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On a visit to the L.A. Zoo some years ago, my attention was caught by a display of exotic animals with a unique twist: each of them had been confiscated at the Los Angeles airport (LAX) by travelers who had been attempting to smuggle them into California. 

The animals were all—of course—small (to fit inside a suitcase?) and they generally looked quite cute and fluffy. The enclosure was a poignant display. Little creatures who had been almost-pets and were now zoo animals. What a journey they all must have had. 

I have thought of that exhibit sometimes since. My curiosity and imagination have both found it a ripe peculiarity. 

In this book of stories, I take the idea of illicit imported pets a step farther. 

What if these were magical pets? 

And what if they had been successfully brought in to an area, and now needed to be captured because they had escaped and were causing a public nuisance? 

The lead character of this collection of short stories is Debulon—the great tusked hunter of the north who first put in an appearance in the short story collection Tinsleberry Gate, and later played a prominent role in the novel Balancing Breadcove Bay. 

Debulon is a bit of a curiosity himself: he has tusks that grow from his face where some men grow sideburns. 

His character is probably partially inspired by a museum I visited in Los Angeles called the Jurassic Technology Museum. That museum is a blur between bizarre reality and fiction, and it leaves the observer sometimes few clues as to what is presented straightforwardly and what is unreal. 

I saw an exhibit there which featured a human skull which had horns. And it also caught my imagination. Real or not?

Well, Debulon is real in these stories. His tusks are more spectacular than those featured in the Jurassic Technology Museum, and he also has a rather mythic quality in his own world. He bends the lines between being human and beyond human—though for the most part he resides squarely in the human realm. 

There are just a few bits of him that are beyond human. 

Such as being married to Loqua, a mermaid sea queen, who first put in an appearance in Balancing Breadcove Bay. 

Or the fact that Debulon’s mythos makes him a character of fascination to others in his world, including Norrit and Hale, the patron saints of grandparents, who are always eager to spy him from across the way and were delighted to spot him at a feast for gods and heroes in The Adventures of Norrit and Hale. 

If Debulon is a character of mine who has made spot cameos through a range of different books and stories, he is not the only one. 

Rapunzel also makes an appearance in this collection. 

Her sightings within my books and collections have so far been different than Debulon’s. Where Debulon shows up as a character within other people’s stories, Rapunzel, like a woman in a walled-off tower, shows up in stand-alone stories isolated within books of other places and times. 

Perhaps at some point Rapunzel’s walls will come down and she also will begin to mix with the other characters in these story worlds. 

For now, please enjoy the following stories: 

In “The Tusked Exotic Pet Spotter,” Debulon finds himself offered a temporary job doing a different kind of hunting. 

In “The Airy Unusual,” Debulon’s attempts to locate a member of a mythic species do not go to plan. 

“A Pet for the Sleeping Woman” is a Rapunzel story, and therefore out of place and out of time. 

In “The Creature at Lovers’ Falls,” Debulon faces an unexpected challenge when tracking down an assigned target. 

And in “Love is a Dream by Night,” Debulon is confronted by a demand from a figure close to his heart . . . and challenged to change the direction of some plans. 

These five new short stories explore pets outside their usual roles—some exotic, and some more mundane. 

Ready to dive in? 

Enjoy the stories. 

Cheers,

Rebecca

P.S. At the end of this book, you will find the opening of Balancing Breadcove Bay, a sneak preview of a novel featuring both Debulon and Loqua, mermaid sea queen.
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by R.S. Kellogg






The way that Tinsleberry handled its magic was very telling. 

Some places in Breadcove Bay made a point of being proactive. Policies were set, and watchers in place to assure that things ran very smoothly. 

Other places, such as the Far Far North, the domains beneath the sea, and other wilds, hosted magic unchained, untended. Entirely unbound. 

And then there were the borderlands, the ones that held both elements of civilization and the great wild spaces beyond. 

Where policies were more theoretical than firm, but some limits were sent. 

In practicality, it generally meant that in these areas, folks could get away with things, when it came to magic, up until the point where they got caught doing something which was problematic for their fellow citizens. 

Unsurprisingly, places like this tended to attract certain types of personalities. 

Some who played soft and loose and rode along without following the laws. 

Some who were the curious, adventuresome sort, who wanted to have experiences and play. 

Some who were up to no good. 

And some who lived there either by choice or by assignment, and were neither as colorful as the local neighbors nor as staid as the city folk. 

The ones who lived there by choice tended to be fairly carefree, and didn’t mind getting their eyebrows singed, say, by an occasional small fire breathing creature. 

The ones who lived there by assignment tended to keep the exact nature of their assignments and their allegiances under wraps. 

For some of them, their assignments involved holding their neighbors under the closest thing that the region may have to a watchful eye. 

Tinsleberry Town, beautiful, idyllic, sat sparkling in the twilight. Glittery with the dazzle of thousands of tiny lights, placed strategically to attract the attention of tourists. 

Several tourists passed up and down the streets. 

The usual assortment. 

Newlyweds and honeymooners. 

Artistic vacationers and burned-out run-of-the-mill workers attempting to reignite their spark in life or in love. 

Debulon sat on the porch of the inn at the end of the street and sniffed. 

He sat fairly far back into the shadows, passing judgment silently on the flimsiness of everybody’s clothes, and the paltry superficiality of their little lives. 

His arms were folded, the shadows around him deep enough that unless a flitter-de-wit tourist happened to look up and right at him, they might miss the enormous tusks that grew out of his face. 

It was just as well. 

He was here on an invitation to pick up assignment. And attention from other people would detract from his focus. 

As he sat on the rocking chair, edging it back and foot slowly by rocking one boot, his eyes scanned the faces of the crowd, attempting to pick out who was a local and who was a tourist. 

The woman who had a giant snake around her shoulders was probably a local. He couldn’t imagine anyone being allowed to ride in on the train carrying a creature that size, and he also couldn’t imagine someone having the patience to carry a creature that heavy in and keep it guarded on a wagon. 

The family with three small children each eating a crumbly muffin was undoubtedly tourists, based off of their very nice clothes—Debulon pegged them to be from the middle of Breadcove Bay city, probably out here for a quick weekend away from town. 

The man with the sun-bleached hat and the carefully combed beard could be a local, or could be a visitor. Debulon squinted at the lined face, the eyes set with a gleam of experience. The way this one carried himself, he could be a tracker or a hunter, like Debulon. Not a city man, exactly. So possibly a local. 

As Debulon kept his attention slightly on the man, attempting to tease out more details that would give him information on his place in the world, the man turned up the path toward the inn and Debulon smiled to himself. 

Right on. 

This must be his contact, come to give him more details on the potential assignment. 

The air had a light breeze and smelled of a woodfire someplace nearby. It made the place feel cozy and homey to him, as much as any civilized place could feel cozy and homey. A few lightning bugs flickered by in the early evening. 

Word of this potential assignment had come to Debulon via the post, which was delivered erratically to his home to the north. 

A letter had shown up, battered and a little bit soggy, and had been tucked into his door latch. 

He had found it after a week out fishing around the rim of his lake. 

Based on the crusty texture of the letter, it had been exposed to some elements before drying. Whether it had faced moisture while stuck to his door or during the route to get there had been a little bit unclear. 

But the invitation inside had been direct: 

Someone wanted him to come to Tinsleberry Town and help catalog the exotic animals among the populace of the area. 

Apparently there were concerns that a few of the local pets were getting out of hand, and causing some havoc. 

They needed an experienced animal man to come down and help sort things out, back up the local officials as they went about their duties, and trap anything that tried to get away which might be a fire hazard or potential disaster-creator down the line. 

The invitation itself was a little unusual—Debulon was not a man who advertised services or generally liked to work in a city. 

But two factors had drawn him to accept the invitation to come to this town for this meeting on this day. 

First off, though he was generally able to trade for most everything he wanted, he was running a little low on cash reserves, and this job offered to pay. 

And second, he was downright curious. 

Tinsleberry, with its status as an edge town, could indeed potentially have some very interesting creatures. It was even possible they might have some rarities which he hadn’t seen before. 

And though he was a hunter and an explorer, his primary motive had always been curiosity. 

He liked to see new things, identify new creatures, and have new experiences. 

Also, he’d been the one avoiding the officials enough times in the past, too. He was kind of flattered they’d invited him to come be their back-up for this. 

So he’d sent a message back, hastily scribbled on a little scrap of paper and shoved into an envelope. He’d dropped it off at his Far North general store, and asked that it be taken to the Tinsleberry Government Center, to Dallup, who was the person who had signed the official invitation to him. 

He didn’t actually know whether Dallup worked at the Tinsleberry Government Center; the part of the invitation which had the return address had been thoroughly blurred out by whatever elements the letter had been exposed to during its travels to reach his house. 

But he figured that the Government Center should know where to find this Dallup. 

It was a fairly small-sized town, after all. 

Especially compared to Breadcove Bay. 

And so, as the man in the weathered hat came up the steps to the hotel, and flicked a glance in the direction of Debulon before nodding and smiling to himself slightly, Debulon tilted his head
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