Chapter 37  Of Wind Bogs and Rosebuds

It was much too tight fit under the wall, what with torrents of water, too small of a hole and too much of her. Ambril held her breath and tried to think like a long, stretchy rubber band. She got stuck for a moment, but after wriggling fiercely, she made it through and with a squelchy smacking sound she was catapulted into the air.  She splashed down into a frigid pool of water and floundered around a bit until her feet touched bottom.  She then found herself wading toward a familiar Gazebo.  Nothing had looked so good to her before.

“Phew!  I have to admit I was a bit worried there, right at the end---well---almost the entire time really,” said her friend Sully as she swam up beside her.  Together, they squelched ashore.  

Ygg emerged from the water, shaking his head.  “That be as bad as flying but much slimier.”  He wiped his face as he set his feet gratefully on the garden path.  

“And here you are dripping slime all over me tidy garden!” Baldot, one of the grumpiest of the garden gnomes, tinked tinked toward them looking angry as usual. “It’s gonna leave a mark!” Beyond him, Ambril was surprised to see the tall, lean form of Koda sauntering down the path carrying his cowboy hat like a tray.

“Ah, that was it, the smell of slimy kids made all these here flowers curl up in disgust.” He snickered, then frowned at the gnomes gathering around his knees who, in turn frowned back up at him.

“What are you doing here Koda?” Ambril asked.

“And what be wriggling in your hat?” Accused Baldot.  “You be taking that from our garden?  You’ve no business doing that!”

Still frowning, Koda said, “I’m borrowing of course.” The something in his hat gurgled and belched. “I’ve been doing it for years.”

“Borrowing!  Stealing you mean!”

Koda’s sneer turned even uglier as he bent down to glare at the irate ceramic man. “I  say it’s borrowing!  Are you calling it different ya little munchkin?”

“Munchkin!  Who you calling Munchkin?  Those dainty little tykes be nothing like us gnomes!   You potbellied varmint  why I---!”

“Wait a minute, hold on!” Ambril waded through the sea of tasseled hats now surrounding Koda and wedged herself between the tall man and the ceramic one who was now literally hoping mad.  She turned toward Koda. 

“OK, OK you’ve been borrowing stuff from my Great Gran’s garden for years, big deal.  No one was here so why not?  Right?  But we’re here now, so it’s different.  It just so happens, you’re in luck tonight.  We need to get to the schoolhouse so how about a deal?  I’ll let you borrow all you want from the garden, if you can get us there fast tonight.” 

The gnomes grumbled, disappointed there wasn’t going to be a knock down drag out fight, as Koda straightened up to think about this. As Ambril watched, a spark of an idea lit up Koda ‘s face and he slowly grinned, not altogether nicely.  Ambril wasn’t at all sure she liked that.

“I’ll take you---but not like that.”  He frowned at her wet clothes.  “You get yourselves dry and I’ll get you to the schoolhouse.”

Ambril sighed and looked down at the puddle at her feet.  How would they ever manage that?  She unsuccessfully tried to squeegee the water out of her pants with her hands. Behind her, Sully shook herself like a dog but without much affect. 

Suddenly Bummil appeared at her knee, “Windbog.” He nodded wisely

Baldot looked at him as if he were crazy.  “That’s too rough for me lad, You be taking them then! I nought be having the staying power for that!” He turned and stumped back up the Gazebo stairs.  Ambril wasn’t sure she liked that either.

Bummil shrugged, “It’s all in what you be feeding it.”  He motioned to the kids to follow him down a side path.  

The three kids looked at each other desperately.  What the heck was a Windbog?  Did it bite?   But as they couldn’t think of anything better,  they shrugged and moments later, meekly followed him leaving three sets of puddly footprints trailing behind them   

A few moments later Bummil stopped in front of a marshy area filled with reeds.  The marker read, ’Windbog Extremus’.   Its leaves looked like wrinkled, deflated balloons.  There was a large pile of musty, old books stacked nearby.  Bummil rummaged through them and pulled out a thick, mildewed one with what looked like a bite out of one side.  

“Just the thing!” Bummil said looking it over. “Eek–ee- gnome-ick trends of the twentieth century.”  Bummil lugged the book over to the swamp then circling around like a shot-put thrower, he heaved the book into the middle of the bog.  It landed with a splash, then gurgled as the book slowly settled itself into the mud and disappeared with a burp.

“We nought be waiting long, it gets very excitable when fed books on eeke-gnomics and poolitics. ” Bummil said watching the pool closely as it began to bubble and froth.  The limp, rubbery leaves starting filling with air and ballooned out.  Ambril heard the hum of voices in deep discussion burbling up through the mud. “Now---you have to get right in there and insult it!” said Bummil as he plugged both his ears.

“What?” yelled Ambril, the voices were arguing loudly now. 

“Just be saying something like ‘I nought believe you ninnies!’”  As he spoke, a blast of hot air squirted out of one of the balloons.  The voices roared over them blowing Bummil nearly off his feet.  He steadied himself and took a deep breath, “Now you be trying it!” 

Ambril turned toward the bog feeling silly. She’d never insulted a plant before. But Before she could think of something to say, Sully yelled, “that’s nonsense!”

Hot air whooshed around them as the voices treated them to a strident debate concerning the origins of the Great Depression.   A moment later the argument ran its course and the warm wind stopped.  Ambril already felt less damp.

“Go on then, rip into it!” said Bummil as he took a firmer grip on a nearby vine.

“That be tripe!” shouted Ygg. 

Another blast of hot air and a gale of opinions for and against Reaganomics swirled around them, plus a lecture on Ygg’s grammar.  Sully giggled.

“That’s a lie!” yelled Ambril feeling her nearly dry hair.  Several voices yelled at her about what should have been done about the dot-com bubble. This went on until they all felt entirely dry.

“That did the trick--- but a really annoying one!” said Sully trying unsuccessfully to finger-comb the tangles from her hair. “Remind me not to major in Economics, OK?”

“Like I be saying, it be all in what you feed it.” Bummil nodded again, “Baldot be throwing in a book on why fairies be superior,” he shook his head ruefully. “That be a right miserable afternoon.”

“Thanks Bummil!”  They waved at the tassel hatted two foot man as the three of them raced back down the path just as the sun slipped behind the mountains, deepening the shadows. They found Koda near the Gazebo.  Ambril hesitated, his gleeful smile felt all wrong. 

“All set? Rosebud’ll take you there on her own.” Koda nodded at an old bike with a large wicker basket festooned with flowers parked on the path. 

Ambril froze, she realized too late why Koda was enjoying this a little too much. “No! No! NOOO!” She screamed, but it was too late.

A large rosebud reared up over the bike’s handlebars as three sinuous vines whipped out from the basket and wrapped themselves tightly around the three kids. In half a second they were lifted, then jammed roughly into the wicker basket. It expanded almost enough to hold them.  It was a very, very, very tight fit. 

“Ooff!  You know, it would be a lot more comfortable and less freaky looking if one of us at least pretended to ride the bike!” Sully said as she eyed the empty seat behind them and the large bud dancing manically over her head.

“Rosebud knows the way.” The big man grinned broadly. “Now Rosey, it can’t be like last time, I know you like to watch their eyes pooch out but you gotta let them breath a little ya hear?”  He chortled wheezily as the bike jerked forward and accelerated down the path. “Happy Trails!  You’ll be there in no time!” 

“Yeah but will we be alive!” Shouted Sully.

The garden flashed past as the bike sped into the darkening forest, mercilessly skidding and bumping along.  Ambril felt like she was in a large wicker blender as they sprayed gravel around a tight curve and took some air over an old log.

“She be off the trail!” shouted Ygg.

“She’s off her rocker!” Sully yelled back.

“No, look!  She knows what she’s doing!  It’s her own trail, see?” Ambril nodded with difficulty at the narrow groove they were following.

‘I think---Oww!--- I jus’ bi’ my tongue.” Said Sully as they jounced over some rough ground.  After being thoroughly shaken and then stirred, they burst through a hedge near Circle Park.  Without ceremony, Rosebud ejected them onto a patch of grass.  Ambril rolled a few times, then lay still for a minute while she made sure everything was in the right place and functioning.  Just in time she raised her head to see Rosebud disappearing into the forest.

“She’s never going to forgive me for zapping her that one time,” Ambril muttered as she gingerly pulled herself to a sitting position.

“Ya think?” groused Ygg as he pulled prickles from his sweatshirt. 

”You could have warned us,” Sully said reproachfully.

