Une ‘emission nocturnale

One moonless night when I was on one of my many walks through the enchanted forest, that’s the one just west of Red Deer, I encountered a funny little man that I had never encountered before. He couldn’t have been more than two feet in height, this odd little man, he had a long white beard and a gray toque on his head. Strangely enough he was wearing a cute, little, blue, bow tie. Being the friendly type I walked right up to him and with no regard for who he was or what he was doing, I promptly bit him several times on the face. He seemed to be quite upset about this, and the little man, who I later learned was a magical gnome, started cussing and screaming and running away from me. The little tyke was quite swift for someone of such small stature. I started running after him, and then he started running even faster, my he was fast! I knew that the only way I could catch him was to transform into a shadow beast, the chase was on. In my shadow beast form I caught up to the minute man just as he was entering a tavern.


I didn’t notice the tavern until I was right in front of it, how odd that there should be a tavern in the middle of the forest. I used my polymorphing abilities to change back into my human like form. I looked at the sign above the door of the old wooden hovel and found it was named the “Stank Kilt Tavern”. As I took my first step in, a sudden waft of crotch hit me like stank kilt being wrapped around my face. The tavern was dimly lit by a few lanterns and a fireplace near the back wall. The walls were lined with animal parts and old miscellaneous objects that I couldn’t identify. A typical tavern, I suppose. I found it odd though that no one in the tavern even wore a kilt. In fact there were no Scottish men at all. As I looked around at the patrons of this dreary abode, I noticed that they were all, hmm, I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. There was something peculiar about them. I resumed my search for the tiny guy for I was hungry for flesh and thirsty for blood. Followed the sound of weeping and the smell of his blood, I found him cowering behind the bar.


Later that night I was sitting at the bar with several of my new friends. I found out that all the other people here were Viking warriors who stopped here to rest up before continuing on their trek to lay siege to the food court in the Bower mall. We all had supper together sharing stories about battles and killing innocent children and whatnot. The tavern only served mead and Spam, for the average person that wouldn’t be all that great, but I thought it was wonderful. 


When I was on my way out of the tavern the ghost of that little man appeared before me and he said,

“You fool, you’re the evil beast who ate me!”

“I am, you were actually fairly chewy”

“I am a magical gnome and I will curse you.”

“Ha, I’m already a werewolf and a vampire, what could you do to me?”

“I’ll follow you around and tell people what you have done to me.”

“Right, I’ve had about enough of you.”

And then I ate his ghost. I’ve never eaten a ghost before, although I did swallow someone’s soul once. Well anyway, before returning to my coffin that morning I went pee and it came out all funny, the ghost of that gnome was coming out my wiener. I was so shocked and impressed by this that I just flushed him down the toilet and went to sleep and I’ve hardly thought of it since.

The End
