Mewd6: Any drastic/minor suggestions for editing? 

MajorQ1632: well, something falls apart JUST BEFORE you know what the goblins are looking for.  You may have sped it up too early.

Mewd6: More exposition before revealing it then? Or have I got the wrong idea? I wanted a dynamic moment where Olga comes into the room with the child, and having the reader have a moment where he assumes the goblin is going for the child. 

MajorQ1632: *nods*  Perhaps a bit more.  Talk a little more about what the tension is doing to the guy.

Mewd6: Noted. Many thanks.
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-

  Zooks sat in the rubble of his former home idly. He glanced at the general devastation of his home village blankly; it was not much to look at any more. Begrudgingly he looked at it anyway. There really wasn’t much else to look at.

The entire village had been destroyed in a stray Earthquake last Monday. His friends and neighbors had all fled in terror as the tremors rocked the foundations of their sturdy cottages and brought them tumbling to the ground. Zooks hadn’t noticed until it was over, however, because he liked to sleep in late on Mondays. 

So when he inevitably climbed out of bed at three in the afternoon, he was taken by surprise to find that his house no longer had any sort of roof or walls to speak of. All of the stone and mortar that composed those things were now scattered across the floor in the form of debris. 

“Huh.” Said Zooks, noting that the entire village had been leveled mysteriously. “That’s odd.” And then he went back to sleep.

A few hours later, he crawled out of bed reluctantly so that he could evacuate himself. Yawning, he noticed that there was no one else in the ruins of the village. His friends and relatives apparently didn’t have the foresight to leave him a forwarding address. He shrugged, and sat down in what was left of his house. He did a lot of sitting for the next several days, he couldn’t think of much else to do so long as he found some wild fruit to munch on. 

This happened to be like any of the other days that he had spent sitting. Zooks was positively bored out of his mind. He wasn’t quite ambitious enough to do anything about it, but it still annoyed him.

Idly he drummed his fingers on his lap. Ho hum. Another day. Hrm, hrm hrm. Oh, it’s started to rain.

Zooks looked up at the sky as rainwater splattered over his face. The dark sky swirled with with thick purple clouds as the sunset dimmed. 

In discontent he said aloud, “I wish I had still had a roof. I dislike having my head wet. What I wouldn’t do for a good warm house.” He pouted and frowned and fussed and settled in the mud to continue sitting.

As he did, he heard the gentle sound of bare feet trudging through the mud nearby. 

Zooks, feeling this was the most exciting thing to appear all day, paid diligent attention as the sound drew near. 

There through the rain a figure dressed in a thick gray cloak that was battered and heavily worn, it obscured the figures facial features beneath its hood. His hands were the only visible skin; they were gnarled, dark, and leather-y with twisted crooked over grown nails. 

“Yes,” Spoke the figure with a hollow voice that resounded like haggard witch. “The question indeed is ‘What won’t you do?’”

“Eh?” Said Zooks, bewildered.

“I have a little business proposition for you, lad. I think you’d be interested.”

“Sir, I have no money, and no possessions left to my name. There is no way I could pay for whatever it is you are offering, for even if I did labor for you, you should know that I am extremely lazy.”

The cloaked character chortled cheerfully. “Oh, I’m well aware. I ask nothing from you now. I want to make you a new house, filled with the finest furnishings. I want to fill your pockets with gold and gems and your stomach with the finest meats. I want to kiss you on the cheek with my blessing and to wish you the heartiest health. I want to do all these things for you.”

Zooks puckered his lips. It sure sounded like a keen deal to him. “Sounds too good to be true!”

“Oh, it is.” Replied the perpetually anonymous solicitor. “There is a catch, and it’s a good one. You see, while I ask nothing of you now in return for all these gifts today, I will return one-day return another time. When I do, I will ask something of yours. I will not say what it is; you will not know what it is until it is in your possession. It will be your most beloved thing, and you will give it to me to repay this debt without grudge or spite. That is what I ask.”

Zooks blinked as the rain poured heavily onto his head and dribbled into his ears. He could not fathom what would be so important to him in years to come that this strange man would give him gold and jewels today. He stood up.

“Do we have a deal?” the cloaked creature asked with a low rumble. It extended its disfigured hand to offer the shake.

Zooks paused for a moment; he thought about the ramifications of this deal, and that it would surely come back to bite him in the end. He thought that it would be dangerous to trust such a dubious individual so readily, that their motives would have to outweigh what he would receive now. He thought about this beloved item that he would treasure above all else, that he would be forced to give away.

Then he remembered that he didn’t like getting his head wet. 

“Deal!” He said with a smile and thrust his palm into the shake. 

“HmHmHmHm.” Chortled the little man as they shook. “The pact is done.” He said with an invisible smirk. Zooks felt the crushing grip of the cold, scaly hand of the figure and pulled away the second he had a chance. 

“And now,” The creature said triumphantly, “I will fulfill my end of the bargain.”

The hood fell back, and from the depths of his cloak was retrieved a musical horn fashioned from the pride of the bull. Dangling from the horn were various beads and arcane trinkets on strings; the creature put the horn to his lips.  

It was then that Zooks say the face beneath the cloak. A dark green face, with vivid pink eyes that store into him wickedly. His ears were absurdly long and pointed, as was his nose. That seemed the theme with this creature’s anatomy, as even his face and chin could have given a horse a run for its money. Zooks had made a deal with a hobgoblin. 

The horn wailed like the dying breath of the bovine it was harvested from, it echoed into the woodlands over the sound of the falling rain.

Briefly, there was absolute silence, followed immediately by significantly less silence. 

From the woodlands appeared dozens of creatures that leapt and bounded from the treetops and through the mud; stampeding through the high grass they charged forward and out into the village ruins. Goblins, dozens upon dozens of them appeared brandishing saw blades and hammers with malicious smiles. They were clothed in leather jerkins, with weapons strapped to their backs loosely. Zooks climbed back into his bed and hid under the covers from fright.

The army of goblins came to attention in ranks before the cloaked goblin. They giggled wickedly and saluted messily.

“We’re here chief!” “What’ya want?” “Ready sir!” They squeaked with nasally voices and saluted.

The apparent chief goblin smiled benevolently at them. “He’s accepted our terms. I want you to build him a house, a grand house. Bring him gold and jewels, and expensive garments.”

“Who, sire?” Asked on Goblin.

“The man whimpering under his covers.”

“Yeah boss.”

The goblins scattered, and set to work as of by divine routine. Trees were hewn in seconds under the frenzied chopping of goblin axes; they trained back into the village, hefting the immense oak trunks like paw bearers while the lazier goblins rode atop whooping and hollering. Huge woolen sacks were hauled out from the forest depths with gems and gold; squealing pigs and chickens for meat while other goblins fumbled while carrying armloads of potatoes. 

It was chaos. The chief goblin pulled the damp covers off of Zooks’ head, and grinned slyly at him.

“Now, now, now is not the time to hide. You must tell us what you want. We will build your home according to your design. What do you want in your mansion?”

Zooks stared in awe at the frenzy of movement, and stumbled out into the rain staring at the many Goblins frantically bringing piles of material at his feet. He was reluctant and unsure with dealing with these feral creatures further; but he had already given his word.  He was further convinced not to back down by the sight of the large pointy pikes they all seemed to carry.

Zooks had never been in charge of building a house before; his own was passed down from his grandfather when it was decided that the cottage smelled too badly to remain in.  He described, at length what he thought would be a cool house to have, and the goblins quickly drew up a diagram out of it. It was all gibberish scribblings to him, so he gave the project the okay. 

It was fascinating to watch the goblins work; they set to their construction with such reckless zeal that he wasn’t entirely confident that every goblin survived the endeavor. Hammers were slammed and boards were chopped. In a single hour, the army of goblins had managed to erect a disgustingly gaudy mansion around Zooks’ bed. It had been finished just in time to prevent Zooks from being soaked for the remaining two minutes of the downpour. 

They feasted upon roast chicken that evening in the home, the goblins ate as frantically as they worked; they had made him furniture and an oven and all sorts of house hold appliance surprisingly competently. A primitive juicer was used to prepare fine wine for the feast.

When it was all said and finished, the goblins filed out without a word, besides the chief.

“We will come back one day.” He reminded Zooks cryptically, and drew his hood over his head. Off he went, his feet flopping in the muddied ground.

-

Time passed quickly after that for Zooks. He continued to sit day in and day out in the village, but now he did so with incredible luxury, having the finest goblin carved easy chair where he would view the surrounding village devastation from his glass windows with the nice curtains. It rained again, but now Zooks’ head remained persistently dry. Zooks was pleased.

It did not take a terribly long time for the refugees of the earthquake to return; they could have just as well have built up a new village elsewhere, but the wealth of Zooks had a mysterious magnetism. It was not but a week or two later, when the muddied and tattered neighbors Zooks had known returned looking spectacularly pitiful on his doorstep. 

Zooks let them stay in his new home for several months: They slept on top of various pieces of furniture, or spaces on the floor that were particularly softer than the other parts. It made it a huge hassle to stagger into the kitchen in the morning. In that kitchen was a stock of food that lasted the entire village the better part of the year. Every morning he would get out of his big down bed, trip over at least five of his snoozing neighbors on the way to this kitchen, and sat down for a heaping bowl of goblin porridge and a glass of goblin fruit juice. The others ate whatever they could scavenge from the kitchen depths and with thirty odd people chipping furiously at the food reserves, it occurred to Zooks as a major inconvenience when they ran out.

The free ride was over, but the villagers did not forget Zooks’ kindness. Groaning and whining after growing used to the lazy life style, they set to work gathering wild fruits and plowing fields. Once their limbs ceased to creak and they adjusted to life in the fields, they built their own homes to boot. 

They never DID forget Zooks’ kindness; they made him the mayor. He got a top hat and everything. While Zooks was completely incompetent at doing whatever it was mayors did, it all worked out in the end, because he was endearingly incompetent at everything he did, and being mayor was the most expendable position in the village.

Zooks eventually married; the free women of the village had eagerly showed their interest in his money and fame; once he acquired the top hat of mayorship, it only intensified their hungry passion to win his heart. Zooks had his pick of the litter, and wanting to be a fair and just ruler who was quite shallow, he chose his wife based on who had the best looking warts. 

Time passed, the village was reborn around Zooks’ mansion. Gold brickers and sticky fingers had siphoned his wealth over time, but it hardly mattered. Zooks wasn’t quite sure how to spend any of it anyway. So long as he still got food from the farms, he was content in his enormous house with his giant wart covered wife.

He was ever aware, however, that one-day the goblins would return to claim their ambiguous debt. It never once occurred to him what they would ask for until the day came when he had it.

-

Rain once again splattered loudly against the glass windows of Zooks’ mansion, it did not manage to drown out the sound of a baby crying. 

Zooks sat alone at the kitchen table in shock, his face a complete blank; his shocked and blank butt was planted firmly into his goblin crafted chair. The chair haunted him, for it, and everything else he possessed, was a terrible reminder of what was now coming. The rain was unsettling familiar for that matter. He could not help but jerk behind him, in case a dozen goblin debt collects were preparing to spring upon him.

Zooks stared into a cherry pie that sat complacently on the goblin table. He saw his warped reflection in the cherry syrup sauce, despite the dim lighting. He felt the contours of his unshaved face. He noted his blood shot eyes, his despairing nostrils; his distraught eyebrows. Paranoia was setting in and taking its toll on him. 

He got up and paced listlessly about the kitchen. He gave each shadow a healthy glare, showing them that he was a powerful man. He was the mayor, and if any of his home’s shadows had the gull to conceal any unwanted goblin loan shark, he would make that shadow’s life intensely miserable. 

He looked away and sighed. The deal wasn’t worth it, not any more. 

He jumped as the door creaked open; he seized a candelabra in panic and brandished it with deadly intent. His heart stopped for several seconds until the door opened all the way.

“Well!” the Midwife smacked her lips and bustled in. She was a mountain of a woman, with eyebrows as fat as caterpillars. She had learned how to be a midwife expressly so that she could charge Zooks for her services. A lot of the other villagers had stooped to similar lows, but so long as Zooks’ wealth held out, they did not care.

“You’ve got a fine lump of a boy in there!” She gabbed, pursing her plump fleshy lips. “Make a lovely heir, he will, he will. Proud mother, proud father. Mother hardly fussed through that delivery last Monday, although she did break plenty of furniture. Oh well, worth it for the boy. No loss, no gain, aye?”

That last phrase hit uncomfortably close to home for Zooks’. He had zoned out the wench’s blabber to but a quarter of a ear, but it stung.

“You know, I have several daughters of mine who would make lovely dotting brides for the boy, of course most of them are a few decades older than him, but I’m sure no one will mind so long as you’re the distinguishing, respectful type to pay… modest dowries”

Zooks glared at the woman irritably. 

“Ah, but as I was saying; the mother and child are doing quite well. And why not? I’m teaching her how to mother, and if it’s one thing Phannie Gral knows, it’s treatin’ babies.”

“Yes, yes,” Zooks said dismissively. He wanted to get back to sulking in the darkness bearing his horrible secret again. “Get on with it.”

Phannie smirked. “Well then, I’ll just be taking my salary for today then, if you don’t mind…”

Zooks looked out into the darkness beyond the window. The lights in the distant cottages dimly flickered while the wind whistled harshly as it blew. 

Zooks took his money pouch and took out the appropriate number of coins.

“Listen,” Zooks said, leaning uncomfortably close to the bloated woman, “I need you to go and tell the men of the village that I need to hire body guards. It cannot wait for the rain to depart, but you can tell them that I’ll more than make it worth their while. Have them bring swords or weapons or whatever weapons they might have, I cannot afford to take any chances. I need this done post haste.”

Phannie listened intently with puckered lips. She nodded and went ‘Mmm,’ but did not move from her spot. 

She watched him with an expectant smirk.

With a grudging sigh, Zooks emptied gave her a very generous bonus to her salary. 

Immediately she was animate again; “Don’t you worry, I’ll tell all them boys to come down if they know what’s good for them! We’ll not be letting our dear old mayor down!” 

“Yes, yes,” Zooks wrung his hands impatiently, “Get to it!” 

Phannie stepped towards the side door, took a fur coat from the coat rack and unceremoniously wrapped it around her snugly. Zooks couldn’t help but notice that the coat belonged to him. She opened the door, which let in an explosion of sound from the down-pouring rain. 

“Don’t you worry Zooks M’boy, I will be back post haste!” She tipped her brow, and the door closed.

Zooks bolted and locked the door behind her, and immediately there was a knock at the door. 

“Huh.” Zooks said, “That was fast.” And obliviously he removed the locks and opened the door. He immediately tried to slam it shut again.

“Now, now,” the goblin chief admonished as he braced the door open with a thick stick, “That’s no way to treat an old friend.” He drew off his rain soaked hood and displayed a malicious grin. Zooks responded by shrieking shrilly. Cautiously he backed off from the stick-wielding creature, fear filled Zooks’ heart. 

“Why is it that whenever we make an honest deal with you humans, you never want to keep up your end of the bargain?” The goblin chief stroked his chin and ambled into the kitchen’s pool of collective candlelight.

Zooks heaved desperately, “Go away! I can’t do it! I can’t do this! It was a mistake! I didn’t realize…”

“If you had realized,” The goblin interjected, “You would never have agreed. Don’t make me do this by force. It gets so messy when no one cooperates.”

Zooks backed into the kitchen chair as the goblin closed in. “Listen, you can have the house, you can have everything back, just please don’t do this!” 

“Our deal wasn’t a loan, and even then we’d have to take interest. We goblins take our business very seriously, and it won’t benefit you now to stand in our way.”

Zooks panicked, this couldn’t be happening. “The villagers are coming! They’ll be armed and we’ll fight you!” 

The goblin smirked. “The old woman. She was going to rise the alarm? We took care of her.”

“You killed Phannie?!” Zooks gasped in surprise. 

“What? No.” The goblin looked reproached and offended, Zooks couldn’t help but feel disappointed.  “Knocked her out. What do you take us for, barbarians?” The goblin huffed haughtily. “Anyway, if you don’t give us what we want we’ll kill you!” 

“W-we can work something out!” Zooks’ pleaded.

“We worked something out to start with. That’s how this all got started.” The goblin advanced with a sadistic grin. “Don’t think you can escape, my boys are all around in the darkness, waiting to nab you if you make a run for it.”

Zooks wasn’t sure how this situation could be worse.

“What’s going on in here?” warked the mother of Zooks’ son as she appeared through the doorway, grasping the child himself around the armpits. Zooks’ glanced at her in reflex. 

“No! Olga! Get out of here!”

“Ah!” Whispered the goblin with a hungry breath; with feral precision he dashed forward past Zooks and seized what he had come to claim. With a triumphant howl, the chief goblin lifted the cherry pie that had been sitting on the kitchen table over his head in victory. 

“NO!” Bellowed Zooks’ in horror and lunged to wrench the pastry from the wicked villain’s grip. The two pulled and struggled to maintain their grip upon the pie by its pan; all the while Olga watched bemused.

“We had a DEAL,” the goblin’s eyes glinted darkly. 

“NO! NO!!” Zooks cried desperately. 

“Oh.” She batted an eye. “Are we having company over?”

“THE PIE IS MINE! YOU WILL SURRENDER IT TO ME!” The goblin chieftain shouted. 

“AIIIEEE!” Zooks’ shouted as a war cry, he slammed his fist into the goblin’s face and sent the creature tumbling to the floor in a heap.

“You won’t have my pie you fiend!” Zooks snarled at the toppled goblin, “Not now, not ever! You won’t lay a filthy finger on it so help me!” He flitted away, and led his wife out of the room.

Olga glanced back at the kitchen in distaste. “Have you been drinking? You know I don’t like drunken brawls in the kitchen after eight a clock.”

“Olga, listen,” Zooks laid his hands on the shoulders of his immensely plump wife. “I haven’t told you or anyone how I got my wealth, and now I’m paying the penalty for having had it. Unless we escape now, we won’t live long enough for you to yell at me about this. We have to get out of here.”

Olga raised an eyebrow. 

“I can still HEAR you two.” The goblin said from the kitchen.

“WE HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE!” Zooks’ shouted, his quaking hands clutching the cherry pie tightly. 

“But it’s the middle of the night.” Olga glared at her husband, “Don’t be daft.”

“Oh yes,” Sniggered the goblin captain from the kitchen, “It is so very dark. And there is no where to hide.” He chuckled softly before yelping in pain. “ARGH. My legs!”

“We don’t have any time! There are more of these things! They could be coming here any second!” Zooks quivered in fear. 

“That’s right.” The goblin chieftain snorted. “We’re gonna getcha. OW OW CHARLIE HORSE CHARLIE HORSE! AAAHH”

“OUT THE DOOR!” Ushered Zooks hurriedly, shoving his beloved and plumped wife towards the exit. “WE HAVE TO GET OUT!”

“Quit shovin’! I ain’t leavin’, I’ve got to get my beauty rest tonight!” Olga protested as she was pushed into the night air with child in hand.

Zooks seized a candelabra from off the living room table and blocked the doorway before Olga had a chance to meander back into the house. He pulled the door shut heavily, and cut off the last of the light from within the house. 

Olga suddenly launched into a aggravated rant about how insane Zooks was acting, how her parents would never allow such treatment of their beloved and well raised eye apple to be herded around like some mindless sheep. She hoisted the baby up tightly under her armpit and nagged Zooks as he hurriedly led them wherever it was he thought safety would be. Darkness had closed in around them, and the half moon in the sky barely illuminated anything adequately. The candles bobbing above Zooks’ hand trailed in the darkness, but made no major impact on the hungry blindness of the night. 

It was rapidly becoming apparent to Zooks that this might have been a mistake. His eyes darted towards the forest; in his fear he thought he could swear to see the glinting eyes of goblins for just a brief moment. Tricks of his mind or the actual beasts, he took no comfort. 

They came to the stables quickly, with unbelievable pace Zooks managed to reign the heartiest of mares to the drawn wagon parked just outside. As soon as it was done, Zooks returned to the candles and pie and climbed aboard. 

“Just where do you think you’re going?” Olga haughtily demanded to know.

“WE’RE getting out of here! Our lives are endanger!”

“I’ll tell you what’s endanger, you didn’t even LOCK THE DOORS, and some greedy twit is going to walk in and knick the drapes. I can see it now: Swindling curtain bandit laughing in his den of evil, mocking us for leavin’ the house! I’LL be endangering our lives if you don’t take us back to the house.”

Zooks’ gritted his teeth in frustration. She was being ridiculously difficult when all he wanted to do was escape with his life intact. He had to coax her somehow.

“If you don’t get on this wagon, I’ll drip wax in your hair!” He extended the candelabra threatening.

Olga gasped. “YOU WOULDN’T!”

Zooks gave the candlestick a hearty flick and nearly knicked her with a splatter of hot wax. 

“I’m warning you husband, you’re trying my patience.”

“GET ON THE WAGON, WOMAN!” Zooks’ demanded with a yell that echoed into the night. 

He instantly regretted it. 

A dozen fierce goblins leapt out from the forest treetops on all fours and scampered towards them like feral rats. Zooks’ backed away in fright at the sight of them; they wielded twisted weapons stainless steal weapons that would invoke tears in a lesser-man. On the bright side, Olga begrudgingly decided now would be a good time to get onto the carriage of the wagon. As the goblins rose to their full height and closed in, snapping their ice cream scoops menacingly at Zooks’ from all sides, he knew that his only means of escape would be the wagon.

“Give us ze pie, you fool.” One barked, he brandished a set of tongs with deadly precision.

Zooks tensed; his life was on the line now, he could no longer struggle to keep the pie in his possession without endangering the lives of his wife, child, neighbors and himself. He was forced to make a choice, and faced this grim situation the way any man would have to. Stubbornly insist on keeping the pie and run away. 

“NEVER!” Yelled Zooks, clutching the pie as protectively as he could. The goblins tried to rush him, but Zooks’ adrenaline rush kicked in just in time for him to dodge the deadly swinging eggbeaters. Like a wildman he leapt and scaled the wagon roughly and quickly grabbed the reigns of the horses, hurriedly trying to escape.  

The horses bolted as soon as the reigns were whipped and they shot off through the crowd, mowing several goblins down in the process. Those that were not trampled in the wake of the wagon jumped onto the sides of the wagon. Zooks glanced back for only a second; fear mounted. He couldn’t do anything about the goblins that were coming aboard while steering the horses. They’d be on him and the pie in a few seconds.

“Olga! Do something!” Zooks’ shrieked as the horses stampeded into the woodlands. Trees sailed by as the horses ran down the narrow forest trail. 

“Whut. I’m BUSY.” She replied as she critically examined the grime between her fingernails. 

The forest canopy overshadowed much of the moonlight; Zooks could only pray that the horses wouldn’t blindly crash into anything while he wasn’t there to steer them. He leapt into the back of the wagon, the unfirm wooden planks shook uneasily under his weight and caused Zooks’ to nearly lose his balance and fall to Earth. 

The goblins wailed as they struggled to climb aboard the rickety wagon carriage; Zooks uneasily staggered towards them, trying his best not to tumble off himself. He seized the hands of a random clinging goblin and pried his fingers from his grip on the rim of the wagon. 

“Hey! Cut that out!” Were the last words the goblin spoke before he fell into the darkness and landed rather indignantly upside down in a spiny thistle bush. 

“Well that wasn’t very nice.” Commented one of the other goblins.

“Yeah. We don’t yank your fingers off the rim of a speeding wagon when WE’RE trying to escape from you.” Another complained.

“Oh shut up!” Zooks snapped, and set to work on the next Goblin.

“Not so fast!” A leather-clad goblin barked; Zooks turned around to find one managing to climb aboard. He pointed his serving ladle menacingly at Zooks.

Zooks stared, the wagon rattled. “Why are you all wielding kitchen utensils?” he asked over the noise of the wagon rattling.

The goblin looked indignant at this stupid question. “We were supposed to be making DINNER. You were supposed to COOPERATE. You are ruining all our PLANS!”

“I WON’T LET YOU HAVE THAT PIE!” Zooks screamed. 

“YOU DON’T HAVE A CHOICE!” The goblin said, and slashed forward with his ladle. Zooks narrowly dodged, and delivered a punch to the face of his opponent. Two more goblins had climbed aboard at this point, and seized Zooks by either arm. The ladle brandishing goblin chuckled, and delivered a sucker punch directly into Zooks’ gut.

“Oorgh!” Said Zooks. “Olga! ARGH, Olga! Help, oof, me!”

“Zzzz.” Said Olga from the carriage seat. She had, after all, complained that she had needed to get her beauty sleep.

Zooks struggled, but it was no use. He endured more abuse from his goblin captors until the wagon suddenly made a sharp right turn. The momentum of the wagon was too much, and it swung widely. The horses were pulled from the ground after the wagon crashed into the woodland. 

Pain. There was much pain in the body of Zooks. He struggled to open his eyes to see what had happened, he was bound to not like it but what else could he struggle to do? 

The wreckage of the carriage sat mangled in the small clearing they had apparently been thrown to. Before him, he saw the pie. It sat with pristine glory, unscathed by the horrible trauma they had all gone through. Zooks wanted to sigh in relief despite the pain.

Then, to Zooks’ jaw dropping despair, the goblins came. 

Their eyes shone first, for they always glinted in the darkness. They hopped and scuttled into the clearing like a swarm of carrion insects to a fresh carcass. They surrounded him on all sides, and then they parted.

The goblin chieftain appeared, his hood drawn back. 

“The pie,” He hissed with a sadistic smirk. “Is ours.”

Somewhere from beyond sight, Zooks heard a different voice. “Uogh. Can’t get a blasted wink of sleep ‘round ‘ere can I?” Olga walked into view; she seemed miraculously unscathed as well and was rather shamelessly in the middle of breast feeding her child.

“What’s all dis, then?” She snorted haughtily at the crowds of goblins who were all hungrily eyeing the pie.

“Olga! Run! Take the pie! It might not be too late!” Zooks gasped through the horrible chest pains. 

“Silence pie thieving infidel!” The goblin chieftain exclaimed. 

“I said,” Olga narrowed her eyes and glared at everyone. This was quite a feat while surrounded. “What is goin’ on?”

“Ahem.” The goblin chieftain said. “We’re in the middle of taunting our defeated deal breaker. If you’d kindly clear off, we’d like to get back to it.”

“What’you think you’re doing?” Olga continued to question. 

“Go away!” demanded the goblin.

“You ain’t got no right bustling around here and carrying on like this.”

“No right?!” The goblin chieftain scoffed. His cohorts chittered in annoyance. “We are the fabled goblins of Ironstorm mountain! We go and come however we please!”

“How do you get a storm of iron?” Olga asked.

“…” The brow of the goblin chief twitched as he considered this. “…Er, the point is, this man here is indebted to us. He promised to give us one thing, this most treasured possession when the time came. He has flagrantly broken the contract, and tried to get away without paying!”

“Is that how he got so rich?” Olga blinked.

“…I just told you that not twenty minutes ago!” Zooks stammered; he convulsed in pain from the strain to yell.

“Oh.” Olga pouted. “Well you should know that I never listen to you anyway.” 

The goblin chief scowled. “In any case, it is time for him to pay up. We held up his end of the bargain, and now, we want that pie.” He pointed his gangly finger at the succulent and perfect cherry pie sitting on the forest floor.

“Oh no you’re not!” Olga protested.

“Yes we are!” argued the goblin. 

“No you’re not!” Olga said firmly.

“WHY not?” The goblin leaned in, daring her to try something.

“I spent all day slaving over a hot oven makin’ that thing, you ain’t just gonna walk off with it now.”

The goblin chief chortled. “I’m afraid there is no choice in the matter. We will have it.”

“Why?” Olga asked quizzically while the infant clung to her front nursing. 

The goblin chieftain sighed. “That is a long and harrowing tale.”

“I think I’ve ruptured my spleen.” Zooks whined helplessly.

“We’ve got time.” Olga shrugged. 

“We are having a dinner. A great and powerful dinner, a dinner of which there will be no match for ages to come. The finest chandeliers have been hung from the ceilings; the most priceless china will be used. We have spent weeks roasting the finest meats, preserving the most quality wines and cheese all in anticipation for this dinner. We, as a race, have been preparing for this dinner for centuries. The celestial equinox will occur this evening, and there under the light of all the sky, we will eat and obtain true gourmet glory in a shining instant that will forever be chronicled in all of history! We will transcend all of reality through our tastebuds and acquire true spiritual enlightenment!” The goblin chief cheered dynamically and his minions cheered and wept from the honor and vigor of their quest. “We even got those little napkins that are folded into swans. ” The goblin chief added then, garnering a few more whoops of excitement from the crowd. 

Olga snorted, unimpressed. “Why not get your own pie?”

“Because,” Spoke the goblin in a low and solemn tone, “Such a perfect dinner requires the perfect dessert. Foretold in prophecy for ages was the coming of the pie to end all pies. We knew that nothing less would suffice for our dinner, so we sought means to acquire the pie as peaceably as possible. We paid a wealth for that pie, for it is more than worth it for our race to achieve its goal. Alas, our fears were made manifest when the man who owned the pie was too covetous of it to relinquish it. We do not have time to argue, the pie must be ours for this dinner before it is too late.”

Olga was particularly flattered. She knew people enjoyed her pies, but she never considered them to demand such zealous attention. “Well, I can’t be denying ye lads iffin’ you want it so badly. I could’ve just given you the recipe if you wanted it.” 

The goblin chief wept, “Truly? You would help us? You would give us the fabled sacred recipe?  Oh glory be! Today is a day above all days!”

“Where’re you havin’ this dinner thing?” Olga harumphed. “I ain’t ate for all of a hour.”

The goblins ushered her away in a wave of cheers and hurrahs. They disappeared into the night, onto their glorious dinner that would forever be unrivaled. 

Zooks blinked. “Hey! Isn’t anyone going to help me?!”

-

Epilogue:

The dinner of destiny had taken place quite gloriously; there was indeed hardly a dinner in all the land that could have rivaled it. Giant long tables sat under the shadow of Ironstorm Mountain, where everyone ate beneath the wondrous gaze of the night sky. The stars shone unusually brightly and the candlesticks flared in the night air to the point that scarcely would sunlight have been better. They ate and ate foods of all varieties, all prepared magnificently. They sat and stuffed themselves silly until they could hardly move. 

The equinox turned out to be a total bust. No one felt very enlightened after the dinner, but they DID all agree that Olga’s cherry pie was really, really good.

Zooks was eventually rescued the next day. They could have rescued him sooner, but everyone was busy digesting.

Phannie Gral the midwife eventually awoke from being knocked out cold by the intruding goblins in the village, and went on to continue charging Zooks astronomical prices for mid-wiving services well into his son’s adolescence.

Zooks spent five years afterwards on crutches, thanks to his fractured spleen. Through it all, he assured everyone that he had learned his lesson. But for the life of him, he wouldn’t have been able to tell you what it was even if you asked him.

The goblins and Olga went on to open an award-winning bakery; everyone throughout the land far and near came to sample the delicious pies. None could compare to them anywhere else in all the country for centuries. 

Zooks’ son was made an honorary prince of the goblin kingdom when he came of age, although he didn’t do much with this authority other than try and pilfer pies from any of the chains of local bakeries owned by his mother.

Thus concludes our tale of goblins, pies, and woe.

