wanted to make a request of the computer.

“We are going to need more houses and people to help us,” Fin said. “People that can farm, sew, and raise animals for food.”
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