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Prologue




In the middle
of the town of Nothing Peaks is an unusually large park, called
Doownaught Park. It is rarely visited. And if you did happen to
meet somebody coming out of it, and asked that said person what
their experience had been like, they would tell you two words in
answer:

“Perfectly
Normal.”

That’s what the
park is. Because inside of the park, nobody sees the
Sentient Trees that slowly move their roots to sunnier spots, which
poke each other in the eyes for sport. Nobody sees the fish
that climb out of the cold water and sunbathe on the heated rocks,
using the Gardener’s shears to de-scale one another. Nobody
sees the thousand other unusual things that happen in this
magical place, daily. Like a world of quantum physics, the
miniscule life forms here are prone to flights of violence,
smashing together in ways unimaginable.

 On first appearance, it would beggar the question,
why would anything bad ever happen here? And the simple answer to
that is, because... it... simply... can.

The eastern
section of the park is Gnome Territory. Gnomes are a conniving and
ruthless breed of bast— Garden Creatures, but have one failing
quality, they are frozen in place when sunlight hits their
porcelain skin. Also found in Gnome Territory is a small gang of
Stone Ornaments who didn’t take kindly to being displaced, as this
used to be Stone Territory. These hardy, has-been hoodlums hideaway
in the thorny bushes and smash as many of the unfortunate Gnomes as
they can get their stony mitts on. But the Stone Creatures move
slowly, thankfully.

To the north of
Doownaught Park are the Sentient Trees, as previously mentioned,
which baffle the Gardener daily. The Sentient Trees also share
this land with the Hedge-Frogs—a sick mutation of inbreeding
between Hedgehogs and Frogs, who like to collect the fallen apples
from the trees and make cider.

The less said
about that the better.

To the west is
the Greenhouse Territory—a misty, dark land of mystery, enveloped
in tall grasslands. Many adventurous animals who wander into
this area of the park are never seen again…

And then there
is the southern part of the park. This is the most secure area,
watched over and protected by a brotherhood of birds known as the
Sentry Crows. Albeit not many crows join these days, as they prefer
the “wandering lifestyle, man.” Also in this area are the Goblins,
which arrived from the Old Coal Mine beneath the park. Many of the
Goblins left their dark scavenging ways behind and found happiness
“Up High.”

Look here, at
this goblin, Warble. A detective in the Sentry Crows, we have
previously seen him struggle with his addiction to the nefarious
substance known as Juice-balls. He had single-handedly taken down
the worst nightmare in Doownaught Park, namely Buttons the
Badger.

After reuniting
with his long-thought-dead father, Nobby-Lobby, they together
brought down the corruption that plagued the Sentry Crows.

This is where
our story begins...


Chapter 1: The Foxhole

To the east the
Sun shone through the clouds, like a scarlet God it appeared over
the distant mountains, chasing away the thin mist which had clung
to Doownaught Park during the previous night. To the west, barely
discernable beyond the tall grass and shrubbery, the Greenhouse
reflected the Sun beams, and in the north smoke plumed from the
chimneys of the Humans’ quaint houses.

Warble licked
his lips after taking a sip from the gourd of cider on his belt,
placing it back between his gun holster and knife. He packed his
bedroll, wiggling his toes in his hide boots, trying to get some
warmth back into them.

Winter was
approaching, and the Owls in the park foretold of how cold a season
it would be. Warble gathered his things, cooking tin, dried
berries, and readied his pack. He was due to meet a representative
of the Gnomes, in the shade of the ancient Oak Tree in the eastern
boundary of their territory, as the Gnomes tried their best to stay
in shade during the day, for sunlight made them harden to
figurines.

Shouldering his
pack, he set off along the narrow trail, headed for the crevice
between the stones located on the Sentry Crows northern boundary,
and soon the Sun warmed his bones. Overhead, birds chirruped from
the trees, occasionally one letting out a screech as the branches
moved and wrapped themselves about the innocent creatures, for the
Sentient Trees were prone to munching on little birdies.

He couldn’t
help but smile as he crossed into Gnome Territory, thinking back to
harder times, when the Gnomes had been enslaved by the Sentry
Crows, their then leader underhandedly dealing Juice-balls without
Warble’s knowledge.

He liked to
think he’d come a long way since then, having reunited with his
father, Nobby-Lobby, who was also a purveyor of the illegal
substance, but didn’t deal to the younglings in the park, and for
that Warble supposed he was a necessary evil.

One day perhaps
they would bump heads, as he was responsible for ridding the park
of the foul, rotten, delicious, juicy Juice-balls. Warble shook his
head and reprimanded himself. He’d been clean for almost twelve
years now, and it was whispered in the Sentry Crows ranks he was
soon due for promotion.

Warble didn’t
know whether he wanted the extra responsibility. He loved being out
in the park, with his ear to the ground, and his finger on the
proverbial pulse, so to speak.

The ancient Oak
Tree rose in the distance, its branches curved inwards. It was an
oddity that had made the Gnomes claim the territory from the Stone
Ornaments. There was constant squabbling between the two clans, but
things had slowly begun to ease out, with killings now a rare
occurrence.

Yes, life was
good.

Warble met the
Gnome representative beneath the thick branches. He was tall for a
Gnome, about half Warble’s height, but with a long beard and hat
upon his brow that made him seen larger than actual.

“Good morning,”
nodded Warble, taking off his rabbit pelt hat.

“Is it now?”
growled the Gnome. “What about it is good? Sunlight is a pain in my
arse.”

“I heard a
truce might be in the making between your clan and the Stone
Ornaments. Is this true?” asked Warble.

“And what
business is it of the Sentry Crows?” snapped the Gnome.

Warble didn’t
like his tone, and rested his hand on his water pistol. The
flammable liquid inside would turn this porcelain bastard into
shards of debris within moments.

The Gnome
looked at the pistol and swallowed. He nodded, “Perhaps what you
say is true.”

“The Sentry
Crows will oversee to any truces,” said Warble, taking his hand off
the pistol.

“At what
cost?”

“Just the
usual, any information we could use would suffice.”

“Information,
huh?” The Gnome shrugged. “We have no information worth dirt.”

“Then our
dealings here are done, enjoy your struggles with the Stone
Ornaments.” Warble turned to walk away.

“Wait!” shouted
the Gnome after two steps.

“Don’t waste my
time.” Warble stopped and turned, then saw movement above in the
trees. Gnomes rappelled down from the branches, about a score of
them.

“Take him,
alive!” ordered their leader.

“The hell you
will,” growled Warble, and he ripped his pistol from the holster,
aiming it up into the tree. He let the liquid fly, rapping his
knuckle duster underneath on the glued on shard of flint. Instantly
the liquid erupted into flames, and it clung on to the branches.
The Gnomes screamed, turning to flee, but it was much too late.

Goblins
appeared from the hedge to the right, carrying mirrors, and they
aimed them at the fleeing Gnomes, the reflected light catching them
and turning them solid on the spot.

The leader,
panicked, came rushing at Warble, un-sheathing a scythe from his
back, but Warble trained his pistol at the screaming Gnome, and let
the Hammer of Hatred fly, the liquid seeped into the Gnome, the
flames quickly splintering his porcelain apart, and he fell to
pieces at Warble’s feet.

He knew that
the Gnomes had been setting a trap.

His informant
came waddling out from beneath the hedge, her stone body slowing
her down to no end.

Warble closed
the distance.

“I told you,”
said Maria.

Warble nodded,
and handed her what she desired. She quickly scanned the
parchment.

“Excellent,”
Maria smiled. “The northern territories, our ancestral home. Thank
you, Warble.” She held out her hand.

Warble shook
it. “It’s always a pleasure doing business.”

*

Back at
headquarters, the chief gathered the Sentry Crows together.

“The Gnomes
have set to war against us,” Goose said, looking around at the room
full of air borne critters, from Crows to Seagulls.

There was an
underlying energy, a sense of wrong doing floated through the
room.

“We must crush
them!” shouted an Owl.

“Yes, to
disturb the peace in Doownaught Park is to incite
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