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  “Stella, wake up!”




  The voice, shrill, panicky and vaguely familiar, pierced through layers of sleep straight into a dream, not even an unpleasant one. The percentage of Stella’s brain that was already conscious decided to ignore it, hoping that it would go away. It did not.




  “Stella, wake up!”




  There it was again, that merciless noise. Like an alarm clock that just goes on ringing without mercy or pity until you are conscious enough to either get up or turn it off. What you do in the end doesn’t matter, you’re awake anyway. Awful things, alarm clocks.




  But it had been seven years since Stella had last been woken by an alarm clock and this was not the day to change that. Besides, alarm clocks rang, beeped, buzzed, played music, sometimes they even made a cock-a-doodle-doo noise. But one thing they didn’t do was yell, “Stella, wake up!” No, something else had to be going on here.




  “Stella, wake up!” Another cry, shriller, louder, more high-pitched than before, if that was even possible. It was successful, too. Stella was wide awake. With some effort she opened her eyes to behold five pigs standing in front of her bed.




  The sight did not surprise Stella as much as one might think. When you were a sorceress ruling over an underground city whose population consisted of humans, fairies, elves, dwarves, merpeople, vampires, werecritters, mutants, aliens, talking animals and those sentient beings that didn’t neatly fit into any of those categories, finding five pigs standing in front of your bed was not all that surprising. But that Stella wasn’t surprised didn’t mean that she wasn’t annoyed.




  “I hope you have a very good explanation for this,” she snapped, “In case you didn’t notice, I was sleeping.”




  “But Stella…”




  “Sorry, Stella…”




  “But haven’t you heard?”




  “Haven’t you seen?”




  “Don’t you know?”




  The five pigs were highly respected members of her community, which was the only reason Stella didn’t throw them out immediately. Their names, by the way, were Piggy, Pammy, Cuddel, Pork and Ham. Except for Pammy they were all male.




  Since Stella had no idea what they were talking about, she asked, “Know what?”




  “A disaster!”




  “A catastrophe!”




  “A calamity!”




  Not having a Thesaurus at hand, the two remaining pigs refrained from adding their voices to the chorus. Of course, the remaining two, Pork and Ham, might have told her what exactly the problem was, something that all the synonyms for “disaster” in the English language could not do. For Stella still didn’t know just what had upset them so. Knowing the pigs, a disaster, a calamity or a catastrophe could be anything from somebody eating pork chops to the end of the world. Stella fervently hoped it was the latter. She would not be woken up for anything less.




  With a sigh, she sat up. “So what is it?”




  Before the pigs could answer, the door opened again and another visitor stormed into the bedroom. Knocking had apparently gone out of fashion overnight. Just as her bedroom had apparently turned into a railway station, judging by the amount of traffic passing through.




  However, Stella did not say so out loud, because the person who had just entered the room was none other than her friend Diane, one of the human inhabitants of Stella’s community. Well, in fact she was a dark-skinned humanoid alien from a distant planet. But Diane looked human, so why be picky about the details?




  Diane not only looked human, at this moment she looked like a seriously annoyed human. And if Diane was annoyed, it had to be serious. Unlike the pigs she was not given to senseless panic. What was more, Diane was also rather strangely dressed, even by her standards. Okay, so Diane was an amazon warrioress from a far-off planet and wearing chainmail, black leather and fur bikinis was perfectly normal for her. However an outfit consisting of a banana skirt, a coconut shell bra, cherry earrings and a pineapple headdress was definitely not normal, not even for Diane.

OEBPS/Images/120684doc1353732810.jpg





OEBPS/Images/pegasus_logo_klein.png
bpdt

Peg sus

Pulp





OEBPS/Images/vignette.png
) e
,1 #¥ i





