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It’s hard to realise the ballistic properties of a well aimed
and thrown miniature fishing rod until one has been thrown at one’s
face. Now I was hiding in what had been a few minutes earlier a
flowerbed as divots rained down all around me. One heavier lump
gave me a nasty thump on the top of my head.



For a moment I saw stars. Not the nice little dancing stars beloved
in sub-Disney animations. These were big, flaming, hydrogen burning
stars with attitude. As they faded I risked a look over the rim. I
grabbed a large flower pot and shook out the remaining soil and
dropped it onto my head.

 

Over the crater wall I could see ten or twelve of the happy
smiling face with their nodding red hats and cheery red and blue
jackets dragging my “For Sale” board onto the fire they had made of
the hedge and their plastic mushrooms.

 

One of them, with rosy spotted cheeks turned in my direction. I
froze but not fast enough. He picked up his rocket launcher – who
sells them this stuff? Took aim in my direction. His smile grew
wider and I suddenly remembered that ducking was a viable
option.

 

Not a moment too soon. Woosh. The rocket passed over me by just
a few inches. The wash of its passing enough to send my flowerpot
helmet spinning off. Behind me came the muffled whoomp as
number 34’s pivot hedge exploded.

 

This was very possibly going to make the local paper.

 

Oh gawd! They’d started singing now. That was not a good. Not
good at all. In fact it was as about as far from good as
possible.

 

There were a hiss and squeal. I risked a very quick look. One of
them had decided to try and take out the tom cat from number 40.
Gnomes and cats are not natural enemies. Rather they were very
unnatural enemies. I stuck my fingers in my ears and tried to
ignore the sounds coming from the gnome that was learning there was
a very good reason why number 40 has a range of beware of the cat
signs of the kind normally only found in the less careful safari
parks.

 

Still I’d been in worse situations than this before and as luck
would have it I had exactly the thing to get myself out of my hole.
If my luck held.

 

I reached into my suit pocket and felt the reassuring shape of
my 45 I slowly pulled it out, allowing my fingers to caress the
smooth, metal edges. Carefully I used a single finger to push aside
the paper wrapper. Then I opened the metalled paper.

 

I looked at the dark, machined edges. Took in the beauty of the
way the dull, tooled surface still captured the light. I took a
firm grip and readied myself.

 

For a third time I looked over the edge of the fox hole (the fox
normally lived in this garden had apparently been converted into a
fur coat being worn by two of the gnomes) and aimed for the middle
of their group.

 

I pulled back and let fly, ducking down again into the scant
cover my hole offered,

 

I didn’t hear the sound of the 45 landing but soon enough I
heard the sounds. Fighting. It was gnome verses gnome out there as
they battled over the finest, most expensive Swiss chocolate a
humble estate agent could afford.

 

It only took five more minutes for the fighting to stop. I stood
up, brushed away the worst of the debris from my suit and walked
towards the house.

 

The one that had been fighting with the tom cat was nowhere to
be seen. Off the others I counted nine bodies. Fishing rods and
AK47s had done most of them in. There was one left alive. Sprawled
on the last few remaining blades of grass, face smeared with
chocolate as he stuffed the last of it into his mouth.

 

He burped and his eyes grew as wide as only a gnome about to
explode can make their eyes go wide. I thought about throwing
myself to the ground but that would have lacked class. I just stood
there and ignored the brief rain of gnome. It was lucky that I had
realised that these gnomes where from Zurich. Its no mystery that
the Swiss made such great chocolate and why they no longer had a
gnome problem.
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