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The Long Journey of the Elves


There are many stars in the sky, and just as many tales about the elves. This is one of them:





It is the story about a small group of elves, who suddenly end up far, far away from their home. They have come to a distant and foreign place, where no one has ever heard of the Land of Elves.


Tall mountains and mighty waters block their way home, and they make enemies, who hunt them without mercy.


But nothing makes the elves give up. They will defy all dangers and obstacles to get home to the Land of Elves, where the woods are green and the springs flow with refreshing water.




One


It was just before dawn. The sky was getting lighter towards east, but the fog still lay between the trees.


Anemone restrained a yawn. She had kept watch for the last part of the night. Her four friends were asleep around the burned down fire.


They had come to the Fog Mountains, the day before. It had been a tough trip. They were exhausted when they set up camp here for the night.


Anemone looked at them one by one. Her friend Coltsfoot had promised to lead them all home to the land of elves. She would never let go of that responsibility. By her side, there was a young wolf. It was Blackberry, Coltsfoot’s brother. A couple of mischievous fairies had transformed him into a wolf. None of the elves knew how to turn hum back into an elf. Knight Blackthorn had promised their mother to protect them from evil. Even in his sleep, he kept his hand on his sword. Then there was Morel. Anemone never got tired of looking at him. He was a human, who had decided to join them and help them find their way home.


Suddenly, she heard something. Was it a bird chirping, or was it someone singing far away?


She got up and walked towards the sound. It was as if the distant tones were calling her.


She left the green shadows under the trees and came into a meadow. The first rays of sun made the fog shine like golden clouds.


Out here, the singing was clearer. Now she had no doubts. They were voices, calling her – voices full of sorrow and yearning.


Soon, she saw a big castle with towers and peaks. It was on an island in the middle of a roaring river.


I should probably get back to the others, Anemone thought. They have no idea where I am, and none of us knows anything about this place.


But the singing was getting louder. As if in a dream, she followed it over a bridge and through the gates of the castle. Everything was quiet. She heard no whinnying from the stables. There was no one in the halls. The floor was covered with dust.


Anemone continued into the great hall. Here, the song stopped. Through the silence, she heard a quiet sob.
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