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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


Knight Blackthorn had to rub his eyes to stay awake. It was the end of the night, and he was keeping watch while the others were sleeping.


Besides Blackthorn, there were four others: The elf queen’s daughter Coltsfoot, her friend Anemone and the young man, Morel, whom they had met on the way. The fourth was Blackberry, Coltsfoots little brother. He had been turned into a wolf by a couple of mischievous fairies.


They had set camp in an abandoned temple. The door was gone, and dirt and rocks were spread over the floor by the wind. The fire had almost died out. The last little flames cast a matt light over the walls.


On one of the walls, there was a painting of a big dragon. In the flickering light of the fire, it almost looked alive.


Blackthorn listened for all kinds of sounds. It was quiet outside, but a couple of times, he had heard a low rumble. It came from the opening in the furthest end of the big room.


It must be the wind, finding its way through a crack in the cliffs, he thought. The temple was built halfway into the mountainside.


He stifled a yawn and changed his position.


In that same moment, a small shape came crawling in on all fours. It was a boy of seven or eight years. He started rummaging around in the pack standing by the wall. Then he snuck out of the temple again.


Blackthorn did not notice him, but Blackberry did. Like all wolves, he was on guard even when he was sleeping. When he heard the soft steps, he jumped up and ran after the boy.


Stop!” Blackberry yelled. “What are you doing here? Why are you going through our things?”


The boy tried to run, but Blackberry caught hold of his pants.


His yells had awoken the others. Now, they came to see what was going on.


“What did you steal?” Blackthorn said and grabbed the boy by the arm. “Let me see what is in your hands!”


It was a piece of bread and a couple of apples.


“For… for my mother,” the boy whispered. “She hasn’t eaten in three days.”


“Let go of him, both of you,” Coltsfoot said to Blackthorn and Blackberry. She squatted down in front of the boy and asked:


“What is your name?”


“Jaunty,” the boy answered.


“Listen, Jaunty,” Coltsfoot said. “We will let you keep what you have taken, and there is more if your mother needs it. But you have to show us where she is. Can you do that?”


The boy nodded eagerly.


Blackthorn pulled Coltsfoot to the side and asked:


“Did you consider that we might be needing that food ourselves?”
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