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​​Foreword about Gnomes
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There are many types of gnomes. This statement itself might come as a bit of a shock to people. It has become rather common, expected even, to consider gnomes all the same, creatures belonging more to fairytales than to the blade of grass you’ve just stepped on this morning and did not notice. Little men with beards who appear as cute statues in the neighbour’s back garden. But never, ever, as a force of nature capable of the unimaginable. 

That’s because no one has ever told them the truth, you see, or ever told them stories like the one you’ll find here. But the time has come, at last, to hear a different song, which might just come as a subtle, sweet melody in your ear as you read or listen. If it does, simply let nature sing.

There are garden gnomes, known for their patience and gentle ways. They are the most common, and also the most respected of all the gnomes in the realm in which they live. Then there are farm gnomes, known for their hard work and discipline. They tend to the land and its harvest. And there are field gnomes, the most dangerous of all gnomes, who will stop at nothing to stretch and bend the rules of their kin, for reasons only gnomes could understand. They are quite capable even of luring children towards the most secret and forbidden of places, usually with somewhat unexpected consequences.

One can never be too watchful or careful. They are creatures of the earth – dirty little things, gnomes are. So you might not immediately recognise one when you see it.

It may be surprising to discover that grown-ups have no concern at all for them simply because, well, they can’t see them. 

But you and I know full well that the world is made not only of visible things, but of invisible things as well.
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​​Wandlore 
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Our story begins in a tiny village called Wandlore, where farmers were farmers, gardeners were gardeners, and explorers were explorers. Such folks would never mix. What they prized the most was their annual and highly anticipated event known as the Best Garden of the Year Award, which attracted all kinds of people from all over the country and beyond, longing to see just what the best gardeners had made.

Similarly, the farmers of Wandlore held another annual event around the same time of the year, known as The Largest Vegetable of the Year Competition. Giant tomatoes, giant cabbages, giant pumpkins: all sorts of vegetables and fruits were put on display, all meeting a single criterion – they had to be big!

That spring, the promise remained the same. Wandlore was proud to host those two unforgettable gardening and farming events for yet another year, with riches and recognition awaiting the prize winners.

The tiny village looked like an ant farm, with the Wandlore villagers as the ants, busy going from here to there to deliver the prettiest flowers, the finest mowed lawns and the sweetest, largest strawberries. All surrounding a large, old central cathedral, which served as the anthill.

But all around Wandlore was a vast untouched land, full of forests, meadows, lakes, hills, gentle streams and little waterfalls that crashed into rocks in the most secluded of places.

It was a fine little village, full of peace and quiet, except during that time of year.

Year after year, the competition grew in size, and so did the prizes; what also grew was the animosity between the contestants. One wasn’t even allowed to admire the neighbours’ gardens or crops anymore because it could be considered spying.

As is always the case in every competition, some were regarded as the favourites to win; others were merely second-best; and there were also the good-for-nothing.

Mr and Mrs Landcast, who lived at the very outskirts of Wandlore, undoubtedly belonged to the last and most unfortunate category. But it wasn’t for lack of trying. Their only son Peter could attest to that. Ever since their family had arrived at the tiny village – his father to work in the grocery business and his mother to run the local flower shop – the young boy’s parents had spoken of nothing else. Day in and day out, they rambled on about the large prizes and great recognition that winning those contests could bestow upon them.

Peter listened day in and day out to their lofty aspirations to win not just one, but both contests, and to their great efforts to succeed. First it was all about building a large greenhouse in their backyard, which they finally did. Then it was all about trying a highly enriched fertiliser on the crops. This they eventually did, too. Then came planning the landscape and the replacement of their ordinary lawn for something fancier that they could barely afford.

No sooner had they done all these things than the greenhouse got infested with bugs, attracted by the excess fertiliser. To make matters worse, it made their lawn look unthinkably battered and ugly after all the extra effort to get rid of the problem.

Peter thought that would have taught them a lesson, but he was wrong.

Mr and Mrs Landcast built a large pond with statues of cherubim in the garden, and placed sprinkler hoses to water the terrible, wild-looking grass. No one was allowed to even step on the lawn any longer. The garden, which had previously been fine in his opinion, became out of bounds, even for him. All he was allowed to do there was tread along the neatly laid stones towards the pond to feed the ever hungrier goldfish.

Playing in the garden while his parents weren’t watching was no good either. That terrible fancy grass was so nastily gentle it would look very trodden-on by the mere touch.

Peter’s misery didn’t end there. At school, even the teachers had begun their own best-looking bean competition to incite a seemingly healthy rivalry between their pupils. And, although his beans did sprout, they’d never take first place. Clearly, I'm missing something, was his thought. When all the other children had something positive to say about their garden, all he had to say was, “It’s no fun at all”.

He thought there simply had to be some kind of hope, a definite solution to his ongoing misery, somewhere, somehow and soon.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​The Pudmere Gnome
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One day, when he walked back from school, and the sunset had scorched the sky beautifully in shades of pink, orange and purple, Peter noticed for the first time a little creature in one of the most beautiful landscapes of Wandlore – the gardens of the Pudmeres.

The Pudmeres were an aristocratic family of Wandlore, highly regarded for their wealth and fortune. They were also three-times-in-a-row winners of the Best Garden of the Year Award. Mr and Mrs Pudmere had the finest gardeners working for them, as well as a beautiful lawn on which their three beautiful children could step during three months of the year. Well, that was at least something, Peter said to himself, as he passed by their front yard. “I can’t enjoy my garden at all!”

But it wasn’t the astounding beauty of the Pudmeres’ garden, with its maple and oak trees, red and orange roses, the finest grass that wasn’t too picky either, and lots and lots of other plants and flowers neatly organised in a manner that resembled the gardens of kings and queens (truly, it was a sight to behold!), that caught his eye. It was actually something else – or, rather, someone else.

Perhaps it was the truly special, gorgeous light of the sunset that did it. Or perhaps it was just one of those days  – no one can say for sure.

It was a tiny creature, the size of a rabbit almost. It had small black beaded eyes, arms and legs like us only they were slightly shorter, a round belly, an extremely dirty beard that shone bright silver where it wasn’t covered with dirt, and a dignified green apron over a slightly beige, furry, pudgy body. On its head was a cone-shaped hat that shone with the colours of the rainbow.

At first, the small creature appeared almost transparent in that light. But, as soon as Peter recognised it for what it was, it no longer appeared to be see-through at all. It looked solid, real, like everything we see around us.

The Pudmere gnome walked proudly, carrying tiny little sticks and leaves, oblivious to anyone who could be watching. It seemed to be enjoying itself thoroughly.

Peter watched all this in silence and in awe, feeling as though he’d just uncurtained a secret, parallel world.

Despite being pudgy, furry, round-bellied and with stubby arms and legs, the creature carried itself proudly. It was a little person, Peter sensed from a distance, wishing he could get a closer look without scaring it away. Soon it disappeared inside what seemed like a hole under the largest tree. 

Peter waited patiently for it to resurface, but it was getting late and his parents would be worried. So he walked home, hoping that tomorrow he might just have the same luck.
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The very next day, however, did not fulfil his high expectations. Nor did the day after. Such was the nature of those things. Peter, having no luck again at


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
OECIEt

Aline Lamb





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
The 2—

Gnome S
1rty

" Little

Secret

e
Aline Lamb





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





