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Fire Works


“Ah hah ha!  The little beasts are back Mælius, do someth-ing!” Zeal, goddess of all the gods, screamed, terrified.  Surrounding her in the midnight air were little nymphs flitting about like mosquitoes, their high squeaky laughter echoing off the marble walls.  “Back you little fiends, back, back!”  She was swinging a chair with reckless abandon around her head, trying to hit nymphs and pots without any discretion whatsoever.  The little nymphs tittered gleefully as she backed into the main courtyard, where Mælius was standing, still swinging the chair ferociously.

In the courtyard another battle raged even more fiercely.  Little orange glowing nymphs the size of a man’s fist flew around, causing grief to everyone around them.  

“Owww, it pulled my hair!” a decrepit goddess cried.

“Erk, it’s hitting me with a big stick!”  A greasy god squealed.

“Look out, there’s one behind you!”  Zeal yelled to Mælius as she swung her battering chair to hit the nymph.  Mælius happened to turn at the same time and she clobbered him right in the left arm.

“Oof,” the king of the gods grumbled, extremely disgruntled about the whole situation. “Watch your aim, woman.”  

Mælius, being the king of the gods and all and extremely tired of swatting the pests, summoned all his great power and hurled a massive fireball at one of the nymphs. He missed--missed by a long shot.  The fireball flew through the air and collided with a column, exploding on impact and lighting up the now brightening sky.  The nymphs scattered at the awesome display of godly power, or so the gods and goddesses thought.

“Is everyone alright?” Mælius said absently rubbing his arm, the only injury sustained.  His voice was naturally loud and all could hear him.  Groans reverberated around the courtyard as exhausted deities wandered aimlessly massaging aches and pains.  “I’m calling a counsel of all the senior Gods to solve this problem. Meet me in the great hall.”

A short while later, in the Grand Hall, a handful of Gods and Goddesses were seated and conversing around a big oak table awaiting the arrival of Mælius.  His arrival was heralded by his blocky footsteps as he strode to his throne.


“Order, Or-der-!  The Gods’ Counsel will now come to session to discuss the matter of these blasted nymphs. How in the world are we going to get rid of these little demons?”  Mælius boomed vehemently.


“Banish them to Earth and let the humans deal with them,” one God crowed.


“Turn them all into strawberry jelly!” another God ventured.


“Just get rid of them!” Zeal shrieked.  “They’ve been nothing but a nuisance, breaking my pots, ruining my upholstery, and keeping me up all night long.  Just get rid of them.”


“All grand suggestions,” Mælius replied, “it seems we’re just hung up on one major problem though: how do we get rid of them?”


One of the older gods spoke, Dahlias Laminus, he being one of the wisest of the gods. “Your greatness, might I venture a guess that fireworks will scare away the little demons.  When you hurled that fireball at them, they scattered with all haste.  And I’ve also noticed that the nymphs must be scared of light, seeing that they only come out at night.  I suppose what I’m suggesting is that we should hurl fireballs at the sky to keep them from coming out to begin with.”


“An excellent idea,” Mælius grinned, “that’ll get them back for ruining my kingdom!”


This strategy worked so well that the nymphs all relocated down to earth and started terrorizing the humans.  Since humans couldn’t hurl fireballs they were in a fix; all they had were their cities. Since the cities were lit at night the nymphs wouldn’t bother anyone there; but the nymphs were adapting to the dimness of the nighttime cityscape.  Mælius felt sympathy for the mortals and ordered that the mortals be given the power to keep the monsters at bay.  The God of the Forge devised a little capsule with the power to explode with great light and scare the nymphs away.


And so with this rare gift from the gods to aid humanity, but rather more from the gods to spite the nymphs, humans use fireworks to keep away terrors and night-nymphs.  The explosions scare them so ridiculously silly that they don’t even attempt to harass anyone for long periods of time--if at all--anymore.

